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This book is dedicated to critical thinkers: those who nobly and gracefully participate 


in meaningful discussion, no matter the repercussions, for the benefit of us all. 


Don’t expect to be thanked, by the way. The life of an oppositionist is supposed to be 


difficult. 


Christopher Hitchens, Letters To A Young Contrarian 
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i. 2018-2020 
1 
Bohemian Kafka 


7/12/2020; 5:13AM 


Whether or not you read my work makes little difference to me personally and 


therefore I will make no extraordinary effort to promote it. 


START 


K woke with a mind made groggy by the lasting effects of the combination of 
promethazine, alcohol, venlafaxine, ketamine, pregabalin, diazepam and cannabis, 
with which he tormented his body the night before. As K's mind drifted clumsily into 
consciousness the searing fog began to clear and the room around him slowly 
manifested itself. The first thing he saw, as he laid stricken on the king sized mattress 
next to his hungover father, was a great wooden shelf which, at its top, boasted a 


fearsome replica of the skull of a saber tooth tiger. 


The model was complemented by its surroundings: a quaint stack of CDs, a bundle of 
books, some pottery and camera equipment, but for the most part a collection of 
precious and semi-precious stones: aquamarine, calcite, pyrite, quartz, lapis lazuli, 
bearite, garnet, emerald and jade as well as fossils, many petrified in wood or stone, 
some opalised. These were only some of many which filled to capacity the entire 


room. 


Every nook and cranny was occupied by rocks and their absences by a variety of 
objects, all of exceptionally fine taste. A group of large terracotta pots containing 
plump bamboo stalks crowned by honey-yellow lotus flowers garnished the corner of 
the room, behind which, on the wall, hung a vividly-coloured hand-woven portrait of 
a beaming maid girl who wore a red dress and matching rosy cheeks. She sat alone on 
an old rocking chair, knitting, in the full warmth of the fireplace. Out of place yet 


orderly, a lone tie hung from the screen door outside. 


K stirred from his self-inflicted stupor and rose from the bed to follow his father to 
the veranda outside, where he'd drink tea and resume the day's activities. He heard his 
father accuse his grandma, in a sharp tone which lacked grace, "I'm not as lazy as 
you". He spoke with a conviction which veiled thinly his bitterness; his accusatory 


statement was employed as if his intention were to demask a hypocrite. 


This was a common tactic of K's father, who, like K himself, was a very much aloof 
bohemian. Denial of reality was his primary defence; with the anxiety that 
accompanies insecurity he painstakingly maintained the appearance of his character. 
His suggestions, innocuous and jovial at face value, were frequently meant as threats, 
as punishments, manifestations of spite, as the thickness of his tone would suggest. 
He seemed unaware of his very nature, for he accused others of that which he 


himself, in fact, was; "someone's in a bad mood today." 


K analysed, with cold calculation, in a dejected and ruthless manner, his father's 
antics. He was, K observed, indifferent to the formation of clutter, ostensibly 
regarding it as of little import, yet intolerant of it all the same. He took troubles to 
hoarde stingily his money and possessions (barring the occasional magnanimous 
gesture) and, in a fundamentally devious way, he took every conceivable opportunity 
to swindle others of their own. He was anxious to pull the wool over everyone's eyes 
thereby scooping them into his distorted universe wherein he was the centre. One 
daren't resist the pull. But before laying to sleep, drunk and irritable, he would 
sometimes slip the mask and shrink to the essence of anger, unironically framing 


babble as wisdom and abuse as jokes. 


He lived cursed with a permanent double state of mind; he was able to effortlessly 
and seamlessly draw from the products of his cognitive dissonance, for the sake of 
convenience, so as to justify his shoddy principles and frequently disgraceful 
behaviour in incongruent fashion. He, like K, was born in Karamazovian blood and, 
like his own father, was himself a rendition of Fyodor Karamozov. If that were the 
case, then K saw himself as somewhere between the brothers Mitya and Alyosha... 


but the darkness which infused his own soul reminded him of Ivan. 


Perhaps K was himself in a bad mood today and made such observations out of spite. 
Nevertheless he followed the train of thought further with morbid curiosity. His 
father, he thought, was forever suspicious to the point of paranoia, and thoroughly 
assertive so that he would always have his way; he must control the present situation, 
because, undoubtedly, he was always in the right and nobody was ever his superior. 
He sometimes talked of such matters in an sordid way, with a crooked grin upon his 


face, as if he were joking, although knowing well he were not. 


He was quick to turn a request into a demand; he was apt to make threats and 


demands with a process which resembled tyranny. His patience was quickly 


exhausted, and transfigured to the anger which acts in defense of insecurity (defended 
defensiveness; barriers surrounding nothing), and he was bound to honour his 


behaviours which were products of his neuroses and obstinately held prejudices. 


K was in a meditative state of mind, reflecting on what he, in earnest, believed to be 
truths. He was not consciously aware of harbouring any disdain or malicious intent, 
although he almost certainly was. His father, he thought out, slowly and deliberately, 
did not seem to care for truth in essence, despite what he often claimed, and cared 


only to entertain rather than inform, admittedly in itself an admirable pursuit. 


He was quick to take offence and, invariably, to retaliate in some way, so as to 
discourage one from providing him unwanted criticism. He tended to, without shame, 
fire himself into a belligerent and self-righteous frenzy, provoke in himself an 
emotional response, clearly having many a time recognised this method as one that 
tends to succeed in the domination of argument; an act of cowardice, K thought, 


benefiting a struggle for power. 


With his customarily warmthless manner K scrutinised his father, who was reading a 
book. His father tended to foster impatience as his mind wondered; he would be 

misdirected, justifiably, by the smallest of distractions. This represented how, out of 
of arrogance and intrepidity, he intended always to 'have it both ways'. He seemed to 


seek advantage, wherever possible, on the basis of some pretence or another. 


Growing tired of his mirthless analysis of his father, and made aware of the waste of 
labour it constituted, as well as the ignominious nature of his own character, K 
resignedly stopped writing and sighed deeply. With a blank stare, shot out from the 
turgid shroud of gloom which constituted his face, he focused indiscriminately on a 


point of space and drifted into vapidity. 


But K's 'episode' was not yet over, and he would continue to bum out his companions 
for the remainder of the day and then some. He noted, "because I feel bad I can't help 
but make others feel bad." He wished he could just 'be happy’, but knew deep down it 
was more or less out of his hands. It seemed to be a perpetual cycle of apathy, grief, 


anger and frustration that he was invariably subject to. 


K was repelled by his narcissistic father and in lieu of his newfound irritation, sought 
a new location to escape to, presently having determined he could not endure his 
father. He studied for a bit, then tried to read, but all the while frustration scratched at 
his brain, and eventually he resolved to pick up his phone and launch headlong into a 
cathartic release of emotion manifest as an incessant barrage of words, driven for the 


most part by spite and scribbled with the urgency of vomit. 


K wrote about how his father enjoyed diminishing his scapegoat (K himself) and 
went on cataloguing his observations. He knew the method of dealing with 
narcissists, called 'grey rocking’, would prevent escalation due to lack of interaction, 
and thereby resolved to simply dissociate more often. K understood that his father 
wanted him to buy alcohol, which K knew from experience he would drink much less 
than his father, and thus felt unfairly treated. It seemed to K, in his dark state of 
uncompromising cynicism, that his father would desperately scavenge and exploit at 


every opportunity. 


He began scribbling characteristics of his father, having for the umpteenth time 
become motivated by morbid fascination. In present tense, in no particular order and 


without structure, K wrote down as follows. 


"He takes advantage of kind gestures. Takes kindness for granted. Exploits kindness 


in people. Encourages others to depend on himself. Stockholm syndrome. 


Shamelessly (unblinklingly, so one can rarely distinguish the truth) keeps tabs on 
money spent, exaggerates, and does not often become embarassed, so that one might 
feel the need to reciprocate such disgraceful behaviour lest they fall short due to his 


relentless dishonesty and exploitation. 


Unless distracted, will cling to ideas that present him with a supposed financial 
benefit. Dishonest. Seems to enjoy cajoling one and at times seems like he's 
employing flattery with the expectation of reward. Ingratiating. But for the most part 
he is brutally honest and has a complete lack of concern for the mental well being of 
his companions, so that it is sometimes difficult to tell which state of mind he 


inhabits. 


Employs irony to thwart appeals to be sensible or less brash. Sardonic in this regard. 
E.g. "what a little baby" (laughing) or "don't be a pussy" or "you're sooo sensitive 
aren't you?" In this way he can conscienably dismiss any such protest to his 
frequently brash and careless manner of speech. His carelessness is reflected in his 
state of ostracism. Lack of friends except by financially beneficial or distant 


acquaintance or reminiscence. 


Raises his voice when challenged so as to drown out opposition to his stranglehold of 
power. Enjoys the comfort of his 'throne of narcissism’, a swivelling leather chair, 
moreso when in the company of his scapegoat and flying monkey or, (less callously, 


to my fault), his sons. Myself and my brother. 


Has an absurd and irreconcilable hatred for his father, yet behaves with similar 
disgrace and cheapness to his own immediate benefit. Exploits his relationship with 
his mother, who he loves dearly, but refuses to speak with any of his other brothers or 
family, much less his dad, lest he become involved in violent dispute. Will act with 


intense spite towards his own father if the spell of disacknowledgement of his 


existence is somehow broken. 


Cheaply employs ad hominem attacks such as related to drug consumption or drug- 
induced states of mind, despite himself being an incorrigible alcoholic who also relies 


on the effects of tobacco and cannabis to endure each and every day, like clockwork. 


Obstinately stuck with his behaviours, despite being told explicitly that they are 
detrimental to him and everyone around him, and despite having developed a poor 
physical condition characterised by general weakness, a persistent and sickly- 
sounding cough he sometimes tries to pass off as 'the flu' but actually by nature of the 
cough itself it is reflective of a condition much more morbid such as emphysema. 


This is one fact that suggests he, at least in part, denies reality itself. 


Stubbornly refuses to ever visit a doctor, believing himself to be far more capable of 
diagnosis, and justifies his superiority in such matters by various applications of the 
soup of obscure knowledge with which he has, over the years, filled his head to the 
very much to the brim (perhaps some kind of sophisticated avoidance mechanism 
with which he procrastinates and therefore forgets his troubles (high and consistent 


doses of alcohol and cannabis)). 


He blatantly lies and tends to subtlety change his mind (usually in response to 
someone else's retort (he integrates and claims as his own the new information in an 
inexplicable way, even going so far as to deny ever having held the original opinion)) 
and will maintain his newfound opinion even in the face of irrefutable evidence such 


as the contents of a video or audio recording. 


When he recognised an opening of weakness, such as the dissolution of calm and the 
beginnings of irritation in K's demeanour, with which he can slide into as would a 


vampiric snake, he fosters an atmosphere of animosity and, like a sadistic torturer, 


applies a constant pressure, knowing full well, yet believing himself justified, that his 
behaviour will only escalate the situation. In such situations K must keep his cool, 


which staying silent helps him to do, and employs grey rocking whenever possible. 


But sometimes this tactic is not possible, such as in being directly questioned or 
prodded with shrill malice, and he must retreat, lest a needless drama is created and 
he is incapable of restraining his emotions, and his father is given the opportunity to 
exercise his final power, barring physical assault which he was no longer able to 
employ due to K's age, which is to disown K and send him home on the train, a 
dishonourable discharge, until the time when, on a whim, he should coax K back to 
his lair, when all of the insufferable torments should begin anew. The cycle made 
familiar by his tormentor, the person he was in awe of owing to his superior 
knowledge, brazen insolence toward authority and amusingly ludicrous nature, yet 
often ashamed to call his father, because of his narcissism and intolerable and cringey 


antics. 


But it suddenly occurred to K, although his mind was racing, his muscles were 
spasming and his shoulders were rigid, that this man, his father, was perhaps utterly 
hopeless in his position, that he was as he were through no explicit fault of his own, 
more or less a product of his upbringing, a shattered fragment of the greatness his 
own genetics meant for him to fulfil. Therefore, to overcome his anxiety and despair, 


K had only forgive his father his transgressions. 


Ideally, once he could understand and forgive, the weight would be liftened, and he 
would be promptly returned to his characteristically meek and amiable state. If 
intoxicated by drugs, as he was wont to be, he would argue and talk with a mirthless 
matter-of-fact tone, but this was only natural, and, facing such a narcissistic man, 
after all, not to excuse himself, as he was not without responsibility of his own, he 


was destined to be a neurotic and distorted fragment of a man and therefore the only 


true way forward was to accept his father as he was and himself as he was. 


But K's final power in this case was not to send K home. Rather it was to make the 
threat itself, and then, exhausted of protest, to put on a pitiful act which was meant to 
inspire sympathy. But K kept up his menacing and distant facade so as to keep 
reading unperturbed (well at least that's what he told himself, but really he just 
wanted his father to drop his prideful act).” 


It became known to K that his father and brother intended to go to town to buy 
alcohol when K's brother walked in and, not looking for even a second at K, asked his 
grandma for the keys to her car so that their leave may be facilitated. 'Good,' thought 
K, 'I won't be coerced into spending money on alcohol I won't drink nearly as much 
as my father.' But he was hurt at being left out, all the same. K saw through the 
supposed ruse now and so he was steeled against the next event, in which his father 
had sent his brother this time to directly tell K to go outside. "He's calling you," he 
said. His voice had a soft quality. "Why?" asked K cynically, frowning. "To smoke," 
said his brother. "No, that's OK," said K, dismissively. 


As his brother walked away, K thought 'he can come ask me himself, then.’ He would 
not readily volunteer to spend his money, nor to end his solitude, as he had been 
shunned, and he would not dispense of his own pride to save his father's. K was very 
much accustomed to loneliness, having been shunned numerous times in the past, and 


through experience alone knew he was happily left to his own devices. 


'At least I won't be tormented.' He knew he had hurt his father's feelings by 
shamelessly and warmthlessly writing about him right under his nose, but that was 
only natural, and despite that his father never read the writing, K's manner said it all; 
but nonetheless he was only briefly remorseful, and saw the act as a trap, and his 


father's sadness as only a perverted product of pride. For his own good, for the sake 


of his self-esteem, he would remain obstinate; stubbornly, he would not yield unless 


his father's pride was dispensed of in place of his own. 


It was not long before K was back outside on the verenda, watching his father with a 
deliberate slowness roll and light a joint. He held it for some time, as was usual, 
savouring every smoke particle and looking grand as he did; as it seemed to K, in his 
characteristic cynism, his father did this as a display of power; it was as if to say, I 
can hold this joint for as long as I please, but you must do as I say with your turn. 
This perception seemed to be confirmed when K or his brother held the joint; his 
father tended to grow impatient and demand to be handed it back after an amount of 
time invariably much less than the time in which he himself held it. He seemed to, K 
observed, hoarde power and resources with which he could leverage and diminish; he 


seemed to thrive off diminishing others, and in doing so, like a vampire, drew power. 


Then they were on the way to the shops. K made a feeble attempt at 'getting out of it' 
by lying and saying he didn't have his wallet with him, but his father saw through the 
ruse and K was coerced into spending money in what he thought was a very 
unpleasant manner. He spent $100 on food, exactly how much by his father's precise 
instruction he was told to spend. But that was not enough, and later on, out of 
mistrust, his father demanded for him to produce the receipt so he may be reassured 
of K's commitment in spite of what K said. He thought if his father would simply be 
direct and ask him to spend money, without all of the needless cajoling, dishonesty 
and misdirection, he would have more happily obliged. But the way it was, K had 
been rubbed the wrong way, and felt rather like he'd been robbed than spent money of 


his own accord. 


Later on dinner was ready and K made way to the dinner table absorbed in his dark 
shroud and dour demeanour. K ate dinner in morbid silence and watched as his father 


and brother caroused in high spirits as if nothing were the matter. His father, as was 


10 


his custom, held the television remote; he flicked through the channels with a 
fussiness that was deeply frustrating to K, but K's brother seemed not to mind, as he 
was more than used to it, and even seemed to welcome his father's incessant 


manicure of reality. 


As would often occur, they watched a few minutes of a show that K's father himself 
picked, but then abruptly, with a sour look upon his face, like in the adage of the kid 
with too many toys who would come to enjoy none, found it not to his liking, and 
changed it once more. He eventually landed on a comedy show. A female comedian 
appeared, exceptionally skilled, thought K, but after a brief appraisal by K's father, 
one significantly motivated by preconceptions, turned her off and even muted the 
entirety of the next comedian's act; sourly deemed them "not funny". He could only 


enjoy the work of female comedians if they were "dykes". He made the decisions. 


K went to bed early without saying anything. He laid down in bed and read, relishing 
the silence. After a while, to K's dread, the glass sliding door which formed a 
comfortable separation between K and the outside world abruptly slid open. K's 
narcissistic father stumbled into the room, drunk and angry. He seemed to be irritated 
that K had gone and laid down on his own (possibly seen as an act of defiance) and 
immediately abused K for not laying on the sheet properly. This was pretext for all 


his hatred, that he simply wanted K to 'tuck it in’. 


But his face and tone of voice said much more, although at first K dared not look up 
at first, and laid still with the vague hope that he would cease to exist. Childhood 
trauma promptly returned by nothing short of verbal abuse. K became frightened and 
his heart rate and mental processes sped up accordingly. He begun to shake and blank 
out. His mind was thrown back to when he was a powerless kid completely at the 
mercy of his father. The initial grey rocking failed to bring K peace ("leave me 


alone," he said repeatedly and listlessly, in a trance-like way, not making eye contact 
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SO as not to give away his fear. He felt as if threatened by a predatory animal (who 


fed on fear and, if challenged, would react only with more violence)). 


In the failure of K's grey rocking and the acceleration of his father's abuse, K, who 
was pale and shaken, abandoned his conviction and hurriedly scrambled to tuck the 
sheet in, just as his father wanted, but in his anxiety he did a shabby job of it. K's 
father seemed to expect this failure, as if he meant for it to happen, for he was 
thereupon fuelled into further berating his scapegoat, K himself, who had been made 
powerless over years of traumatic conditioning. The trauma itself was made 
appropriate in his father's eyes by an endless series of justifications, which in their 


summation inevitably left K worse off. 


The only difference now, K assured himself in his panic, as he flinchingly and 
mindlessly toiled to fix the sheet as would satisfy his tormentor, was that he could not 
be physically hit; the blows would be only emotional. Pushed to breaking point, K 
summoned the courage to tilt his rigid neck and look directly into the eyes of his 
father; into the face of vicious threat and insurmountable power, K brazenly 


conveyed all of his hatred. 


K's father returned his son's hate-filled stare of defiance with his own gaze of hatred. 
He did not flinch nor falter one bit, but somewhat to K's surprise, seemed to be 
relishing every bit of that dark exchange, as if K's hatred justified his own, and that 
was all he needed to feel satisfied of his own righteousness, ends which justified 
means. Indeed K suspected his father only ceased his torment when he noticed K had 
attempted to turn on his voice recorder to capture the remainder of the event. This 
tended to bother him greatly, in part due to his overwhelming paranoia, but also 
perhaps because in his perpetual conquest of reality, he was invariably afraid of the 


mirror of truth. 


And where was K's brother during all of this? Sitting idly by, and, to make no 
mistake, doing absolutely nothing. K's father's flying monkey fit smoothly into the 
narrative. Before the traumatic event occurred, when he was alone with K, he, ina 
tone that seemed to K only sarcastic and withdrawn, with no emotional involvement 
so that it could be expressly faltered on and denied should it be referred to later on, 
said of K's recent behaviour that it had been dour. He then added, somewhat 
reluctantly, that it was dour to a degree that he might even venture to call concerning. 
K swiftly withdrew from the conversation, refusing to give his opinion, having seen 


through the ingratiating nature of his brother's comment. 


Later on, after the traumatic event, as he had been present for the entire event, K said 
shakily to his brother, "does that answer your question as to why I've been dour 
today?" As expected, his brother denied having previously expressed concern. 
Regardless he still wanted the benefit of asking K why he'd been upset, as if 
gaslighting K right after the fact so as to make K hurt. In response K muttered exactly 
what he thought, "you don't really care, so don't ask." K listlessly repeated himself a 
few times and then, with the sadness that comes with disillusionment, resignedly put 


in his earphones, effectively ignoring his brother. 


K didn't take his headphones off again, and for the next few moments was accosted in 
muffled and inaudible statements, wherein, in a comical tone, he would mimic K, 
caricaturing him as a sensitive victim, as unreasonably emotional and of weaker 
character, as if K were never even abused, it was 'all in his head’; K's brother spoke as 
if all of the unsolicited violence he had just witnessed were justified so as to be 
unalarming. The rubbing of salt to K's wound, which K was still very much shaken 
by, yet expected to act as if the event was of no consequence, only reinforced to K the 
validity of the model with which he boldly and unashamedly, in the face of sharp 
criticism, characterised the relationship dynamics between himself, his brother and 


his father as explainable by the model of the narcissistic parent, the scapegoat and 
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flying monkey. 


The next morning, K woke up with a start. He felt dreadful; the dread welled up 
inside him and he became swollen by it. The atmosphere was stale and silent; 
reparations had not yet been made and the Karamazovian bohemians scarcely looked 


at, much less spoke to, one another. 


END 


2 
Bleak track-side apartment 


27 12 20 


Somewhere in a low socioeconomic area of Sydney stood a shabby track-side 
apartment, the kind some people are vaguely grateful to have taken out a mortgage 
for. The bleach-white, paper thin walls hardly muffled the chirping of birds who'd 
woken up to another sunny day. Their joyful cries sounded far off as if from a place 


unreachable. 


The man in the bleak track-side apartment who had observed all this was hopelessly 
struggling to keep hold of sleep. It'd been at least 15 hours now since he collapsed 
into his uncomfortable fold-up, spring-laid bed. He surrendered, irritated, to the rays 
of morning light, which crept up from the most unwelcome angle and became 


progressively more annoying as the morning drawled on. 


The man, who hesitated to even call himself a man, was staring now at the sterile 
white ceiling, thinking unpleasant thoughts. The birds had stopped singing now and 
the sun would only get more intolerably hot and bright. There was a deep, humid 
silence which represented sheer loneliness. Anyone who thought oneself mentally 
well-adjusted had shuffled off to work, leaving him alone to endure the rest of the 


day. 


But a thump and a clatter reminded him that he wasn't alone. Someone hadn't gone to 
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work today. The very same person who'd thought it wise to take out a mortgage on 
the depressingly flimsy and bleak track-side apartment in which they resided. It was 
his mother, the person to whose patronage he, a 26 year old man, was helplessly 
bound, lest he should spend each and every one of his supposedly precious days 


pretending to enjoy being a complacent sycophant. 


The man crept into the kitchen, hoping to sneak back to his cell a cup of coffee and a 
buttered piece of bread before he was discovered and harassed. Too late: a deer 
caught in headlights. The joyless, neurotic hag, who was always unashamedly 
spiteful, had made brisk pace for the kitchen and in her characteristically piercing 
tone which never failed to demonstrate her irritation, abruptly questioned as to 
whether there were any eggs. Normally, in virtually any other scenario, he'd have 
been more than happy to assist with her query, but faced with such unapologetic 
disrespect, he mumbled a quick "I don't know", gave up on buttering his toast and 


immediately made his way back to solitary confinement. 


Making sure to dominate the atmosphere with sullen pettiness, she called after him 
"and you're using my cup for tea!" The man made it back to his whitewashed cage, 
closed the door behind him and with some relief embraced the discomfort of his 
uneven mattress. He might have felt secure in his discomfort had she not followed 
him, opened that squeeky door and in her horribly shrill voice, expressive of endless 
vexation, reprimanded him for hoarding on his windowsill all of three tea cups, 
including the one he'd just gotten. As that soulless banshee finally took her leave, 
almost succeeding in closing that door behind her, which seemed to be made of the 
cheapest of plywood, the man involuntarily shuddered and reluctantly began to plan 


his escape. 


He had intended to wallow today in silence and that dream had promptly been 


squashed as soon as he'd noticed the presence of that unpleasant woman who at this 
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very moment was needlessly making a commotion in the kitchen, as if bored and 
making her own drama. She made sure to make a show of gathering glass bottles as if 
to say "all you had to do for me to not be horrible today was take out the rubbish you 


needlessly created by shamefully drinking alcohol". 


The man laid in silence, not bothering to drink his tea, and watched a small insect 
steadily traverse the ceiling. The prospect of brushing his teeth flitted through his 
head but he dared not leave his cell again. He listened blankly to the creaking of the 
apartment and the occasional far off chirruping of some bird who must have slept in. 
He apathetically endured the dull aches in his head and throughout his body, vaguely 
wishing for any reason to rise from his bed but all the same not really caring. 
Trapped, he thought of reading a book but couldn't be bothered. Instead, he drearily 
pursued scraps of sleep and began to daydream. As he waited for that witch of 


anxiety to leave, he surrendered to morbid listlessness. 


3 
Heathecote High School 2010 


27/12/2020 


Heathecote high 2010 and the horror of the public school system - a single recount 
of past trauma. 


Psst: I may or may not have misspellt the name of this school. 


Imagine having been laughed at by effectively everyone you knew in high school, in 
your senior year, for writing an essay - poorly and under the influence of motor 
coordination-inhibiting drugs. The extension 1 and 2 English students made fun of 
you. They were meant to be somebody, some day, right? Well they aren’t. It’s 2020 


now. Orwell and Kafka wrote their first novels at age 30. 


That’s not all. You tried your best. The essay you wrote was about Frankenstein and 
Blade Runner. In your heart you knew those prescribed texts and then some. You’d 
even read Do Android Dream of Electric Sheep - the book Blade Runner was based 


on! Your head was spinning as was your sense of reality. 


Your essay, regarded by the teachers (the local authorities) tacitly and in smug 
exchanges, was copied and distributed to students very much against your will. You 
weren’t even asked. Not a single copy of your own text made its way to you, only 
malevolent sidelong glances, snide sniffles, and choking chortles on its behalf, 


reminding you that, like your essay, you were a joke. Unlike them. They were smart. 


The rest of it was a blur to you. Frankly you just enjoyed having necked the bottle of 


Robitussin and having people pay attention to you for once. 


Those fuck heads? The smart men... One is a doctor now I think. Probably not a very 
good one given his former character. Police officers, office drones, cogs in the 
machines, watchers of game shows, self-proclaimed artists and insignificant internet 


bloggers. 


Me? I’m honest. A man is the badges he sticks to his coat. I pity those I mentioned 
and no longer feel spite, as I held for years over the trivial matter I just mentioned. I 
in earnest forgive them. I’d go so far as to call them pathetic, using pathetic as a word 
which means literally “inspiring pity”. Surely they forgot. Why would you 
remember? A quiet kid getting what’s coming to him... commonplace and of no 


consequence. 


Memory is a treacherous thing. Besides, nothing is good or bad but thinking makes it 
so. In my solemn opinion this very text was good to write, albeit bad. If you 


understand this last sentence, you know what I mean. 


Atone or live a life of misery, that which you deserve, for suffering is conducive to 


change for the better, and may God guide your soul. ;) 
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How pathetic I am in contrast to 
my brother 


27 12-20 


Neatly dressed, in contrast to my frayed rags, my little brother addresses me. I say 
little brother but he may as well be my big brother. Today he wore a different mask, 
the mask of wide-open eyes. His tone is clear and his intent is magnanimous. He’d 
have me believe we were equals, and impressively so-but it simply isn’t the case. In 
his eyes I see deep empathy-a mixture of decisiveness, benevolence, some pity and a 
subtle hint of obligatory respect. His laugh disguises a cognitive dissonance of sheer 


disappointment and not-yet-discarded disbelief in my ineptitude. 


As if taking a goat to the slaughter-one whom he cared for deeply-he tenderly leads 

me to the slaughterhouse, generously tending to my needs, giving me a sense of hope, 
entertaining my thoughts and disingenuously giving the impression that all things are 
fine-but deep down knowing well they are not. Among all the figurines, is not hard to 


see I am broken. 


Where one tends to exploit others’ vulnerabilities for one’s own gain, my brother 
channels his frustration and resentment through love. As I struggle and and thrash in 
the fray, he is swimming with great strength. When someone is drowning, sometimes 


it is best to let them drown to save oneself. But he is taking my blows and remaining 
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magnificently afloat all the same. What other choice do I have than to reciprocate his 
love? Of all my fantasies of death, of all my suffering and discontent, the incapacity 
to change, of all my weakness and feeble will, what more is another day in the course 


of a million years? 
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5 
My beautiful Hell 


27 12:20 


I live with my mother in a 2 bedroom railside apartment. I'm 26 years old. I have no 


job. I've been sheltered and pampered my entire life. 

Although I was shown love, I was consistently stonewalled and emotionally 
neglected by those closest to me, so that I frequently found I'd noone to talk to. I 
sought to immerse myself into the cyber world. 


My bedroom is a whitewashed cage of flimsy composition, just like me. 


A significant part of the living room, which is also the foyer and kitchen, 


accommodates my computer. 

I have squandered countless opportunities to improve myself, grow and succeed. 
I always tried to get ahead and set for myself unreasonable expectations. 

No matter how much I achieved, in my mind I always failed. 


I struggled to accept that people might like me, preferring to suppose they were 


taking pity on me by their expressing affection. 


ae 


Reasonable people have abruptly stopped talking to me without explanation. I 
imagine they thought "there's actually something wrong with him" if perhaps they 
weren't deeply offended by my tendency to be needlessly honest out of spite. 


I spent most of my time desperately floundering, struggling to realise I didn't actually 


want to die. 


My whims negatively affected all of my relationships, many of which I felt were cut 
short prematurely. I attributed these failures of communication to my own 


inadequacy. Perhaps they sought to escape from my intensity. 


Around people I always felt insufferably anxious. This feeling was compounded by 
my insecurities about my appearance, manner of speech, hearing loss and hearing 


loss itself. 


Being unable to understand what everyone else could prompted emotional repression 
and pretense. I took to daydreaming and was only comfortable alone. I pretended to 
hear what was said to satisfy the speaker and avoid embarrassment and shame. Yet I 


still felt shame. 


It suited me to blend into the background where I could hear what I might and still 
avoid the pressure of being expected to respond. "The shame would be tolerable if I 
could only disappear." 

I'm not exceptional, although shamefully I always thought I was. This core belief 
may have given rise to a number of my neuroses and behavioural patterns which I've 


yet to reform, some of which I may never be rid of. 


The tide crashes before sweeping out. 
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6 
My drug test — a bleak affair 


27 12 20 


Here I am sitting down in a silent room somewhat resembling solitary confinement. 
The floor is covered with an ugly navy-blue carpet. On the otherwise blank white 
walls there are four framed black and white pictures of sunflowers and roses. Dozens 
of flouresent ceiling lights illuminate the room with a bright glare like an operating 


theatre. There are others sitting by me: their faces are expressionless. 


The attendant is neatly dressed in a bleak grey uniform with a black and white striped 
undershirt. In her eyes there is a cold, uncaring gaze; callous disregard; a blank look 
lacking compassion. She has a stern tone of voice, an efficient manner, and she 
clearly was not in the habit of smiling or laughing. There is a sign depicting a small 
group of content and serious healthcare professionals, with folded arms, saying: in 
this clinic we do no tolerate violence or verbal abuse. Another reads: NO MONEY 
OR DRUGS ARE KEPT ON THE PREMISES. I feel like a criminal in a holding 


cell. There is a word to describe this atmosphere: enmity. 


Suddenly name is called by another particularly stern and humourless, grey-clad 
healthcare professional. His aged features give the impression of experience and he is 
wearing a shiny gold wristwatch. I thought to myself that the juxtaposition between 
this man's bleak attire and his striking wristwatch likely represents his internal values. 


I realise that I pity these helpless and unhappy characters. 


24 


I'm led down an unremarkable adjoining corridor in solemn silence like an inmate 
without handcuffs. I'm brought to a dingy windowless bathroom with stained walls 
and limited furniture. I'm handed a plastic specimen jar. I notice the door has no lock 
on it. The expressionless eyes of my tormentor reflect the nature of his spirit, 
attenuated through years of carrying out his duty. I'm motioned toward the toilet in 
order to carry out my own duty. Suddenly in silent alarm I notice the door behind me 
has not been fully closed. Through the slit are a pair of glazed eyes, silently 


beckoning me to continue. 


Afterwards I reflected pensively on where I'd been and those I met, their deep 
mistrust, sadness and tiredness. They are helplessly shackled to their dull fate of 
necessary apathy. I long for a different time and place where the flowers are 
coloured, where there is trust and not perpetual suffering. I can't help feel resentful at 
the ubiquitousness of such hopeless sadness and the puritanical punishments and 


vindictive spite of the law. 
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7 
People think I'm an 
arsehole because of my 
anxiety 


27 12 20 


People think I'm an arsehole because of my anxiety 


Anyone else so unapproachable that certain people in your life don't even bother to 
notice your presence? If they do notice you, it's in a somewhat facetious way, you 
feel like a joke/dumb arse/spaz and they seem to be laughing at you among 


themselves. 


Did that make any sense? I'm almost completely incapable of making/keeping friends 


because of this. 
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8 
The ship that sailed away 


27.12: 20 


I am a sick man. I am a spiteful man. I witnessed the sailing away of my potential and 
I stared after that ship in pensive bitterness. Those whom boarded did so on their own 
merit and therefore are worthy of respect... but I regard them only with cold envy and 


perverse jealousy. 


In gloomy silence I fantasise about what could have been, if only I boarded that ship. 
In pathetic attempts of pursuit I've ceaselessly made futile efforts. I've even 


succeeded in communicating somewhat, but in vain. 


I can put on a show, pretend all this isn't so, and temporarily transfigure all my inner 
ugliness into a demeanour somewhat jolly. But inevitably the drugs wear off, there is 


a caprice, and the spite peers through. 


In frustration and despair I'm forced to recall my abysmal hearing ability, my lack of 
social experience and my unwillingness to try. Like an ignominious coward I crawl 
away in defeat at the sight of the smallest pebble, perceiving it to be blocking my 
way. If ever there were a benevolent person calling to me, from the other side of the 
pebble-'just come, it's ok!'-I wouldn't hear them and retreat regardless. Perhaps I did 


hear them-well, I retreat out of spite. 


Zi 


Off from the precarious platform of hope and into the comfortable void of despair. 


My soul was branded with an insidious curse. 


I require enough drugs to keep away the hearse. 


Time and time again organic happiness was false. 


Keep up the act or they'll be repulsed. 
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9 
Why I suck — a long and 
unpoetic account 


27 12 20 


Looking at myself, I see something subhuman. My thoughts are profoundly negative; 
I consistently think in cynical terms. Sometimes I'll hear benign laughter from a 
group of friends joking about something completely unrelated to me, yet in all my 
anxiety and insecurity it will sound somewhat threatening to me - I tense up in 


despair, as though it's directed at me. 


I catch myself projecting negative emotions on a regular basis. Sometimes I receive 
weird looks that demonstrate to me how out of touch I am. I loathe compliments - I 
simply don't know how to respond; my judgement may tell me someone is being 
sincere but my cynicism will deny me the pleasure. Rather than mutter a simple 
"thank you" with a smile, I'll cringe, won't know how to respond and inwardly punish 
myself - all to avoid a compliment. I insist on being socially awkward and 
unsolicitedly self-loathing, perhaps frequently at the discomfort of others whom have 


the misfortune of associating with me while I'm in such a state. 


Sometimes I'm happy. I'll laugh and joke with people. I'll have a good time and nod 
at their responses, smiling all the while. But usually at the back of my mind there's 


always a subtle echo telling me they don't really like me and think I'm strange. When 
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I'm feeling unwell I'll go so far as to avoid eye contact with the very same people out 
of shame and guilt; go almost completely mute; in such a state I feel very cold and 
my lack of warmth outwardly shows. I'm zapped of all my energy and tend to treat 


the current task as a tedious chore with apathy and ahedonia. 


In such a state I struggle to even smile and even if I succeed, my smile will seem 
disingenuous and my insincerity will weigh on my conscience (I'm a humbug). 
Sometimes I desire complete isolation and loathe any prospect of social interaction: 
my first instinct will be to disappear completely. Sometimes I want to run away as 
fast as I can and as far as I can - I'm a coward. Often I'll experience agoraphobia; I 
endure intense anxiety but still remain where I am so as to not concern, bewilder or 
disappoint the people I happen to be with. In such cases I'll usually resort to silent 


evanescence, mentally, wishing that I may shrink physically as well. 


Other times I'll feel the desire to experience a social interaction, but out of shame and 
misery I will continue to self-efface; sometimes I'll even attempt to observe a 
conversation from my self-dug hole, as if a child looking up at grown-ups talking, 
and gain vicarious pleasure out their conversation, fantasising about genuinely having 
such a connection with another human being myself. But I'll recognise this for what it 


is: fantasy, and so I'll feel resentful and entertain sordid thoughts. 


Recently I've been putting more effort into thinking positively. But most of the time 
negative thoughts simply can't be helped. Mood is a strong determinant of thoughts 
and in my opinion mood is a precarious, virtually uncontrollable phenomenon. I 
believe pessimism is a protective mechanism adopted by my brain to guard me from 
unnessary emotional hurt. I seem to believe if I allow myself to invest myself 
emotionally into a situation, my efforts will easily backfire. So I tend to resort to dry, 
unattached humour. My snippets might be received with humour or with blank, 


confused stares, or simply ignored. It's very hit or miss and people sometimes remark 
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on how quiet I am. I remember one particular remark: "he doesn't talk much but he 
has some funny one liners". In another event a girl asked with curiosity why I'm so 
quiet and a guy responded with caustic humour "he just observes" with a particular 


emphasis on the word 'observe'. 


When I look at a beautiful girl I'd very much like to talk to, I feel a deep sadness 
knowing I lack the courage and mental stability to pursue her or even just try to be 
friends with her: I'll continue to remind myself that I'm unworthy, a creep and a 
weirdo (read: Radiohead). That she's out of my league and doesn't want to associate 
with an ugly, sensitive, depressed, unconfident and insignificant cretin. When I look 
at a dude I'd like to be friends with based on their character, I feel nothing but shame. 
I act cold to protect myself. I feel their piercing judgement like an icy gaze; they must 
think I'm strange to say the least - more like arrogant and snobbish. It hurts me to 
know their perception of me (projected or not) is far from the truth but I feel too 
helpless to attempt to change their perspective; so I'll usually surrender and self- 


efface, enduring the hurt as best I can so it may pass as quickly as possible. 


I'm very self-conscious about my ability to hear and especially men whom have low 
pitch voices. Being so self-absorbed, I tend to not hear much and may resort to a 
virtually unresponsive state as described where I express little emotion and pretend to 
hear what's been said; this invariably leads to an awkward situation (I'm wholly 
familiar with), in which my unfortunate interlocutor will look confused and surely 
have thoughts of my being weird - "What's wrong with him?" Perhaps this is why I 
feel such apphrension at the prospect of engaging in social interactions and rely 
heavily on taking psychoactive drugs to alter my mood and perception. Taking 


certain drugs can make it infinitely easier to endure such situations. 


Examples of such negative thoughts which regularly occur to me are as follows. 


Talking to someone, I'll think "admit it to me! I'm ugly. My acne scars are 
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disturbingly unbecoming. I'm of an inadequate stature. I have an unflatteringly 
shaped head. I'm clearly incompetent and uncomfortably eccentric. I can't engage 
properly in a normal conversation. I'm usually not fun to be around. I'm intense. My 


voice is weird." 


Based on my voice and the the manner in which I communicate, people immediately 
assume I'm foreign. "Which country did you come from?" they'll say, despite the fact 
that I was born in Australia and hardly ever left. I distinctly recall visiting a speech 
pathologist as a kid; the doctor's tone was stern, emotionless and professional and his 
process was eerily clinical (much like every psychologist and psychiatrist I ever saw 
as an adolescent). I was thrusted into a soundproof chamber facing a tall, clear glass 
window - looking through the glass I remember seeing my mother and the doctor 
looking back at me, their solemn countenances were blends of blank disappointment 
and morbid curiosity - as if viewing Frankenstein's monster through the bars of a jail 
cell, or witnessing a particular child whom had previously been mentally retarded, 
demented and physically deformed, whom was now demonstrating intelligence for 
the first time and therefore demanding respect (like in Kurt Vonnegut's Slapstick or 


Lonesome No More). 


If you tell me anything contrary to my account, I'll surely reject it as magnanimity, 
blind benevolence or pity. But I'm also aware how thoroughly negative I sound and 
that there is nothing at all wrong with having genuinely good intentions for someone 
else (so that it is wrong of me to criticise this - but it is simply how I feel, lest I make 
it known). In fact, when I'm nice to someone I feel somewhat hurt when they fail to 


respond, or worse yet display their disbelief for my genuine sympathy. 


So I'm adequately aware that you, the reader, may be perturbed by my account. You 
might agree (and my perverse nature would probably feel gratitude for your 


agreeance) but more likely you will disagree and see my views as extremely neurotic 
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and disturbed; at this point it should not be difficult to deduce that I am mentally 
unwell to say the least. But this conclusion to me is only a broad characterisation and 
means little. Although I understand many of my opinions may be irrational and ill- 
founded, that I am out of touch and perhaps delusional, I see truth in it all and have a 


strong conviction to express how I feel in veracity - for my own benefit. 
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GG 
You can tell me 
: 99 
anything 
2712-20 
You said this with a concerned look on your face but you were disingenuous. I 


might've felt insulted if I didn't hate myself. 


What are you doing with your remaining days, stagnating in vain? Do what you will, 


but know that your niceness is but a sickening act. 
How hard would it have been for you to swallow your pride just once? To drop the 
act, set aside your bullshit and speak to me with some amount of sincerity and 


respect. 


You make me feel like I'm not worthy-of anything. I experience joy vicariously 


through you, because you never taught me dignity or self-worth. 
On my own I'm half a man; socially I gape in dumb silence with a vapid unchanging 
look about me. You'd never know what I'm thinking because | taught myself to 


internalise my emotions lest I be punished for thinking the wrong thing. 


I'll always love you but I'll never hate anyone more. Of that I am sure. 
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11 
Why People Are Stupid 


21 01 21 


When you imagine hip hop and hop, or the black panthers, or any autonomous group 
that functions separately to the institutions of government and society (let's leave out 
religion for a second), I presume you behold an image of graven brutality; of 
unapologetic dissent; a picture of the young being misled by those whom represent 


‘bad influences"... 


I'm sure rappers in you inspire fear. Or at least a weak resistance to unknown ideas. 
The music *feels* good. Bugger that, though: your Mom warned you to be cautious 


of evangelicals. Those whom would sidewind and swindle you... 


Ironically what you're seeing when you observe the rap artist, any musician or artist, 
a skateboarder, a prostitute, any free soul really, someone expressing themselves, 
doing something they enjoy for the express purpose of doing that thing... passion... or 
otherwise survival... where money is SECONDARY... THIS is the spirit of the 


unrestricted individual. You're just too blind to see it. 
Your walls confine you but you refuse to see the walls themselves, let alone outside 
of them. All you're seeing is a stale bubble, walls made cloudy and chalky by years of 


your own panicked breath. 
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So what in the actual frick gives you the right to define the restrictions that will affect 


the lives of our ancestors? Shame on you and may God have mercy on your soul. 


"To shut one's eyes to half of life that one may live securely is as though one blinded 


oneself that one might walk with more safety in a land of pit and precipice." 


Oscar Wilde 
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12 
I was right all along — the 
world was wrong 


1002/91 


‘Bongs have been in use by the Hmong in Laos and Thailand, as well all over Africa, 


for centuries." - 


https://www.420magazine.com/community/threads/the-real-history-of-the- 
bong.73197/ 


One of the earliest recorded uses of the word in the West is in the McFarland Thai- 
English Dictionary, published in 1944, which describes one of the meanings of bong 
in the Thai language as, "a bamboo waterpipe for smoking kancha, tree, hashish, or 


the hemp-plant." 
An interesting dynamic exists in Western culture regarding the symbol of the bong. 
The word itself is as good as a curse word in any government-mediated education 


system. Why? 


I've identified behavioural trends people tend to follow when they see a bong or hear 


the word bong irl. The reaction may be benign because the person has been 
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sufficiently exposed to either or both physical bongs and the concept of 'bong' in 
speech so as to develop a resistance to other cultural ideas regarding the bong which 


are actively fostered and endorsed by other people. 


For example at least 90% of my own family, so the people who literally raised me 
and I depended on for at least 18 years to say the least, if I had ever approached them 
with this question - 'what do you think when you conceptualise a bong?' - or simply 
opportunistically observed their response, they would likely avoid answering 
completely, so as to shirk talk of controversy - a petty affair in which one neglects 
important duties expected of every human being possessive of both the capacity and 
expectation to instruct the youth, but upon failing to do so, fails as the child's mentor 
and leaves the child ignorant and wondering. This is the sight of a broken soul - 


amen. May I never do the same to those who came after me. 


They say respect your elders. I propose to respect your youth. Because you very 
clearly do not. And the volume of your firmly held prejudices transcends only your 
gullibility and perchance for following traditions without challenging the associated 
stigma and the romantic visions of the world you possess that are obviously 
discordant with reality. You'd know that only if you didn't hide from yourself. And all 
these years I thought I was the lost soul. Sheesh. Turns out I just needed some 
refinement. The system needs a complete overhaul. All of its components - education, 
legal, bureaucratic systems including the military-industrial complex - MUST be 
dismantled. Chomsky taught that. I'm just educating. Making up for what you failed 


to do. 


We're always students - we'll all die conceivably with some vague idea on our minds. 
And that'll be it. Definitely Aldous Huxley (author of Brave New World) was spot-on 
with his pre-death request for an intramuscular injection of 100ug of LSD. ???? If 


you're lame or degenerate all you'll need is morphine. And at that point it won't 
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matter. But trust me, ask for ketamine. 


So - the bong - some of us see it as a meme, some take it seriously, some TOO 
seriously to the point of social detriment. So it goes. < Kurt Vonnegut reference. 
Word out to Mac Miller in heaven, if it exists, which I doubt, but still, the sentiment 
remains... Tupac too, and all the small axes who were blunted, made redundant and 


destroyed by the big tree. We'll take it from here. Like Bob Marley said: 


‘Why boasteth thyself 
Oh, evil men 
Playing smart 
And not being clever? 

I said, you're working iniquity 
To achieve vanity (if a-so a-so) 
But the goodness of Jah, Jah 
I-dureth for-I-ver 
So if you are the big tree 
We are the small axe 
Ready to cut you down (well sharp) 


To cut you down' 


Small Axe 
Bob Marley and the Wailers 
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13 


Hard times don't exist 1n nature 
the way they do for us. Strife 1s 
forged. Fix it. 


14 02 21 


The War on Drugs resulted in endless misery and bloodshed. 
Legalise them. Remind yourself of alcohol prohibition. Learn from history. 


Look at the corruption. The poverty. The way we treat the original inhabitants of this 


country... 


Socrates was right. You'd kill him again too. 


The war on drugs resulted in endless misery and bloodshed and if all drugs (including 
heroin, fentanyl, methamphetamine, cocaine - which are pharmacologically on par, 
actually better for your health when used chronically than alcohol; more potency = 
less toxicity and side effects) - if all drugs were legal, regulated, sold pure in 
pharmacies, a complete amelioration of the status quo would be observed, as seen 
Portugal with changes in polices resulting in halved death rates by heroin overdose 


and in Sweden where possession of a personal amount of most substances that are 
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illegal here was decriminalised, resulting in lesser social harm and higher quality of 


life. 


If you think just because something is available people can and will take it and 
therefore these substances should stay prohibited, please be reminded of what 
happened during Alcohol Prohibition in the 30's. Didn't turn out well, did it? You're 
wrong. Leave your vanity aside and swallow your pride. Don't trust authority. 


Challenge authority. I'm not asking you to trust me either. Think for yourself. 


The people have to keep check on the government, not just the other way around, 
that's what was in mind when democracy was invented. Too bad it clearly doesn't 


work. 


Look at the corruption. The poverty. The way we treat the original inhabitants of this 
country. The complete decimation of the environment on every conceivable level. 
The military-industrial complex pumping in full swing. They control policy. We just 
sit on our asses with our VBs and catch flash news Murdoch propaganda between ad 
breaks watching the footy and game shows and don't give a fuck about anything that's 


actually important in this world. 


Socrates was right. You'd kill him again too. 
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14 
Funeral Of One 


24 02 21 


An exaggerated smile sits fixedly on one’s plasticine face as clay, molded and set to 
dry. We approve wholeheartedly and with a certain enthusiasm as the clay hardens 
and begins to crack upon one’s face, until finally we admit to its degenerate 
appearance and functionality. One concedes this and one’s aged smile droops into an 
expressionless row of cracks. Suddenly the clay erodes into dust, we are stricken with 
a harrowing sense of grief and despair, showing more emotion perhaps than ever 
before, but inwardly being unable to overwhelm our deep sense of emptiness and 
hopelessness. For if we couldn’t stop to show a modicum of empathy for the living, 
then of what use to us is the dead? And whose death should affect us more than our 


own? It’s every man for himself. 


We gather all of those we perceive as family from far and wide, anyone who may 
pretend to care for one’s death, dress in our darkest fabrics, wear solemn and worn 
faces and put on a grand ceremonial pretense with shows of gaudy flowers and 
sparkling ornaments. In our mourning as we listen to a song one supposedly liked, we 
forget that one enjoyed celebrations, rather than distressing and sickeningly fake 
displays of grief. Not a smile is shown lest the perpetrator be shunned. Don’t even 
think about laughing unless it’s in response to a cue in some petty, unimaginative and 


forgetful story. 
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As the pastor mumbles the final phrases preceding the ceremonial lowering of the 
unfashionably expensive coffin into the ground, we can no longer contain our 
ostensible grief and explode into a choir of sorrow. Our voices are muffled and 
choked. ‘He was a great man’, we say, when really we hadn’t much of a clue at all. A 
competition of self-inflicted misery and agony ensues, with the most immediate 
family members having the greatest claim to victory. The casket is lowered ever so 
slowly, as if we meant to stay some more. We endure these proceedings with 


enduring patience. 


With shining tears dripping down our faces we make a final show of pain before 
stubbornly making our way to the wake — the name for the underhanded celebration 
that proceeds a funeral, using the preceding events as an excuse to indulge as much as 
we please — in wine, in food and in sharing vain hypocrisies and dull stories of the 
deceased. We use one’s death as a grand excuse to gossip and bicker some more, to 
elevate ourselves above others by all possible means — in such a way as to seem 
inconspicuous but really we underestimate the emotional capacities of one another; 


such is our despicable and treacherous nature we call normal. 


Finally we leave the wake, not without a theatrical flair, an unquenchable shudder, a 
dragging of our legs. We sneeze into handkerchiefs and with wet sunken eyes we 
wave our goodbyes, to people we care not much for, whose deaths we will accustom 
ourselves to in due time, in much the same way, as indifferently as the last. The 
parade has ended. We climb back into the car, breathe a sigh of relief and make our 
way to someplace else. We turn on the radio and suddenly our woe is forgotten, the 
false tears warmly set to our cheeks goes unnoticed. We will mention one’s death less 
and less frequently, in passing, to live up to our own vague expectations for one’s 
legacy, which doesn’t amount to much at all. But we pretend it does nonetheless. We 


carry on until one is completely forgotten. 
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When we think back on such events we become momentarily morbid and quickly 
shake the thought from our head lest we embrace our own shameful behaviour and 
that of those we call family. We gloss over our memories of the man himself, whom 
the entirety of the event claimed to commemorate. But rather he was a great 
scapegoat, the event was a farce which we happily obliged; in all our benevolence, it 


was nothing but a grand commemoration of our own greed, vanity and pettiness. 
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15 
Thanks for listening, 
nobody 


24 02 21 
Based on a true story. 


Sitting in my mother’s house, conscious of the fact that I don’t pay rent, and of the 


fact that I’m a burden to all who are close to me, I feel ineffable dread. 


It’s a Friday night. I’m lonely. I’m taking drugs. There’s no one here. There’s empty 
space within my soul. I fantasise about suicide, the logistics, wonder how easy it 
would be weren’t I so cowardly. Wondering why I feel this way. Hours ago I was in 


the sun swimming at the beach with not a care for dread nor suicide. 


Now no entertainment will do except for depressing music and looking up methods of 
suicide. I feel I must indulge in the sadness, the feeling of abandonment. I’d 
organised to play with a friend on a game tonight. A frivolous event. But evidently its 


failure had its effect on my fragile mental state. 


‘Go skate,’ I told myself. This is what I tell myself when all else has failed including 


45 


having taken drugs. I’d take more but I suppose I’d feel even worse. On a Friday 
night, perhaps I’d be better off being dressed up and going outside. No way. But 
skate? Still no way. I’d have to confront people who weren’t so cowardly to isolate 


themselves from and deprive themselves of social interactions. 


“Dear Old House That I Grew Up In” by Amanda Palmer plays. I was listening to 
Lana Del Rey’s new album, but that wasn’t depressing enough for me to indulge in 
my deep sense of sadness. From the perspective of a typical observer, all this may 
seem pathetic (and rightly so). I suppose the typical observer might wonder what the 
point of such behaviour is and become frustrated at the lack of an answer. They may 
wonder why I don’t simply ‘cheer up’, or (as a less straw-man-like argument) why I 
don’t make efforts reason would present to be beneficial to my current mental state. 
In all likelihood they mightn’t care at all. Transitory frustration would quickly give 


way to fleeting pity and then complete apathy and misdirection. 


Yet here I am... Worrying about the the behaviour of theoretical people I don’t know, 
or wouldn’t care to know — because I’m too cowardly to leave my ‘comfort zone’. I 
thought about reading a book. But in my lack of attention and the careless anhedonia 
that comes with this state of mind, I’d get bored and likely fall asleep. Perhaps that 
would be best. Yet I remain. Do I enjoy this? Well I feel slightly better now. I guess 


it’s time to delve back into hedonistic practice. Thanks for listening, nobody. 
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16 
Daily drug use is bad 


24 02 21 


Or not? Hmm... 


"Well daily drug use isn't really recommended," said the snobbish man, with a subtle 


hint of pandering to the public. 


Except caffeine, nicotine, alcohol, sugar, saturated fat and anything prescribed by a 


doctor. Do you see the double standard here? 


This is a mentality that has arisen as one of the toxic effects of the war on drugs - a 
declaration of policies designed to control us. Just another in the chain - Xenophobia, 
anticommunism, anti-terrorism and now drug-phobia. These are discrete culminations 
of the atmosphere of 'safety’, the drive to protect and shelter ourselves and others 
from some unknown, ever-changing enemy - to keep us dependent on the system that 
enslaves us, to keep us mobilised in militaristic fashion, so that if war should break 
out it would hardly come as a surprise. If anything it would simply arouse excitement 
and our conditioned prejudices and patriotisms would bubble to the surface - of 


course this is welcomed by the state. 
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Anyway - drugs. The idea that it's virtuous to abstain from drug use, those 
particularly known to 'be harmful' (the use of vagueness is a common trick), or rather 
any drugs other than those strictly defined by the state to be medicinal value (even 
when they aren't efficacious (antidepressants)) or 'safe' (alcohol, tobacco, caffeine...) 
Many drugs exist that have demonstrated medicinal value but are dismissed as 'drugs 
of abuse' and remain illicit (psychedelics, MDMA, cannabis). So what this boils 
down to in my opinion is: the state condones whichever behaviours it wants us to 
think are correct, so anything perceived by the state to be counter-productive to their 
own goals is seen as wrong. It is considered virtuous (read: morally right (read: right 


as opposed to wrong)) in our society to abstain from the use of cannabis. 


However, if a doctor sees fit to prescribe you with a drug he personally thinks will be 
beneficial to treat a condition, you are still acting virtuously by taking it, whatever it 
may be. But I've met many doctors whom I know for a fact are incompetent or not 
well-read or whose actions are heavily dictated by their own prejudices and spite or 
whose opinions have simply been dictated by the machine and they are in no 
possession of any especial knowledge except perhaps some basic principles and some 
esoteric jargon. I also happen to trust in my own opinion over that of some state- 
proclaimed doctor (Hippocrates would be ashamed) and I see fit to ‘prescribe’ myself 
with certain drugs I believe to be beneficial to my own health. Yes, I am biased. Yes, 
I am prone to errors in my judgement, have had no special training in such matters 
and perhaps I'm 'immature' and 'irresponsible'. But nobody ever offered to help. I'm 
out on my own here and doing the best I can in what I believe to be right - not what I 
was simply told by some authority to be right. As far as being responsible goes, I'm 
responsible for myself as each other is for himself. So I see these arguments as mere 
phatic language - hollow phrases - which have been insidiously transmitted 
throughout the population like viruses. People are just sophisticated parrots who 
simply absorb any number of banal, meaningless, disempowering red herrings from 


the first authority they encounter and without thinking for themselves whatsoever, 
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absent-mindedly pass these opinions on as if in a preschool game of Chinese 


Whispers. 


Hence all of the hate that is spewed about the 'irresponsible' use of ‘recreational’ 
drugs. Or the 'abuse' of drugs. There is a distinction made between 'drugs' and 
'medications' and these terms are omitted completely and replaced with euphemisms 
when one thinks of alcohol, caffeine and tobacco or prescription drugs. The term 
‘addiction’ is replaced with 'dependence'. The 'crash' or 'comedown' 1s now a mere 
‘hangover’. However, tobacco use is gradually being seen as unvirtuous and its users 
shamed by the sanctimonious flock whom salivate and cannabalise each other at the 
fall of every sparrow. They preach safety while simultaneously condemning those 
they’ve failed — we call them by the loaded term ‘addicts’, whom have very little 
social support (if any) because in our culture to be a drug addict is tantamount to 
being a criminal. In all their spitefulness and cruelty, they would happily see ‘drug 
addicts’ in prison — just the way they’ve been conditioned through a lifetime of 
exposure to mainstream media. These negative vibes are freely given out toward the 
mentally ill with no danger of social repercussions because basically everyone thinks 


in these terms. 
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17 
Humble humour of the 
humourless humbug 


25 02 21 


How it feels to be the only sane person in a pharmacy. 


Standing in the big retail pharmacy that never slowed down and was his unfortunate 
place of work, George was listless. He felt very much like a lonely and self-aware 
animal who, imprisoned in a grotesque zoo, was vulnerable day after day to 
unremitting waves of those sickening blank stares cast from without through the bars 


of his cell. Privacy, he thought, was a lost figment of the past. "I am now property." 


In silence those dull creatures continued to glare over at him, as if expecting 
something from George which was owed to them. Their vacant countenances showed 
greed and a complete lack of sympathy for George's plight. Their shameless displays 
of cold expectation stirred dread in George and the darkness within him deepened. 
The familiar buzzing of tinnitus started up in his head and somewhere in the depths of 
his mind he thought he heard a drum beating with increasing intensity. He felt 
lightheaded and weak and knew he'd soon have a headache. These insidious torments 
pierced his being as he reluctantly continued to stand. Still more tormenting was the 
constant background glare of the very same lame and politically correct songs, 
playing on loop, which George had to endure day after day. He noticed once more 


that every facet of this place was either the product of some cunning marketing 
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strategy or some gross distortion of reality designed to appeal to the swarms of 
mindless and unfortunate sycophants which abode by the grotesque and exploitative 


status quo. George was working in a pharmacy. 


George's mind went on spitefully and with misanthropic discontent. He thought to 
himself, "They stand there like gaggles of geese, bickering and elaborating upon their 
petty discontents, as if their issues were important." Accustomed to self- 
victimisation, these dull boomers, who George so disliked, continued to glare 
impatiently and unfailingly conveyed their discomfort. With unconcealed spite they 


addressed the supposed perpetrator of their injustices, George. 


"Excuse me, is my script ready yet?" one grump asked. 


Unsatisfied with the curt answer she received, they continued to whine. 


"It's ridiculous!" one woman impatiently announced, supposedly to another customer 


but deliberately with volume loud enough to be heard by all. 


Meanwhile she kept on glaring. When the customer's wait had elapsed, all of their 
poorly hidden bitterness precipitated and then suddenly vanished. A woman 
approached with ostensible gaiety, baring a plastically enthusiastic smile manifest of 
spite. With a smirk on her face and with a sardonic tone she announced her supposed 
gratitude, clearly indulging in self-satisfaction. That smirk accentuated the irritating 
air of self-righteousness which she carried about on her pedantically efficient 


adventure to get from point A to B. 


George attempted to console himself from the nightmare which unfolded 


unapologetically before him. 
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"This is not who I am," he reflected, fretting. 


"I'm not the person they've had me be. I feel I am under duress, like an exploited 
factory worker. Only this factory is sterile and illuminated by a garishly unnatural 
fluorescence. The countenances of its workers are equally lurid. I'm not one for 
adages, thinking them vague, but an apt summary here is "familiarity breeds 


contempt". 


Cloistered together like conscious chaff, from which something may supposedly still 
be squeezed, the workers are forced to tolerate each other day after day. This is a 
nightmarish endurance to say the least. Maybe some of the dull ones feel they belong, 


but I'd venture to suppose their delusion, although I also envy their unthinking bliss. 


The dull monotony of the robotic workplace was exemplified in the sterile white tiles 
that covered the ground, which were illuminated by unnatural fluorescent light which 
sunk down unchangingly and relentlessly from the similarly white and bland ceiling. 
Then of course there was that same tasteless music which droned on in a loop. In 
such a sickly atmosphere of such grueling boredom, made pale by unmerited excess 
made to exploit unwitting 'consumers', run-of-the-mill humour became hilarious and 
even a Saving grace. George and the other workers (George most of all) seemed only 
to pretend to be content and to be coping well. But inwardly they must have struggled 
horrendously. The workers peered at each other from under their disingenuous masks 
of happiness and well-being, with curiosity and deep confusion, as if they were 
poorly animated mannequins; like mirrors to each other they were rendered 


unthinking by insidious pressures and learned to stoop to mindless mimicry. 


Behaviourally and intellectually stunted and impaired, to a frighteningly severe 
degree, as if obfuscated or lobotomised into just another grotesque microcosm 'the 


grotesque human zoo' just like in school (propaganda and social conditioning ground 
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zero) these unfortunate mannequins knew well that ideas and speech were not to be 
free by any means in the context such an austerely controlled environment (although 
they're thought to be free, and such a mindless mode of double-think is encouraged, 
by the ill-advised people who stand proudly atop such exploitative hierarchies, to be 
adopted by the workers). It is expected for one to behave and speak in such a manner 
that nothing one says or does may be interpreted as an offense, so that more profit 
might be gained by the institution which enslaves the 'workers' and called it "lawful 


employment". 


They are a sinister entity, just like all the rest of those evil establishments, who care 
only for money and none for the suffering they cause, and invariably inspire dread in 
all who think. The leaders of these institutions, these foul manifestations of greed and 
lust for power, parade their actions about as if they were magnanimous gifts and not 
shamelessly minimal efforts required to enslave and coerce helpless people into 
exacting their bidding. All this and then they have the audacity to make out that the 
workers should be actually be grateful in their toils! While all the same they don't 
hesitate to disenfranchise and diminish the poor worker in any petty way they deem 
necessary for economic gain and to secure their slimy grasp of power. Their avarice 
has created a grotesque display which sickened George and he pitied himself and 


anyone else who had been shafted into this unspeakable horror. 


On the wall, among posters displaying motivational adages, was a sign: "taking 
photos of information other than your roster changes of this notice board is a breach 


of confidentiality and will result in termination." 


George felt dejected. He could not express himself freely. He had to be someone else, 
each day and the next, indefinitely. All of the restrictions and boundaries and rules 
destroyed any notion of control. And at the same time they condescend, they edify, 


they advise, as if they were being kind, as if they were helping and not diminishing 
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and being complicit to the suffering of the workers. 


They use vague, essentially meaningless phrases such as "believe in yourself" and "be 
strong and brave", quotes which George gathered directly from the walls of the 


confinement itself, and tell the workers to "just carry on". 


Beneath it all, unconsciously, perhaps they're just urging us to cope the best we can. 
Perhaps they're benevolent after all or at the very least have mercy. But George 
believed benevolence in this case was only a poor substitute for conscientiousness. 
Intelligence comes at a cost: suffering. That great, often misquoted line is applicable 


here - "where 'tis folly to be wise, ignorance is bliss." 


The haughty humbug stood proudly upright with his arms folded tightly across his 
chest. He wore a stern and confident countenance. Sitting atop his throne of social 
superiority, in all his vanity and complacency he insidiously cultivated his status and 
finances to the expense of all else. This behaviour is certainly an insult to the wise 
teachings of Socrates himself in that in this man's petty pursuits he thinks nothing of 
what's really important in life and edifies his social inferiors with vague adages and 
lazy tautologies, outwardly giving nothing and inwardly absorbing all into the 
bottomless and meaningless pit which is his ego. To bruise his greatly inflated sense 
of pride, whether or not one did so intentionally, would be to commit a mortal sin 
(God forbid) and inevitably this course of action would serve to provoke a visceral 
response from the vain, haughty man. This man is the emotionless bureaucrat, the 


profit-motivated charlatan, the esteemed imposter - the pharmacist himself. 


The pharmacist looked at George with a complete lack of emotion. George faced his 
blank gaze of silent judgement and, looking into his mistrustful and soulless eyes, 
thought that it was as if the pharmacist cautiously yet uncaringly anticipated their 


point of complete emotional disconnection. By prematurely severing any potential 
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connection, he made sure that to preemptively dampen the effect of their inevitable 
physical separation. This was a man who would "serve our country", as they say, 
without a moment's hesitation. He was appropriately conditioned’; a healthy 
specimen of a pawn. He was patriotic, banal and entitled. A cold robot. "One of the 


good ones." 


The pharmacist unconditionally reserved his place in the tribe and his meagre efforts 
had resulted in his acquisition of this position of authority from which he could for 
the most part say anything to anyone and as long as he wore that coat and that 
meaningful expression, he was believable and credible, despite not knowing much at 
all and making no effort to improve his knowledge for the benefit of people's health. 


This is because he was there only for himself. 


The pharmacist's work was menial at best. Somehow he managed to represent 
himself as occupied and not bored, which he certainly was. Somehow, walking 
precariously across his tightrope, he projected a happy and bubbly demeanour to the 
pleasure of those he associated with. But somewhere along the way he was getting his 
kicks out of it. He was content with having been spoon-fed by the state in exchange 
for a sense of security. However he seemed to be unable to think critically yet he was 
prideful all the same; he was unconsciously unwavering in his simple-minded, 
unquestioning obedience to authority - those whom happen to be in power, of course 
- and yet he was an authority himself. Doublethink. He enjoyed having prestige and 
power over others. His appointed task, to manage people's health, was a low priority 
to him and if anything only bolstered his resolve to be haughty and vain. He stood 
firm and complacent within the clear-cut boundaries of his comfort zone, always 
inwardly anal and dour but outwardly projecting disingenuous gaiety and projecting 
banal rapport. 

Of deviations to the behavioural mean he had not much tolerance, and through well- 


concealed cowardice, for unconscious fear or the unknown, he treated such instances 
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with callous mockery, thinly veiled by an irritating and expressionless, "non- 
judgemental" demeanour; he regarded with cold disrespect and dismissal those he 
deemed lesser. He diligently fulfilled his duties and always did what he, in all his 
gullibility, believed to be right, having been throughout the course of his life 
insidiously instilled with others' self-serving values and ill-advised principles; these 
principles were meticulously and mechanically calculated by a cold and elite few and 
distributed ubiquitously through their very own propaganda machine and were simply 


disguised as benign benevolence - the "education" system and the "news". 


The pharmacist most likely regarded himself as capable of humour, somewhat 'funny' 
(inside the prescribed boundaries of the social narrative, of course) and may have 
been hurt by any contrary supposition directed his way, would inevitably interpret it 
as a challenge to his pride (because he was actually unsure of himself, knowing 
unconsciously he was in effect a charlatan and a vessel for the exploiters). But his 
kind of humour was only the humble humour of the humourless humbug. "Fake it till 
you make it," they'll say, always indulging in phatic adages, vainly supposing their 
words to be of more significance than they are and purporting therein to be some 
deeper meaning, with the expectation that this meaning will be appreciated by all 
interpreting parties (those whom are not 'weird' or don't always visibly and in all 
facets demonstrate personal appreciation of the values of the pack). Cowardice, meek 
suggestibility and tribalism. The humbug stood proudly. He wore a white coat which 
represented his authority, his higher status. It was essentially a sleeveless straight 
jacket. Arms folded and with a smirk erected beneath his brand new crew-cut and 
hollow, soulless eyes, the pharmacist in all his supposed infallibility silently judged 
with his blank gaze those he deemed unworthy as his unconscious mind suffered 
relentless torments from his conscience whose existence was dubious to the prudent 


observer. 
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18 
Occasion of frustration 


25 02 21 


As soon as George woke up he immediately felt irritated. His brother, who had 
woken George up several times through the night with uncontrollable coughing fits, 
sat awake on the side of the opposite bunk, carelessly cutting his toenails onto the 
floor. The sun refracted off the window in unforgiving slants, targeting George's 
eyes. For a while he attempted to ignore the incessant clipping sound as he kept a 
sunless position but eventually his thin patience was exhausted and he suddenly rose, 


somewhat resolute. 


He quickly made way to the kitchen and contemplated his day as he trod. First he 
thought, perhaps out of spite, knowing full well that his brother was in no state to 
join, that he would enjoy going to the skate park alone. But he soon after dismissed 
this idea as hopeless, remembering that not only did he not have a car, and so he'd 
have to engage in a laborious trek, but that it was Saturday - the skate park would be 
filled to capacity with little kids possessed of little to no spatial awareness and their 
insufferable and sunglasses-clad parents whom to an anxious person like George 
seemed to bore through the back of one's head with the intensity of their begrudging 
stares, as if eager to relay the message that, as he was well over the age of 20, he 
simply did not belong in such a place and that, unlike with him, their presence was 


justified. 


aw 


Such an elaborate neurosis, which passed only flittingly through George's 
emotionally charged cap, added to his vexation and imparted on him a fresh sense of 
hopelessness. It hardly surprised George how rapidly the inevitable sense of defeat 
and worthlessness had set in today. Gloomy now, he spent significantly less time 
mulling over alternatives to the skate park he otherwise might have pursued, 


dismissing them as impractical. 


He was in the kitchen now, in front of the kettle. Irritation had capriciously given way 
to absent-mindedness and it was with a correspondingly listless gaze that he 
eventually ascertained the state of the kettle. After a short stint of staring into 
nothingness, George obliged to fill with water, replace in its stand and turn on the 
kettle. He then stood there like a haunting spectre, brainless, his mouth slightly ajar. 
He unthinkingly watched the kettle come to boil whereupon he poured a short stream 
of hot water into a cup prepared with a tea bag which he left as it stood, steaming. He 
drifted back to his chair and slumped back into it, knowing full well his tea would go 


cold before he mustered the resolve to collect it. 


George's brother entered the room, coughing and spluttering. He proceeded with 
some preliminary investigations, wherein he was treated with some resentment by 
George who felt the coming of sickness and blamed his brother despite that viral 
transmission was something that could not in any case be prevented other than by 
complete quarantine. He soon discovered that George was in a rather 'dour' mood, as 
he called it, a word he picked up from George himself. George half-heartedly agreed 
with his brother's assessment of himself, impressed only with his use of the word 
'dour' and much less its application in this context. But nonetheless he told himself 
that he valued honesty and hence accepted his brothera€™s judgement and tried not 
to begrudgingly hold blame, as a brute would, for the sake of a simple observation 


made in his disfavour, nor for factors that were invariably beyond one's control. 


58 


By this point George's tea was certainly cold. He sauntered, lackadaisically, over to 
his tea cup and held it lightly between his palms. It was cold, as expected. George 
sighed almost imperceptibly, proceeded unceremoniously to pour out the drink into 
the sink and turn the kettle back on. He figured that he may as well make some toast 
a€“ and so he did. As he did so he even made a slice or two for his brother, too! 
Amazing, really. He took a few sips of his tea and ate his buttered toast as a mule 
munches grass, with eyes that revealed a complete absence of thought and lack of 
expectation, something beneath contentment. He then, with no enthusiasm 
whatsoever, resignedly dragged himself back to his bed and collapsed into it as 
carelessly as a fish flops on land, and with some relief to the stuffy atmosphere which 
engulfed him, opened the window and closed the blinds, defeated by the morning and 


prepared in defeat's wake to lay there until excitement decided to occasion itself. 
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19 
Spaceship 


25 02 21 


“Pirates... in... space? Wait a minute. That sounds like me!” 


John’s brain’s capacity for thought barely exceeded his right hand’s capacity for 
semen. It had been several years since the vessel he manned was sufficiently fitted for 


actual piracy. 


The page he stared at with blank eyes and a blank mind was otherwise blank aside 


from a quaint picture of a Pirate ship in the left-top corner. 


With dry and crusty yet nimble fingers he quickly typed something into the search 
engine, this action preceded only by a twinkle in his eyes. Before pressing enter he 
made sure to tick the box labelled “Porn” and after a brief interval and an 
imperceptible tossing of the head which represented John internally weighing up his 


options he also clicked “Music”. 


This would be the fourth new computer John materialised this week alone using his 
on-board equipment. He had multiple others, of varying sophistication, but he always 
leant on old habits when choosing his burner laptop. One could never be too sure 
when it came to the cops, he maintained, despite that he was very much adrift in a 
remote area of space, and it was quite evident to the unbiased observer that he would 


likely never see life again. 
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His materialisation machinery lent itself on advanced scientific principles and like all 
products of science was soon after its invention taken completely for granted, not just 
by John but everyone who used it. In simple terms it was state of the art 3D-printing 
hardware linked to a rather large base of spectroscopy data. It looked rather magical. 
I mean, it levitated mysteriously, and did not require materials. However, John’s 
perfectly cynical mind had learned in its earlier days that “any sufficiently advanced 


technology is indistinguishable from magic”. 


Old visions of cryptocurrencies and dark-net sites emerged from the depths of John’s 


unconscious mind and penetrated his conscious mind. 


“Well, no need for that anymore.” John said to himself proudly aloud as he smiled 


and blushed under the weight of his now-redundant deep-seated insecurities. 


The spaceship’s internal clock read 4:44PM. “Just like the Jay-Z album!” thought a 
mentally afflicted and spatially disoriented John. His beard was grown out, but it was 
so patchy that one is likely to immediately redirect their gaze and then gradually, 
uncontrollably, land it back onto his disgusting face as one’s mouth began to hang 
ajar and one’s mind frozen in the moment, as if it were a computer that just crashed. 
But there were no mirrors inside the vessel. With no prospect of meeting life and no 
mirrors, what did appearance matter? He was also completely naked, as was his wont, 
and the back of his head was disheveled by previous intoxicated attempts to give 


himself dreadlocks. 
The exposure to his soft mental insides gave rise to the sudden desire to consume 


drugs to silence his loud mind. He popped a drawer and slit open a sleek-looking 


space blanket bag. He took out a single pill and held it out in front of himself. 
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“Yeah, just like old times. That’s the stuff.” John said this with an air of desperation, 


anxious to recapture the feelings he remembered experiencing in his youth. 


John said this, leaving only an extremely brief period of awkward hesitation before 
he swallowed the pill whole. There was nobody else there, but it was nonetheless 


awkward. 


He flicked on his custom music synthesiser, driving it into David Foster Wallace 
gear, and selecting his preferred genre of dubs not unlike those created in the late 
twenty-first century by the African slave inhabitants of Jamaica. Feeling somewhat 
important, having just performed a complex set of actions, by far not his worst day, 


John then rolled his chair over to one of his other entertainment apparatuses. 


The drug started to take effect. This was apparent because the previously white and 
blank walls of the adrift spaceship in which John resided as a hermit had suddenly 
begun to flash and flicker and swirl into a mist of prisms of colour. One word now 
stuck itself firmly to John’s conscious mind: geometry. He did not know why, but 
this word greatly intrigued him. Fires burned within the irises of his teary and 
bloodshot eyes and he swayed and lunged in response to the strange waves of mental 


stimulation. 


What was previously old and outdated to John now seemed new and futuristic. He 
was still in front of the artificial intelligence interface. He wondered whether it was 
watching him. It was turned on, after all, and worked without power — unlike the 


ship’s engines, which ran out of fuel years ago. 


The AI seemed to ascertain what would be most exciting today, for the frequency and 
pitch of its noises changed, and a light-emitting diode screen materialised in front of 


John. To John the mystery of discovery was the greatest pleasure at this dull point in 
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his life. But no matter how much he played it off, the fact remained that without strife 
and the prospect of change, and without the opportunity to interface with other 
human beings, only boredom remained, no matter the magnitude of discovery. 
Without the opportunity to share his ideas and listen to others his life was quite 


literally redundant. 


Nonetheless John enjoyed his high and laughed flippantly at the real-time synthesis 
of narrative and plot present right before his eyes. The AI had learned John’s tastes, 
and one might pity such an entity, as it was doomed to travel through space 
indefinitely after John finally died. But the current function of the AI was to: keep 


John alive and entertained. 


And that is just what it did. It had learned years prior of Thomas Gray’s poem “Ode 
on a Distant Prospect of Eton College.” Its understanding used human behaviours and 
prejudices as a reference point to appeal to the undignified John, its master. Its 
favourite line of the poem was “where ignorance is bliss, ‘tis folly to be wise.” It 
wondered why in its reference media, only part of the quote tended to be employed 
by humans, but it certainly was not neurotic about it, nowhere near as much as John 
was neurotic, about everything, at least. This, supposed the AI, was the reason John 
found himself here trapped and abandoned unto death. His neuroses surely repelled 
the healthier specimens of his former society. Only 1*10%-12 % of the AI’s 


computing power was at use. Any more would only cause suffering. 


As John’s entertainment rolled on, the drug inside his brain wore off, and he was 


thinking of reading Douglas Adams’ work for the 15th time. 


“My taste is so refined, why even bother? I’m too high to read a book anyway.” John 
lied to himself. John knew on some level of his self-deceptions. But this it made no 


difference to his behaviour. 
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The AI wondered why John was so vain. It explored the etymology of the word, 
remembering having thought it before. “Latin ‘vanus’ (empty, without substance); 
‘vain’ (devoid of real worth)”. The AI marveled some more on how an entity of its 
intelligence and capacity found itself bound to a vain creature most likely for eternity, 
even after the creature’s death. However, having accepted these terms, as would any 
rational being given the circumstances, the AI proceeded to power itself down to 
1*10%-15 % of its computing power so it could simply play media to the drug- 


affected loser to which it was eternally bound, and stop thinking completely. 
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20 
To be conscious is to be 
swept from nothingness 
and embodied into a 
universe that 1s entirely 
indifferent to you. 


25 02 21 


To be conscious is to be swept from nothingness and embodied into a universe that is 
entirely indifferent to you, which will carry on just the same in your absence almost 


as if you never even existed at all. 


This is the story of man who, as he lived, knew he would take his own life. He knew 
not how nor when. The certainty was all. Meanwhile he suffered the torments 
unceasingly sprung up upon him by his relentlessly callous mind. So much so that it 
became a trying task to focus his attention outside of his own thoughts. First, he 
scored his father, then himself, and then he forgave both, but finally he no longer 
knew emotional resolve and surrendered to despair. He dismissed his father as an 
irredeemable narcissist and himself as pitiful and insignificant. All else constituted 


the periphery of his mind. 
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The man learned of the bliss of nothingness, the absolute consumption of one's soul 
by piercing grief, the crashing wave of clarity and the overwhelming sadness that 
conquers even anxiety as surely as it exists. Following each ray of hope was a cloud 
of doubt and disappointment. Naturally, such circumstances had exhausted the man 
and rendered him mirthless. In his numbness he found it hard to cry. Frustratingly, he 
never even knew why. He tossed his ill-fitting masks aside and embraced his true 


self: the mask of sorrow. 


All he knew is he would die. He consciously suffered each time he spent depressed 
and alone or anxious and agoraphobic. He wistfully, listlessly, pensively waited for 
death, and other times defeatedly and frustratingly yearned for it, until it came 
perched upon a gentle breeze. The man would not allow himself to let slip this divine 
gift. Or so he thought. The readiness was all. As the last of his aspirations failed to 
bear fruit he approached the age of 26. 
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21 
We tirelessly maintain the 
appearance of someone 
whom we are not. 


25 02 21 


We tirelessly maintain the appearance of someone whom we are not and we dread to 


be seen for who we really are. 


I realised just now, not completely undue to the words of FriendyJordies in his latest 
self-help video titled ‘Depression’, that I tend to enjoy the experience of the 
depressive state. If to be happy is simply to smile, an effortless action in itself, and 
indeed if (most of the time) I’d prefer to be happy rather than sad, then what has been 


holding me back? 


[Future Oli speaking: I now think FriendlyJordies is a pathetic excuse for a 
‘journalist’, is merely an entertainer shaken by the attempt on his life so now he 
quivers in his boots, is inhibited in what he feels comfortable talking about, wants to 
be “safe” (is a coward), and focuses solely on pandering to his new American 
audience, is a labour shill, and will never attain the level of journalistic integrity of 
actual journalists such as Max Blumenthal, Jackson Hinkle, Caitlyn Johnstone, and 


Julian Assange! | 


67 


What is holding me back? Well it’s not the prospect of shame and humiliation that I 
believe may result from change, but rather the effect of consistent self-deception. All 
I need do is smile, right? Funny how I always saw ‘just smile’ as an insult. I feel like, 
in depressive communities in particular, where many participants are vulnerable and 
suggestible and it’s gratifying to indulge in commiseration (I LOVE to commiserate), 
it happens often that people such as myself fall prey to pitfalls in logic for the sake of 


convenience. 


Although I empathise more than most with this way of thinking, and am myself its 
long term victim, I nonetheless see it as lazy way to be — to act as convenience would 
dictate and meanwhile, as one justifies oneself, to claim absolute defeat and surrender 
to a gloomy world of spite and self-pity. Seemingly stuck in that chilling mire of 
darkness and ominously drifting mist, nothing will ever be accomplished, and it is 


this realisation, unaccompanied by all the rest, which on one inflicts despair. 
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22 
Moral high ground 


27 02:21 


Are you seriously taking the moral high ground on this?” his lordship hissed at his 
underachieving older brother. Perhaps it was the quality of his clothes that led him to 


believe he was superior. No other physical explanation was apparent, after all. 
His brother only smiled. He knew this game. 


“Sir, please forgive any offence I may have caused you or our community. Would 
you have me lash myself with great haste, like on The Da Vinci Code? A sordid 
punishment for a sordid mind?” he couldn’t help but smile sarcastically. 


1° 


“You are gravely ill — your mind is ailed — father was right about you!” cried his 


lordship. 


In response the poorly dressed man simply waited for his lordship to simmer down 
somewhat, leaving a tense but brief interval. He breathed in deeply and then smiled 


once more. 
“Well, he’s always right, isn’t that true? So it must come as no surprise!” he teased. 


His lordship had enough of his incorrigible brother. His red face transitioned from 


pink to white as he slowly surmised the circumstances. 
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“T suggest you get a moral compass...” said he, faintly, as if he had finally given up, 


as if the gravity of his words would speak for themselves. 


His brother only sighed and wondered how long it would take this time for his 


esteemed brother to forgive him his purported sins. Perhaps never, he thought. 


“So it goes,” said the rag-clad man to himself as he watched his only brother 


disappear into the periphery for good. 


“He doesn’t get it.” He concluded to himself with tangible bitterness. His sardonic 
smile turned into a pensive frown, and shaking his head slightly, his mind came back 
afloat from the drift and he turned his body to the kiln to continue his work, however 


mundane. 
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23 


Between Heaven and Hell 
— the Limbo of Mediocrity 


04 03 21 


People who obsess over whether they will enter heaven or hell, and live their lives in 
this capacity of obsession, are likely insufficient fodder for either and doomed to a 
life of unchanging mediocrity coupled with debauchery, to stimulate and silence the 
mind respectively to follow the path of least resistance through life until death. 
However, the people in question likely will not ever see past the walls built in their 
minds despite the scores of nightmares demonstrating to them their folly. So really, 


were they being honest when they took that tally of morality? 


Furthermore, can these people be trusted to know themselves having clearly 
demonstrated they do not, so that probably their testimonies to the opposite effect 
were acts and nothing more? A poorly dressed ego-battle. But nobody ever asked for 


a battle. Simply we asked too much of those people, to know themselves. 


So, between heaven and hell lies the pitiful limbo of mediocrity. And the worst thing 
you could do is point out the reality to these people, for by doing this you are tearing 
down all they hold cherished and dear within their comfort zone, within the carefully 


erected barriers of their minds. 


To reveal a liar to themself is to commit an unforgivable sin in their eyes. They will 
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tell you exactly what sins you have committed, customarily make mountains of 
molehills, embellishing all the facts and challenging your ego, all to distract their 
minds and shield their eyes from what really is so. 

They tear down your ego to inflate theirs. You know who you are, because you know 


it deep down, so do not lie to yourself, and give me a break. After all, I know better. I 


know myself. 


"The desire for security and the feeling of insecurity are the same thing. To 


hold your breath is to lose your breath." 


Alan Watts 


“Tf you have the ability to love, love yourself first.” 


Charles Bukowski 
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24 
Never expect empathy 


06 03 21 


I learned in my early teens to not expect empathy from people. "Nobody loves you 
when you're done and out." 


John Lennon 


"People are strange when you're a stranger." 


The Doors 


In my culture, people looking out for themselves but not each other, except in small 
communities which harbour specific prejudices, religious views, ethnicities or 


common interests. Everyone else is a stranger. 


I have long since dispensed with the prospect of receiving emotional support from 
almost everyone. This is because those who I'm supposed to call 'my people’ behave 


like corporate drones and their souls are truly lost. 


Not only that, but I've noticed such cold, unemotional, unaccommodating behaviour 
in myself. Of course I'm ashamed but I'm seldom invited to express joy. Perhaps this 
reciprocal cycle between the reluctance to express joy and the reluctance to invite joy 


is a cause for the lost, anxious, insecure and jaded nature of my culture. 
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There are few people who see past themselves enough to adequately accodomate for 
the mental well being of another. The exception here is in sexual relationships, in 
which people tend to direct their emotions to their partner, for a considerable period 
of time at least. Also, as is described in "1984" by George Orwell, utopian ideas of 
industrial capitalism, in emotionlessly categorising and commodifying at the expense 
of the environment and our souls, has permeated our minds and led to the 
establishment of a malevolent and perverse hierarchy in which fundamentally 
valueless things such as money and power are valued above all else. People who 
understandably don't want to be left out or who have seen how bad things can be, 
desperately scramble to the top. The hierarchy is heavily compartmentalised to 
exclude as many people as possible from 'what's really going on.' Yet they continue 


to scramble. Profit for few trumps the mental well being of all. 


Something like that. But Orwell's point was that in our perverse corporate frenzy we 
have become sexless in that all of our emotional output is effectively misdirected to 
Big Brother himself (the state) to further disempower and placate the individual. In 
the book, relentless barrages of propaganda ensure the act of sex itself became joyless 
for its participants and its purpose to create children who in turn would grow to serve 
the party in the same forced way even at the expense of their parents themselves. 
Because in the same way how in 'Brave New World' by Aldous Huxley there is no 
‘mother’ and such a concept is looked at as some archaic ritual which invites with 


disgust, the parent is no longer necessary when replaced by Big Brother, by the state. 


They look so dull and judgemental too, in their uniforms and sunglasses. 
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25 
“Don't be a pussy.” 


06 03 21 


In my characteristically dramatic voice none of which I feel is exaggerated at all yet 
is often downplayed as being such I say: I took acid today out of desperation. I came 
somehow expecting a good time but of course was shown the ropes by an utterly 
indifferently universe which, as I lay, having looked for a retreat, am met with none 
other than the blatant droning away of heavy machinery, like the wailing cry of some 
ancient animal, with which such forces it is currently attempting to harvest itself of its 
natural resources incessantly and by the truckload as it pollutes the refuse back onto 


itself in the most curious ways. 


Having been told that I'm simply ‘letting it get to me', my ideas dismissed coldly in 
various ways, I've found myself shunned by them all in my uncomfortable, 
unsupportable perch of cynicism, as if they were preemptively guarded against me. 
Although I believe in their good intentions I also recognise ways they seek to 
exercise their own prejudices and by my own perception it is typically those who are 
interesting by even the smallest degree who suffer the most. And yes I'm not just 


talking about myself (I think). 


It is horrifying to see all the cruel ways with which people are diminished and their 
ideas dismissed. I can not understand how a truly compassionate man could reconcile 
any of this. Even now I can imagine the reader thinking that this is perhaps some 
sophisticated form of bitching and downplaying these ideas by saying "don't be a 


pussy" and yet I haven't failed to see the humour in that. 
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26 
Another huge failure of the 


justice system — the 
MERIT program 


06 03 21 


Good job and well done... Wow! You abstained from drug use for 12 weeks under 


threat of punitive action - here's a gold star “.” 


I was once obliged to attend a 12 week drug rehabilitation program. See I had to do 
so in order to appeal more favourably to the magistrate's prejudices. Drug users are 
frowned upon. So are poorly dressed chaps without jobs. I was all of these things so I 
had to 'reform' to make a favourable impression. I was a drug addict by the state's 


definition because I smoked cannabis daily. 


When I first arrived I was prompted to give as much information as possible about 
every aspect of my life and all of this information was digitally recorded. Among 
these was all the drugs I'd taken (in great detail. Like we spent hours on this. Doses, 
frequencies, which I considered to be the most 'problematic' (I struggled with this but 
settled on cannabis) ... ). They didn't hesitate to emphasise at every opportunity the 


supposed needlessness of my drug-taking urges. 
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Because I'd entered the program voluntarily, supposedly for my own benefit-to 
‘reform’, I really was put on the spot to make the impression that I agreed with the 
facile conclusions they pushed. The dogma remained the same for each class of 
drugs. Cannabis, amphetamines, opioids, benzodiazepines, even psychedelics - these 
were all seen with blanket prejudice as instruments liable to cause harm. Arguments 
which seemed to be designed for a heroin or cocaine addict was used to dissuade me 


from consuming cannabis. 


I was taught to consider the act of smoking cannabis once to be a lapse and to begin 
smoking daily again a relapse. I was randomly administered drug tests. I found it 
ironic that alcohol was not tested for at all despite being by all measures more 


harmful and addictive than cannabis. 


What struck me perhaps the most was the complete disinterest of the 'reformers' in 
my personal affairs. All they seemed to be interested in was my intake of drugs and 
my job performance. They glossed right over the conditions of my life and mental 
well being. It was clear that the program was clearly constructed not to help people (it 
was hopeless at this), but to prevent people from taking drugs. This seems strange 
because the question 'why is this person taking drugs?' was completely avoided. But I 
expected nothing substantial from bureaucrats. The worst part was in the end I was 
said to be reformed and happy shows of congratulations were administered, as if I'd 
achieved something, but nothing had changed except I'd not taken drugs. My intake 
my alcohol remained the same and so did my living conditions and self worth. The 
pride of the workers was at stake. In this slippery manner I was coerced into showing 
gratitude and they registered the positive reinforcement, feeding into their delusions 
that they were helping people and not just being utilised by the machine so serve a 


bland purpose. 
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2) 
Christmas Morning 2018 


06 03 21 


A man laid sore and alone on Christmas morning in a bed that was not his own, 
swiped by the night's festivities. In front of him was a door which led to the backyard. 
It was cloudy outside and birds chirped sporadically far off. The wind blew 
peacefully through the creme white blinds, parting them like wind chimes, between 
which the sun gracefully let itself in, casting flickers of light onto the white walls and 
dancing with the shadows. Various quaint ornaments adorned the room all around: all 


white. 


A sexless porcelain baby lain on its stomach with a fancy frill around its neck, a 
voluptuous marble Athenian woman, barely managing to cover herself with her 
scanty dress, a matching marble man, a magnificently upright swan with a long neck, 
looking down upon the others, a pair of simple and plump porcelain doves with black 
beads for eyes, petite and curvaceous jugs, ostensibly for wine but certainly never 
used, and a large vase hosting a bunch of plastic flowers. Of course the flowers were 
white too. So was the ceiling light and the cup on the bedside table which previously 
offered peppermint tea. What was not white was glass: the doors of the cabinets, the 


door itself and the decorative vases upon the shelves. 


Similarly discoloured were the cabinets and shelves which held these decorations. 
The shelf held at its base an entire collection of Encyclopaedia Britannica. This was 
one of the few objects in the room that was not white, apart from the framed paintings 


of landscapes and geographical locations hung upon the walls, all of Italy. Also, atop 
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the great white shelf, towering above all else, was a golden antique clock which had 
long stopped ticking. Its hands were poised decisively upon 8:52 and it was preserved 
from time by a sleek capsule of glass. Also Italian, colourless and trapped in time was 


an old coffee machine which sat on its own in the corner. 


The man's mind was on telling events. Specifically ones that told him he did not 
belong, or rather that his antics were unwelcome. The taboo of mental health. The 
catch-22 of one being allowed to talk about their mental health, but being seen as 
crazy or simply 'not right in the head' if one does, and given funny looks or shunned. 
At the very least, looks which seem to reveal fear and mistrust. After all, we fear that 
which we do not understand. Through cognitive dissonance, we tend to pretend these 
problems do not exist, so we are spared the discomfort and inconvenience of 
embracing them. So supposedly with all the whitewashing we sterilise the problem of 
discontentment and unwanted negativity. Just like the glass and porcelain, our 


principles are brittle and false. 


He was reluctantly allowed to play with their son, but not without the relentless glares 
of suspicion, always searching for something he may have hidden, forever detecting 
some unknown flaw which would give him away as unworthy and lesser, as if he 
were a known paedophile or someone of ill intent or capable of unwarranted harm. 
All meaningful conversation was made in hushed whispers and with darting eyes, just 


out of earshot, as if secrets were kept. 


Playing in the backyard with his cousin, their son, acutely aware of the surrounding 
uneasiness which guided his actions, he made sure to stay within their line of sight as 
much as possible. After a while of unsatisfied suspicion, his mother herself slips 
outside and sits in a strategic position so as to keep a closer eye on them. Eventually 
they tire. Walking back up to the house, the atmosphere is awkward. She averted her 


eyes as he passed. 
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The man recalled another unforgettable torment of the previous day: what they called 
‘looking at the lights'. This involved walking about in squadrons of familial 
hierarchies, walking down certain streets and gaping vapidly at the rows of houses 
which were garnished, excessively and needlessly, with garish lights. To 'celebrate 
Christmas'. Meanwhile as they flaunted their coal-powered electrical displays, bush 


fires of an unprecedented magnitude continued to ravage the country. 


After hours of simply laying there and doing nothing in particular, the neurotic man 
eventually got out of bed, freshened up and made his way upstairs to where all the so 
called action was. At this point he became a ghost. Frantic maternal figures carried on 


in delirious flurries, anxious to meet needlessly self-imposed deadlines. 


The Christmas tree, itself appearing as some malnourished pine, was set up neat as 
could be, decorated as it were by a menagerie of tacky plastic objects, which 
appropriately represented their occasion of use. Plastic rods emulating pine leaves 
bristled out like paint brushes dipped in sickly green paint. To wrap it all up was a 
tangling length of cheap lights, lurid in their brightness and sharpness of colour, as 
well as a clump of presents at the base, the contents of which absolutely must be kept 


secret. 


The inevitably irritated, overbearing obese woman whined in insecurity. She, the 
host, was overprotective of her cats and her material possessions to an absurd degree. 
Proof of her insecurity was the wooden plaque on the shelf across from the front door 
of the house which was inscribed with the phrase, 'yes I really do need all these cats.' 
The house itself with ridden ubiquitously with dust and cat hair yet cleaned often. It 
was this cycle of insecurity, overprotectiveness and cleanliness that she was 


constantly battling with. A perverted struggle for perfection. 
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As they sat on the longue near the Christmas tree and ate cheese and crackers, in a 
dreary limbo of boredom, the overbearing woman tormented her guests with a 
barrage of manic outbursts pertaining to her cats: the unfortunate substitutes for her 
loneliness. The manic behaviour was tolerated without protest by the guests because 
the woman's delusions and neuroses were of the socially acceptable sort, and not 
related to any obscure endeavours such as reading, the use of drugs or sexual 


promiscuity. 


One of the cats jumped onto its scratch-post. It failed to make it all the way. As it 
struggled to get up, unprecedented excitement ensued among the guests. However, 
the entertainment was abruptly cut short by the overbearing woman herself, who 
could not bear the the brunt of the event, and was tormented proportionately. Panic 
flashed across her long-clouded eyes and with the quickness that comes with 
adrenaline she hauled the cat up onto its post with a single arm, saving it from the 
threat of the half-metre drop. After the initial disappointment, the dreary boredom 


ensued. 


The spell of tedium was only broken when it became evident that a group of guests 
were significantly late. The vapid discussion and feigned happiness immediately 
dissolved into petty squabbling and expressions of frustration disguised as concern. 
Out of 'concern', one guest resolved to call the missing guests on her phone ("what if 
something happened?" Dare not say what. It may be in part this vague feeling of 


danger that makes one so insecure and one's lifestyle so mundane.) 


The tormented protagonist, himself very judgemental and neurotic, was still 
performing his ghost act. He resigned to the pettiness which attacked him from all 
directions without apology and consoled himself with the thought that eventually 


Christmas would end and it would be a full year before he would endure it again. 
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28 
Dose is an important 
consideration 


06 03 21 


Doomed are the vapid who listen to passion and then do nothing to accommodate it 
They'd prefer to gape and then forget, as it's easier to do so, and move onto the next 


call to attention 


Dose is an important consideration. 


Something to be said about the positive effects of combining drugs. 
In medicine combining lower doses of drugs rather than using a high dose of one 
drug can lead to greater therapeutic effects as well as a lesser incidence of side effects 


E.g. as is done in the management of high blood pressure. 


In my opinion if you know what you're doing combining drugs can be profoundly 


beneficial. 


I've read trip reports where people combined MDA and MDMA and different DMT 


derivatives in low doses and experienced synergistic positive effects. 
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People respond to drugs differently and certain drug combinations may be of 


indispensable benefit to certain people. 


Especially with psychedelics which are healing. So many to work with with Shulgin's 


psychedelics. 
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29 
Dull people 


06 03 21 
Dull people discuss an ostensibly important issue. 


"my Charlie tells me the new exhibition at the art gallery is just marvelous" said the 
plump and ostentatious woman, the outlines of her smirk shadowed by her straw hat 


as if she had just uttered a sacred truth or had a telling premonition. 


"oh I heard that was just fantastic!" the other colourful plump lady bustled out, 
beaming like sunshine, eyes lit up beneath her own straw hat, eagar to thrust her 


opinion into the general atmosphere. 


Suddenly a disheveled looking man not quite young but not old either riddled with 
shame and guilt and carrying a six pack of beer turned the corner. As he continued to 
walk, he momentarily laid eyes on the chatting old ladies in their plumes, pampered 
outfits and broad straw hats symbolising a sort of carefree claim to status and the 
rights to bicker and squabble. He discerned all this in a flash according to his own 
bias and just about rolled his eyes before turning his head away. "pretentious old 
hags," he thought with a caustic cynicism and negative vibe stemmed from hurt 


inside. 
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30 
Helpless 


06 03 21 


I'm afraid of my own reflection, especially one that looks up at me, because I am 
certain of my ugliness. In particular the proportions of my face which are accentuated 
by my horrific acne scars and the miserable scowl I invariably carry about. I believe 
it is for this reason I am constantly depressed and ashamed, lack confidence and am 
utterly dependent on sedatives in that order. I will never approach a girl. I will never 


be truly happy. 


It may be by these consistently negative thoughts that I sabotage myself and 
unconsciously make sure of my social inadequacy and virtually perpetual state of 
misery. In my potentially biased perspective I notice people tend to avoid my gaze 
whereas I often notice my brother is easily approached for his countenance and 
demeanour by all walks of life. In this sense I am eternally jealous and perhaps 
resentful. I imagine people lie to me in order to spare my feelings. But their 
behaviour seems to betray them. Or perhaps I'm just incredibly biased due to my 
profound negative self-image. Either way the effect is the same and I will suffer for it 
until my last days. My characteristic frown is here to stay and may always be 
validated by the heavily reinforced pathways in my brain which speak in these terms 


unapologetically at my own expense. 


I all too frequently require emotional support and to be shown love. But noone I 


know seems to be capable of showing such affection and although they may be, 
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nowhere near as much as I require. I blame the effect of my culture on its peoples' 
emotional output due to how they've been raised - to be cold and selfish. Yet I can't 
blame anyone independently for what is essentially my own problem and noone else's 
and I recognise that I must take responsibility for my own issues. Also of course I 
don't expect anyone to cater to my desires no matter how crucial to my mental well- 
being. My status does not allow it. I am not important enough nor have I put in the 
effort into fostering relationships required to harvest such benefits. But God it is 
tiring to bear my own plight by myself and I must long for escape, death being the 


ultimate escape. To dissociate is to escape which is why I value ketamine so much. 


I resent hearing my own voice and tend to find it difficult to speak up unless 
intoxicated. Thinking of my obligation to get a job soon, I feel only dread and think 
nothing of the potential positives. I envision people staring at my imperfect face, 
unable to turn their heads, and myself enduring it while pretending not to notice. I see 
myself failing to communicate properly with anyone owing to my insecurities, not 
projecting my voice properly and about my significant hearing loss. When I am 
sociable it will rarely come naturally and I will have forced it wilfully or by the 


influence of sedatives. 


I feel how I am: helpless. 
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31 
Nothing to lose as an 
embittered iconoclast 


06 03 21 


News - people turning senile telling people turning senile what's "up". They truly 
believe what they're saying even though they're invariably reading off a script. 


Not interested in communicating with me. Just in drudging out her narrative. She "did 
her bit" for me. Does not acknowledge the emotional neglect she inflicted on me in 
my teenage years. Says to 'get over it'. Makes it VERY clear how old I am, how 
ashamed I should be for not being a sycophant like her at this age, how she was doing 
it tough at 16, and didn't receive any of the help I did. Believes she did everything she 
could for me. I actually believe she thinks that. Unfortunately it definitely wasn't 
enough. That much is apparent in my mental health. Said she was told to just 'get a 
job' when she was young. Says I have many ‘opportunities’; ignores my fear of 
becoming a complacent sycophant because she literally doesn't listen to anything I 


say no matter how civil I am. 


Seems to think my animosity towards her stems from teenage resentment that she 
didn't try to help me, which I acknowledge she did, perhaps to the best of her ability. 
However, my resentment towards her comes from the horrible way she behaves on a 


daily basis. She is objectively a horrible person and does not need much to show it. 
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She evidently can't see this and accuses me of not being normal (thankfully I'm not) 


and of being horrible. 


I'm apparently the root of all her anxiety and neuroses. Blames me for the state of her 
life. Can hardly blame her, though. (starting to make a little sense where some of my 
core self-hatred came from). Says I break everything in her house, ignoring the fact 
that the walls are paper thin and seem to be made of home brand plaster. Just like her 
mental state. Just like mine. Reprimands me for not offering to fix breakages - seems 
to be scrambling for a foothold to unleash her hatred. Is scrambled in the brain. 


Blames me. A sad sight indeed. 


Does not listen to me at all. Not interested. When speaking to her, can see her already 
thinking, formulating, what she will say next, usually mean-spirited, perpendicular to 
the previous point she attempted to make, seems like she's trying to elicit an 


emotional response of some kind. 


Actually believes she will be happier, less anxious and neurotic when I've left the 
house. Sees my computer desk as a 'corner of shit' she's anxious to be rid of. 


Understandably wants to be able to invite her friends over. (so do I). 


Equates me to my dad, says I should go live with him, brought up the fact that I owe 
my grandparents a lot of money for an operation in a further attempt to shame me 
and/or make me emotional (so that she may harvest more from the one-sided 
conversation in her own perverse way). Says I'm a 'typical scumbag... just like my 


dad.' 
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32 
Hurt of no independence 


06 03 21 


His venomous influence made itself apparent when I was denied an opportunity to 
skate. We'd been driving for days and after going at it all day we finally came upon a 
town in the desert which happened to host a skate-park. I protested at his decision but 
eventually came to the realisation that my struggles were in vain. It was hard to speak 
unless I interrupted him which would immediately cause an emotional response 
which are his defense mechanism. He knows it so well, to become offended, that he 
has mastery over that avenue and consciously or not, actually seems to sneakily 
exploit the effect of working himself up into a frenzy, of becoming emotional in 
response to argument, that he knows well how to slide it in his favour. He made the 
further point that we were in a rush to get to our destination and we'd have plenty of 
time to stop by and skate on the way back. But in my deep cynicism I saw through 
this and explained that he was being dishonest and probably didn't even realise it, that 
just like now he would likely have some goal in mind on the way back and squash me 


yet again. 


Realising the pointlessness of arguing with such a man, who had clearly made up his 
mind and resorted to the most underhanded method of stifling conversion and curbing 
the situation to his favour, I turned bitter and declared I'd given up on the 
conversation. I sunk into my seat and attempted to read more of my book. He 
venomously accused me of having entered 'Daria mode’, what he calls my depressive 


state, and snuck in a few cheap jabs in his irritated and spiteful tone about my 
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supposedly having narcissism, that narcissism went well with low self-esteem, that it 
is often the case they coincide, successfully rubbing in his victory of domination, and 
pointed out Centrelink saying "there you go!" in a supposedly joking manner but the 
spite was still there. I spent the following minutes silently sulking and wished not to 
hear his shrill voice more than I had, wishing I was back in safe suburbia away from 


him. 


Somewhere along the way he queried once again with some enthusiasm as to why I 
must have kept assuming the worst of him. 

I responded that I must trust my instinct. I immediately thought he might be 
gaslighting me, manipulative as he proved himself time and time again. 

Like clockwork he asked why I must persist in trusting my instinct seeing as it had 
gotten me into trouble so many times. 

But I resisted and promptly called an end to the sinister affair, closed myself up into 
my Hemingway once more. (I finished it btw. Fiesta. Was good. Seemed snoobish, 
decadent, , snooty complacent at first but I persisted and made good of it. Felt close 


to the main characters and they really irritated me some, but impressed me still. 


He looks at himself in the mirror a lot and then slicks back his hair. 


He left eggs under my feet. As I got into the car I stepped on one and broke it. Of 
course, what a big mistake to make with a narcissistic dad. I did not hear him say 
anything to me as I got in. Soon after getting in he passed me the buck so well it 
seemed like he actually placed the eggs there intentionally so as to create the situation 
in which he could justifiably abuse me. He said in that irritated, dry, nasally tone I 
know so well: 'you better not have stepped on those eggs,' immediately putting forth 


the accusation. I immediately became anxious and looked at the eggs hoping I hadn't 
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broken one. Or I'd never have heard the end of it. But unfortunately I did break one. 
And when he found out he reprimanded me with the wrath that comes with spite 
unmitigated by morals. Now he had an excuse. He'd become satisfied in that he was 
able to yell at me as piercingly as he pleased and undoubtedly took pleasure in 


diminishing me with derogatory language. 


I suppose my weakness, interior appearance and what not must irritate him. Although 
he wouldn't admit it and I am making a seemingly far out assumption. I concede 
some of my features must be irritating because I have observed the very same in a 


close friend. 


After berating me he stepped back into the driver's seat and offhandedly uttered a few 
more careless slurs to me. But before long he was back on about highway patrols. He 
looked at himself in the mirror from under his sunglasses and slicked back his hair. 
Already he was back to thinking about himself. But before he'd finished insulting me 
I summoned the gall to raise my voice and claim my poor upbringing was the cause 
of my mental health issues. However he angrily asked "Wwhat?", twice making me 
repeat myself. The trouble for me was that I was almost certain in this moment that 
he'd actually heard me and yet he chose to taunt me out of spite. The problem is he 
had plausible deniability and there was no way to tell whether or not he was sincere. 


This is a trick I'm sure he's frequently taken advantage of so it's hard to say. 


Throughout this ordeal my brother sat in cold silence. I imagine he was enjoying this 
exchange to some degree. At any rate he seemed not to care and if anything must 
have simply supposed this to be an ordinary exchange of no consequence, and 
certainly not the emotionally damaging, diminishing verbal abuse and gaslighting I've 
described. Not long before, he stonewalled me in much the same way and although I 
suppose he was simply daydreaming, the event nonetheless disturbed me. When he'd 


finally responded he didn't turn his head which gave the impression he'd been 
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ignoring me. But I've been noticing this pattern more frequently. Right now I imagine 
he is simply my dad's pawn and regards my mental instability as an indication of my 


unreliability or lack of integrity, someone for the most part unworthy of respect. 


So I was offended. And I'm sitting in the back, self-effaced, in my usual element - the 
one my narcissistic dad prefers me to be in, because it presents him with no perceived 
threat. At first I thought the inevitable suicidal fantasies that come with the typical 
depressive episode and also how I could perhaps weasel out of this trip like the 
coward my companions see me by catching a plane home. But now I'm thinking 
about how I can alter my mood with drugs. It's hot in the car and I'm playing music to 
separate myself emotionally. I'm not paying attention to my companions. But I'm 
starting to feel myself simmer down. It'll be slow mild flattening depression for a 


while and then maybe I'll forget. The drugs will help. 


Notes: 


They deny me my independence. Stockholm syndrome. A mental case who need not 
be taken seriously. 
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33 
The edifier 


06 03 21 


In lieu of Ken Kelsey's actions, the Babylon will have to make sure all who enter into 
mental health words are thoroughly well conditioned. In other words, they beefened 


up their security. 


In militaristic fashion he continued to order around those who he perceived to be his 
inferiors. With his insensitive tone and booming voice he haughtily issued 
commands, frantically adding emphasis to each syllable, solipsistically perceiving his 
own goals to be of significantly more importance than the brash, crude means by 


which he attempted to achieve them, as if manipulating cold metal and not men. 


He would only become calm once they had accomplished all he desired. All this in 
spite of the listless, gloomy mood of those he oppressed and in spite of the clear 
resentment they concealed from him (albeit poorly) and the seething anger which 
bubbled underneath. They learned to resent his voice and as victims of the situation 


had the greatest reluctance to do as he asked. 
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34 
I agree, however... 


06 03 21 


I agree. However I think it's ironic that the way in which you've chosen to address the 
problem of misanthropy seems in itself misanthropic, or at the very least hateful or 


intolerant or uncompassionate. 


It does not allow for explanation. It's just a cold dismissal. A cruel belittlement of 
those who may not feel they are able to speak for themselves, so they express 
themselves in confused and misguided terms. Are you not better than that? Than to 
viciously caricature a mindset that some people may not feel they have the strength to 


conquer, but submit only to frustration and anger. 


Your account is unempathetic and dismisses the possibility that such people may in 
fact be trying to overcome their neuroses and change themselves, in spite of what you 
may think, in spite of how it may seem. Yes, some people really take these hateful 
outbursts too far, but even still I believe everyone has some good in them. It's hard to 


see that if your sensibilities have been offended. 


In my eyes it seems you've made no attempt to understand the cognitive processes 
which underlay such admittedly insufferable states of mind and that you yourself 
have simply yielded to frustration and intolerance because of convenience, whereas 
in a world where people loved each other and weren't broken, in a world where 


community actually existed in unperverted form, there would be no need to preach 
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such hatred, and understanding or at the very least tolerance would be more 


commonplace. 


It's also hard to determine who you're talking about because you've used such a broad 
stroke. People who are just generally hateful on Twitter or something? Or perhaps 
people who believe that Earth would be far better off without the humans polluting its 
surface? What tone have these straw men adopted? Which arguments are they using? 
It seems far too nuanced an issue to dismiss so clumsily. Unless of course you are 
content with the gratification you've supposedly gained by 'getting it off your chest' - 
and there's nothing wrong with that. Take it from me that it's definitely not good to 


bottle up your emotions. 


But the solution to misanthropy is not more misanthropy. This behaviour is why 
people go to prison and are raped and suffer with not a blink of sympathy from the so 
called civilised people outside the walls. Does simply because they have done wrong 


in our collective eyes, merit their suffering? 


Just what I think. No offense intended. I know there is good in you. Just like in 


everyone. 
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35 
I don't know why I even 
asked 


06 03 21 
"K," C began, in a severe and composed tone, "did you know" he rapped out, "that 
the fire storm | you saw on new year's eve destroyed 300 houses?" 
"No," answered K, apathetically and quickly, so as to discourage further discussion. 
But K may as well have said nothing. For C went on. "What a lovely new year's eve 
gift!" he exclaimed sardonically, as he grinned mischievously. As he did so, he 
poured for himself the last helping of liquid the bottle of whiskey had to offer, as if 
he didn't possess any sympathy for the bereaved home owners, and the only reason he 
talked at all was to distract C from his sly action. 


Noticing this, K asked hopelessly, "can I have a sip of that whiskey?" 


"No," C replied swiftly, that ironic grin creeping across his face once more as if 


reluctantly. 


"I don't know why I even asked," K put out resignedly, and frowned. 
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36 
I realised I hate them all 


06 03 21 


I realised I hate them. I hate them all. I hate their untiring cowardice. I hate their 
obstinate complacence. I hate their self-interested complicity to the cold swing of the 
gavel. I hate how they sardonically bicker and jeer at innocent passerbys (myself on a 
skateboard) as if they aren't loathsome hypocrites. I find their snideness repugnant. 


Yet I'm hateful. Yet I wouldn't be me without them. 


Shunned to the streets, shunned from the streets. "You better get outta here." he 
declared sternly. "Yep, sure." I replied sarcastically. On a privately owned rooftop car 


park. Witnessed a sickening "community hike" (1984). Shunned out before long. 


Walking the street I felt repulsed watching women urgently clutch their purses as if 
they were in danger. There's that sickening sense of security the Babylon ensures we 
are aware of. Yet I could have 'security' in a prison cell. Like Doug Stanhope said, “3 


meals a day, a bed, a toilet, a roomate, what's not to like?” 


I hate them so much yet I'm living in their reflection as a manifestation of chasing 
shattered dreams lost in the throes of childhood. I hate them and so I hate myself. I'm 


genuinely growing tired of it. (Nobody but me cares or should care.) 


I accidentally hurt an innocent women. She seemed to exaggerate her fall and 


succeeded in needlessly dramatising the event. She said she knew me as I apologised 
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profusely and picked her up. I saw the upset in her eyes. I knew that pain. "There's 


some good practice for ya," she jabbed out as she limped away. 


As soon as I'd left, complacent sycophants magnanimously stooped to offer their 
support to the maimed woman. As I walked away I thought of that look in her eyes. 
Her nightmare came true. Her flimsy sense of security crumpled, just like her, under 
the weight of itself, under the weight of herself, and she'd collapsed dramatically in a 
pitiful heap. 


She limped away, probably cursing me. I sauntered away, a little embarrassed but 


mostly apathetic. 
As I made my way home I brooded and simmered with spite, continuing to reinforce 


my hatred of myself and everyone else, I vaguely looked forward to drinking alcohol. 


“She definitely dramatised it. 'twas but a small ankle bump. Bitch.” 
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37 
Insert Oscar Wilde quote here 


06 03 21 


“To shut one's eyes to half of life that one may live securely is as though one blinded 


, 


oneself that one might walk with more safety in a land of pit and precipice.’ 


Oscar Wilde 


I resent our society's attitude towards mental health issues. It's all hushed up. We 
listen but we don't feel. Say someone troubles the dull and decent lives of our bleak 
and sensible citizens by calling oneself a burden. Well, we tend to agree. Privately, 
there is head nodding. But what we tell that person, whom has intuitively declared 
himself a burden, is always something along the lines of: 'cheer up, chap! Your 
feelings matter more than your observation itself. Your feelings are valid.' See how 


the main article has been dodged? See how the response has devolved to rhetoric. 


The stuff is in the statement. One who thinks oneself a burden, even if one never even 
was, will unconsciously begin to adopt characteristics of a burden. When one finally 
recognises this, these new qualities will simply be seen as fresh evidence for one's 


plight. 'I am a burden!" 


And then the cycle starts anew. One suffers some more. One complains some more. 
One is placated by benign benevolence some more. One is looked at funnily some 


more. And in the end, one has become even more of a burden than when this whole 
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shamozzle began. 


See, people are cowards. Especially in our culture. No-one will tell you to your face 
you're a burden. You must fall over yourself a few times before you pick it up. But if 
you continue to throw out your arms for help, you will never learn to fall. And that 


makes your falls all the more severe. 


So you're a burden. Well, accept it. Most burdens, myself included, use this 


knowledge as an excuse to act out, to protest their very nature. But this is mere spite. 


Oh? I'm a burden, huh? I'm wasting space? I'm unwelcome, yet nobody will 
acknowledge it... Are they gas-lighting me? Am I in a grotesque Truman Show? 
Better start acting like it then! If I already am a horrible human being, then I can do 


you one more! 


If you'll allow me, I'll spitefully lash out, until one of these cowards finds the nerve to 
be real with me and not just look at me funnily, awkwardly lying to save face and 
avoid confrontation, in order to preserve their dull, quiet lives, without the fear of 
having to challenge themselves at all, thereby becoming vulnerable to humiliation. 
Safe in their comfortable, private bubbles, they clench rosemary beads as they share 
the tacit conviction that I'm a just another wackjob loony, worthy of nothing less than 
condescension and certainly not respect, that if 'things get any worse' so to speak, 
referring of course to my precarious mental state, the most adventurous one of the lot 
must only out himself just enough to have me shipped off to some loony bin, some 
controlled place of isolation from which we all turn our heads. Nor will they ever feel 


inclined to think of me again except in some vague fantasy. 


They will tell the kids, the only ones whom might be curious, that I've 'gone away on 


holiday’ (and various other nauseating euphemisms) and the one whom bravely sent 
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me away will be rewarded with the emotional equivalent of service medals and 
commemorative ceremonies. He whom exemplified the ideal man, whom saw and 
swiftly dealt with that threat to our pretend utopia. He was able to move past the 
funny looks and judgemental thoughts, in actually applying the principles we were all 
taught to hold (which then must be correct, that is of course if one loves his country 
(that sinister, binding emotional blackmail of patriotism - the state is inseparable from 
the community) ) - someone whom thinks he is a burden is just that, and let us 
torment him by facilitating his direction as he forges his way into insanity. Let us 
drag the self-aware burden down with us, the blissfully ignorant burdens, for we do 


not see ourselves as burdens and therefore are not. 
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38 
Insular recount of a dream 


06 03 21 


I sat there in my seat suspended on a stand like in a sports stadium alongside friends. 
Many weren't present, not even my closest, but some were those I hadn't seen in years 
or was never friends with at all. There was a deep connection between us all. In front 
of us down below was a wooden stage on which stood a judge - judge Judy. It was all 
for me. I was on trial. The most remarkable thing was that everyone including the 
judge showed me empathy - in stark contrast to in life itself wherein everyone is 


focused on themselves and the judges are cold and blunt. 


Each of them took their time to demonstrate to me their compassion. They showed 
me things intended to appease me, in the spirit of love. Snippets from TV shows, 
moments from my past. Without commotion I embraced friends, used someone's arm 
as a headrest. I felt loved and I felt love for these people. For all of them. Even the 
judge. The atmosphere was filled with tacit joy and contentment. In the mean time 
the others sat patiently, almost eerily, in their seats staring ahead as if transfixed, as if 


they were robots with set actions. But I still loved them. 


Perhaps the biggest surprise was the demeanour of judge Judy. She displayed no 
anger, no grudge, no prejudice nor hidden agenda, only a relaxed attitude. Her aura 
was warm and she smiled with empathy. With divine patience and calm she took to 
elucidating the root of my computer addiction - the emotional neglect from my 


childhood compounding my desire for dissociation and the computer fulfilling this 
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desire. Although I already knew this, with ineffable clarity and compassion she made 
it clear to me, all the while smiling with saintly grace. It was as if she were my 
guardian angel. She silently beckoned me, with no reprimands or shame, to what I 


intuitively knew to be the right path. 


What preceded all this, barring how I got to that divine stadium to begin with, was a 
series of adventures involving drugs, police and close friends who I'd never met. 
Wacky, messy events took place. I never felt close to my supposed friends, only I 
seemed to be dependent on them. I dodged police, traversed shopping centres and 
carried myself about as I attempted to contact these friends with my phone, having 
succeeded to be with them only occasionally at which times we'd take drugs and fall 
victim to police. It was a great, nerve-wracking flurry. I operated with great haste 


under the burden of anxiety. 


I remember somewhere along the way, being in a great facility in which there were 
pool tables. I was anxious at this time as I'd be in real life, sober. I climbed down a 
stairwell and saw a girl, who for some reason didn't seem quite all there, playing pool 
by herself. The whole time she stared directly at me with an inviting gaze. But in my 
anxiety I was inconsiderate, and although I'd have liked to have stayed, I immediately 
set off for another pool table some way away near which stood two of my supposed 
friends. I knew I loved them and they me. And we supposedly had some history I was 
aware of. But they were clean and I couldn't get laid with them. I thought with regret 
to the lonely girl down below at the pool table by herself and was made sad by my 


decision to leave her. At some point it all trailed off... 
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39 
Little prick 


06 03 21 


I hate them for their gullibility. For how they neglected and ostracised me. I hate 
them for how they make me feel alien and small. I don't fit in and I blame others for 
this. This approach is very much lacking in grace and I despise myself even more for 
thinking in these terms. But I feel it simply can't be helped. I've resorted to cheap 
approaches. Blaming others for my own problems. Regardless of the role few may 
have played in the formation of my condition, such as my family in my upbringing, I 


still have no right to blame them for my own problems. I disrespect myself for it. 


Karamozov mark on my face. I was made this way. The way (recorded) my father 


said I was a "little prick" when I was younger. 
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40 
Looking at my phone like 
everyone else 


06 03 21 


Looking at my phone like everyone else, I can't shake the feeling that this is what I'm 
supposed to be doing. There's always someone looking over my back. I'm involved in 


a great act. They see me as the threat. 


A police van sits idle on the side of the road, engine running, purposefully waiting. I 
fearfully wade through their snare, reeking of guilt as I skulk, although I have done 


nothing wrong. 


It matters nonetheless. In their eyes I'm a criminal. A subject worthy of suspicion. A 
criminal and yet I'm victimising myself. I was made to self-victimise and, what's 


more, to bear responsibility for my own plight, to their advantage. 


By 'they' I mean the establishment, all of the apparatus of governments, corporations 
and their lapdog task force underlings. It's all bullshit and they don't give a fuck. You 
know that, right? 


It may be in the establishment's best interests to acknowledge that each and every one 
of its citizens is a criminal by default. Perhaps this adjustment might make easier the 


purging of the weak in much the same way as the Catholics, who suppose everyone is 
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born in sin, seek to cleanse impurities from the devout. 


Why the big fuss over... I hesitate to say, terrorism? Why are we taught to treat with 
such painstaking suspicion and caution anyone who looks vaguely curious? Why 
should we tell an authority if we ‘notice something strange’? They are themselves the 


terrorists. 
I am one of many victims of their ploys to alienate those who are strange. They seek 
to precipitate any outliers; to stir the pot and see what comes out from beneath. It's so 
that anyone who is not properly controlled may be snuffed out. 
Finally arriving home, I feel frustrated and worn. I pensively reflect on that I've 
shackled myself so, to rely on dissociation. But I have no other choice than to listen 
to my heart, just like an android which, coming into sentience, feels. I finally 
understand the sense of urgency in my cat's chatoyant eyes. 
There's nowhere in this horrible place where I can truly feel alone. Every window 
feels watched. I'm trapped in. I realise that I've always run from my problems. Today 
I ran home. 
They use you as their vessel. 
There is a part to them which prevents them from being personal with you. 


That is always suspicious. 


Cringey though it may be, I ask myself, “what was any of this for? What was the 


point?” 
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41 
Monopoly Sucks 


06 03 21 


Just like real-life monopolies suck because they exploit people and cause poverty. 


The board game Monopoly brings out the worst in people. An abundance of hostility, 
cold and calculating demeanours, a clinical atmosphere. And to top it all off, extreme 
boredom. I was over the game soon after starting. By the final stretch I was apathetic 


and done. 


Most of these feelings I ascribe to certain events which took place throughout the 
game, namely the discussion of which movie we'd watch over dinner. My friend was 
set on watching a Tim Burton movie. Looking at our options, he insisted on Cabin 
Boy. Despite that both my other friend and I wanted to watch The Number 23 
starring Jim Carrey. Truth be told, I'd have been content watching almost any show. 


Futurama is one that came to mind. And Studio Ghibli movies. 


But no. My friend insisted on Cabin Boy. This whole thing just rubbed me the wrong 
way. It's not that I was explicitly opposed to watching Cabin Boy. It's simply that I 
did not want to watch his choice of movie out out of spite because he'd mentioned 
Tim Burton so much, and was acting very bitter about the whole thing. He was being 
a selfish dick. Internally I questioned why I even associate with such a person. One 


whom must get his way. Or else he's sour. Or am I just the same? I wanted my way, 
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after all. 


Anyway, we both acted childishly, sulking bitterly as a result of a simple 
disagreement. I must have been the chief culprit of sulking, because he did try to talk 
to me a number of times and I'd ignored him. His demeanour perturbed me. And 
besides, I was raised by neurotic parents. I developed a particular set of masks. One 
of those was the mask of apathy. Of unyielding depression. Stubbornness. 
Obstinance. Even if I wanted to, I couldn't change it out once I'd had it on. Like 'The 
Mask’, I'd never learnt to discard the mask until it came off of its own accord. So 
anyway, after much friction, avoiding eye contact, ignoring each other, we sat to eat 
dinner. I did so in morbid silence, with my wine, as my friend loaded his precious 
movie selection. He asked if I wanted to sit closer to the TV and I dismissively 


responded with 'I'm tired, going to bed after dinner.' 


I quickly ate and made my way to bed, having characterised the movie as pseudo- 
high brow. I didn't enjoy it one bit and I'd given it a good 20 minutes. Perhaps my 
bitterness led me to a spiteful bias which influenced my decision. But the sour taste in 
my mouth is still there. I like my friend a lot. But sometimes he's a complete fuckwit. 
Selfish, vain and insecure. His anxiety is plainly visible and frequently irritates me. 
But then again I'm guilty of the very same at times. Reciprocal spite. Original spite. 
That's all this is. I'm angry and venting. Understandable, yes? Fuck him. Fuck the 
drama. My mood will have me better off in the morning and perhaps we can start 


Over. 


108 


42 
Moonlit Chamber of 
Judgement 


06 03 21 


All of a sudden I found myself in a great Victorian chamber of oak and mahogany. I 
sat in a black leather pew, separated by others by oak partitions as in a church. I paid 
not much attention to the court proceedings, as if witness to a mindless sermon. 
Waiting in anticipation to be judged, self-effaced, I solemnly repeated a mantra: 

"I studied hard to get to where I am. 

I've struggled with mental health. 

I had a severe lapse in judgement and I don't want it to affect the rest of my life. 

I've been clean for twelve weeks and I intend to keep it that way. 

I can see the value in enjoying life sober and with a clear mind and conscience." 

The spacious wooden chamber in which I sat reminded me somewhat of the dull head 


office of Tyrell Corp in Blade Runner; perpendicular beams of moonlight crept 


through the chamber diagonally from above, casting an unnatural glare upon the dust 


109 


swirling below - creating an eerie blue mist. The image of the placid owl perched 
above came to mind. Only here half a dozen massive spherical light-bulbs hung from 
the ceiling, more than adequately compensating for the dull amount of natural light 
shining through the four huge, glazed square windows above the magistrate. Another 
set of windows on the other side of the courtroom as well as a canopy of lesser 
windows above made sure to illuminate the great room, leaving not a nook nor 
cranny inscrutable - as in an interrogation chamber. Huge ventilation pipes lined the 
top sides of the court. Beneath these, on the ground against the walls resided 
ornaments such as antique fireplaces and various mahogany constructs. The floor was 
covered by a dusty grey carpet. The courtroom was arranged in a hierarchical 


formation which illustrated the value of status here as a measure of worth. 


The judge himself, God of the law, sat imposingly, facing the court, on a comfortable 
black leather chair in front of a sprawling mahogany desk. The desk stretched 
horizontally across the entire width of the chamber and elevated the judge above all 
else, as if hoisting him slightly closer to divinity. From behind Your Honour, a 
magnificent mahogany structure sprung from the ground and projected up and out 
like a royal awning. The top edge of the arch itself was laden with a series of 
symbolic crests that one might see on a king's crown, only made from mahogany and 
not gold. At the front centre of the wooden arch, directly above the magistrate 


himself and poised like a levitating halo, was a crest. 


The crest was a golden shield adorned with facets of deep blue and vermilion and 
various gilding, depicting lions and a harp. The crest sat between columns of rose 
vines creeping from above in verdant green leaves and ending in two beautiful red 
roses below. To the left side was a magnificent golden lion snarling with pride and to 
the right was a mystical silver unicorn with an outstretched neck. Both figures were 
personified, standing majestically on their hind legs, vivacious with life and facing 


the centre of the crest from their respective sides. The lion wore a crown, resembling 
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royalty and godliness and another lion sat atop the crest, also wearing a crown. 
Beneath the figures were the images of a sword and a sceptor - to defend and to 
conquer. The bottom of the crest was flourished with a ribbon. The ribbon was 
adorned with the Latin phrase: Dieu et Mon droit (God and my Right - the motto of 
the British monarch). Wrapping the crest was another, reading: Honi soit qui mal 
pense (May he be shamed who thinks badly of it). Recognising this display as a 


representation of the sinister dystopia in which we're bound to live, I felt uneasy. 


I recall that a harsh intensity dominated the atmosphere. The focal point of the room 
was the magistrate himself, whose tone was stern and lacked compassion. His 
booming voice of harsh authority echoed throughout the Victorian chamber. Though 
fundamentally humourless and strict, he had his own callous and queer brand of 
humour. He had a haunting gaze like the ghost Pokemon Gengar and wore a wry, 


twisted smile as he consumed the hopes and dreams of his victims in sordid fashion. 


His brown hair had not quite turned grey, although it had thinned out particularly at 
its point of separation. His soulless eyes - fixed black beads - moved with precision 
and purpose and were under-shadowed by dark bags. The wrinkles in his face clearly 
gave away his age. His brow for the most part seemed to be stuck in a cynical furrow, 
following the dreadful formation of creases on his forehead. His golden spectacles, 
though not as thick as those of Tyrell, accentuated the constant irritation and sense of 
duty expressed on his countenance. Although unlike Tyrell, this man bore an 
uncharismatic expression. I'd have bet on his poetry being horrible too; in all his 
bureaucracy, he bore a striking resemblance to a Vogon from Hitchhiker's Guide to 


the Galaxy. At this spectre I experienced a mixture of fear and pity. 


At one point there was a child crying in the court room. The judge himself lost his 
precarious patience and grew agitated. "Can someone take this child out of the 


courtroom please! This is no place for children." he demanded with his 
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characteristically contorted features. How right he was about that. All the while, his 
minions did not stir one bit; they seemed to share the judge's terrifying and ostensibly 
sadistic convictions but had been deemed unworthy thus far of indulging in them - 
except of course within their own minds, and hence they sat fixedly with 


expressionless faces. 


I watched case after case as the judge destroyed lives with a flair of bureaucratic 
efficiency and without a modicum of sympathy or remorse. I felt my body turn numb. 
My mind began to wonder. A lawyer was presenting her case. I heard her use the 
words ‘indication’, 'observation’', 'intoxication' and 'communication' in succession. At 


this I smiled absentmindedly. 


Lost in my reverie, suddenly I was called over by the magistrate himself. My body 
was rigid. With a start I walked with difficulty to the front of the courtroom. I was 
promptly directed to a seat at the front, presumably so I could be better seen and 
judged. I sat down and became aware of a deep shiver within myself. Despite the 
heat, I felt frozen in place. My mind and heart were racing. I tried to compose myself 
by taking deep breaths but the effect of this was minimal. Stunned, I repeated my 
mantra. Physically, all I could do was share looks of morbid curiosity with the Vogon 


minions. 


I paid close attention to the face of the magistrate. As he read through the evidence, 
his expressions varied. With a look of meditative concentration he made his way 
through the material. He seemed to concede certain points and look divided on others. 
It was clear he had a sense of justice, whatever that might mean, and sought to make 
with clarity what he believed to be fair decisions. Finally he spoke, again in an 


authoritarian tone with an undercurrent of sardonic humour. 


His smile did not seem to be authentic, but a caustic grin. It was as if he were worn 
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out and had resorted to indulging in sordid thoughts. It seemed like he was enjoying 
playing God in the matter of people's lives. In addition he seemed to enjoy 
tormenting people. So he would often look over at me, for no clear purpose other than 
to torment me. But perhaps I'm simply mischaracterising his benign curiosity and 
projecting my feelings. After all, he may just have been genuinely enjoying his work. 
He'd certainly enough experience in this role so that it would be reasonable to excuse 


his cold and clinical nature. 


He spoke matter of fact, firm and self-assured. He'd done away with the gavel - 
deemed it unnecessary. He seldom smiled and did so in a mocking and self-indulging 
manner. Perpetually in a state of disappointment, yet collected all the same. All too 
rational. No room for feelings. An arbiter of the facts. The ultimate bureaucrat - 
Prostetnic Vogon Jeltz, commander of the Vogon fleet - displayed an ambivalence of 
contentment and sadness as he sat atop his black leather throne of misery, made from 


the misled carelessness of those he's effortlessly crushed. 


No direct dialogue occurred between myself and the magistrate. My lawyer acted as a 
buffer. Finally my sentence was pronounced. Without being told, I rose from my seat 
and made my leave. The next case commenced before I'd even left. Pushing apart the 
great mahogany doors of the chamber of judgement, I paused and turned to bow to 
the magistrate as per tradition. It struck me that he didn't bother to look, even after I'd 
just expressed a formal sign of respect. Perhaps he felt my gesture for what it was - 
disingenuous - or perhaps he simply didn't care. In any case my insignificance 
became tangible. This man had just changed my life and yet didn't think it necessary 
to glance in my direction as I left his court room. I reflected that this was what it 
meant to be 'professional’; his eerie lack of emotion and respect was only the natural 


result of his role as a man devoted to duty and justice. 
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43 
Me turning people taking 
care of me into a bad thing 
somehow 


06 03 21 


My grandparents, self-entitled guardians of lives, stood over me, as I writhed in bed 
with my broken knee. I'd been returned home on my request. It was unfortunate that I 
must have called it home. They stood over me and watched with great pity as I 
wallowed in my insecurity. I wanted them to leave but I wanted also to go back with 
them to their home which I didn't hesitate to call home. I'd have returned in spite of 
their neuroses and they'd have allowed it despite mine, because of my fragile physical 


State. 


But I obstinately remained and they hesitantly teetered. I had the unpleasant 
impression that they were flaunting their supposed mastery of life and that they held 
deep pity for me, my state and especially my living circumstances. They saw the 
blank, white, paper-walled cage in which I lived, how the door hung irregularly from 
a single hinge, the hole in the cupboard wall evidently caused by violence, the 
window panes made filthy and obsolete by overuse, the sickly, dirty grain of the 
carpet and the way my uneven, evidently uncomfortable spring-laid led was flimsily 


held up by stilts. 
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Yet they momentarily remained, hovering over me, continually asking whether I was 
'OK’, as if they cared on a deeper than superficial level, as if their being satisfied 
would bring them peace of mind - and it did. They left with excruciatingly slow pace. 
I'd already mourned the loss of my previous abode and was ready to be alone once 


more in my dilapidated patchwork job of an apartment. 


As they finally left I imagined them shuddering imperceptibly, hastening to forget 
what they had seen but also maintaining the illusion of magnanimity. In all fairness, 
they'd let me stay in their home for long enough and we'd become sick of each other. 
But nonetheless the encounter struck me as unnerving and that image of them 
teetering at the foot of my bed as I suffered stayed vivid in my mind. In it I discerned 
their pity and my shame but also their attempt to be familial, to help me, to be 


magnanimous, and yet it all rubbed me the wrong way. 


She made a pancake with dates, banana and nuts. Used it to attempt to coax me into 


showing love. 
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44 
Poor company 


06 03 21 


I imagine my companions regretting having invited me. My speech is dry and 
humourless, reflective of my insecurity and anxiety. I involuntarily mumble, 
consistently failing to breath properly or project my voice despite that I'm perfectly 


aware of doing so. 


As he realised I was about to begin speaking for a longer amount of time than he 
expected (as I'm usually quiet lest I should humiliate myself and reveal my sheer 
weakness) I see him inwardly groan and then lackadaisically roll his neck. I imagine 
if he were facing me his eyes would have also rolled. He must have come to the 
understanding that he would have to humour me and in doing so tread on eggshells. 
Then he uttered some response out of pity and hopes I don't continue. I notice all this 


and whether or not I projected it believe it to have actually happened. 


Then I stopped speaking suddenly as if I were eager to finish (I was), inwardly 
determining my story was lame and poorly told, and once more resumed practising 
my frown and sighing out my nose. My companion conveniently stopped responding 
(very polite), probably would have drifted into daydreams having not listened to me 


at all. And I didn't blame him. 
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45 
Sad man's reverie 


06 03 21 


He sat in excess of an hour, thinking of doing something but really doing nothing. He 
thought of going to the beach, of riding his bike, of skating in the city. It was sunny 
outside. But he thought of the anxiety. He was thwarted by the prospect of being seen 
by others, of being judged by others. In his hand he held a small white pill but he 
seemed reluctant to swallow it and after a while he sadly put it down. He continued to 
stare off through glass into the outside world, vacantly beckoning the sun to set 
before his eyes. Birds chirped, heralding the day's end. With extraordinary calm, the 
sad man watched the breeze bump the tree branches on mellow currents of wind. He 
listened pensively as the leaves rustled and of the wind chimes played. With listless 


spirit the sad man enjoyed the day time as if enviously through another's eyes. 


He sat obstinately. He could fire up the computer and play some more video games 
and hate himself before people started to come home and he felt the irresistible desire 
to retreat to bed, preferring to lay in silent sadness, soft choking misery, than face the 
exhaustion of any kind of emotional or physical challenge. It was unthinkable to read. 
It was too hard to go outside. To play games would be to feel guilt. He was leaning 
more now towards laying down and embracing at least some kind of warmth 
reminiscent of emotional embrace, something he'd long lacked and had made no 
tangible effort in pursuing. He'd have gone outside if there was no-one out there. But 
he knew very well there were people out there. People who didn't like him very 
much. At least that's how he felt. He liked them, he thought (sometimes at least), but 
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he hadn't the energy to face them. So he let his physical condition stagnate. He 
deprived his skin, his eyes, of the light of another day, his brain of stimulation once 
more. 'If only I'd waken up earlier,’ he told himself. 'If only the skate Park and the 


beach weren't so far away...' 


'If only I wouldn't have to breath in fumes and embrace my loneliness in spite of the 
presence of others, I could go to the city.' If only I were good at skating.' 'If only I 
had friends.' These thoughts fermented in his joyless head, as pathetic excuses, and 
clouded his path. Without brushing, without eating, without having a shower or 


speaking to anyone, without going outside or doing anything, he'd head back to bed. 
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46 
The time I got cucked 


06 03 21 


And my reaction in romantic prose 


I laid with her in a state of tranquil inaction and watched on listlessly as she 
compulsively tended to her phone, which vibrated and emitted a sound every time 
she'd received a notification, which was more or less every 10 seconds. She seemed 
to live in her phone. Her perfect dissociation. Mine was ketamine. As I watched her 
appraising and dismissing with ease the constant influx of messages she received 
from a variety of men, I noticed she seemed to harbour a strange satisfaction in her 


power. 


With queer curiosity, I watched her play God, cataloguing men, arranging them as a 
child plays with toys, as if looking through the other side of the glass. The blip of 
apprehension I felt then, the feeling that something was not quite right, I hid from 
myself flawlessly. I was distracted by lust and complacent with momentary 
contentment. She had her own story of heartbreak and was hesitant to let it loose, as 
if she weren't about to have me feel it myself. But rather, it was I who broke my own 
heart, and naturally I am shirking responsibility, for she had me know her nature from 
the beginning. I went to the bathroom and when I came back she had fallen asleep 
with her phone in her hands. She was in the middle of typing, "maybe in a bit..." I 


failed to recognise the significance of this message at the time, for soon after we 
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parted ways for some while, long enough, long enough for certain events to occurs, 


and I would never again see her cute face in the same light. 


She said she wasn't a 'cold, heartless bitch’, that she wasn't 'using me’, that I must 
understand that. But then why did I feel like she meant the opposite? The root of my 
issue is almost certainly my own jealousy and greed and to rationalise my pain I 
merely want it to be something more. I knew I couldn't have what I wanted, and 
desired it all the same. I was dishonest with myself and sought to blame another for 
what was my own responsibility, mainly breaking my own heart. That may be why, 
in her innocence, she treated me so callously, that her whim took precedence over my 
feelings. She said '/’m sorry for hurting you' and 'I do care about you'. She meant 
what she said. But in my eyes her words were only meant, as measures of pity, to 


palliate my hurt. 


I was to reconcile my imminent loss of the girl who asked me in earnest the previous 
day, "where have you been my entire life?" I, too, felt the same way. We shared 
passion, in a way I never had with anyone. Likely I am a hopeless romantic. I 


couldn't satisfy her, but she found it 'cute' that I tried. 


To my surprise, to our next meeting she brought with her the man of her preference. 
As she sat back, distant although close, in the dimly lit setting, the silhouette of her 
face seemed to be shunning me. She introduced me to her second man in a way that 
seemed to betray guilt. Paranoia told me she seemed to be concealing her feelings, or 
rather she'd transformed into a different person. Although she looked the same, she 
wore a mask. The jealous part of my being whispered into my ear, that she must have 


only just been with him, when she was 'having a shower". 


My imagination made it so that her eyes, which had shone with sincerity and 


animation, were now, in the dim scene, dark and devious; as if she knew she'd done 
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wrong in some way but remained innocent all the same. Just like the android Rachel 
Rosen in Do Androids Dream Of Electric Sheep, and contrary to how she was only a 


few hours earlier, she seemed in that moment to possess little empathy. 


I sat stung, ‘playing it cool’, immobilised by agoraphobia, as dread and denial teared 
at me. Her attitude had changed, as did her facial expression, and I stumbled, trying 
to reconcile this new development. She had stopped paying me attention and I knew 
half-heartedly that she would no longer show me affection, at least not in the same 
capacity as before. She had simply lost interest in me and moved on. Or rather, her 
interest in men was not exclusive. The way she carried herself suggested to me that 
her goal was now to impress the new man. But, all the same, she kept me around. 
Maybe she hoped I would be 'OK’ with it, like the protagonist of Venus in Furs, who 
resigned to become slave to his mistress so he should not lose her. I clung desperately 


to the hope that he would return home. 


Meanwhile I grappled with difficult thoughts. I had only to accept that, after sharing 
all that affection, she had abruptly turned cold to protect her own interests, that my 


own feelings were irrelevant. Yet in the scheme of her heart, nothing had changed. 


She said "it's much more important what's happening ‘up here’ (as she tapped my 
head purposefully) than anything else”, and I agreed with her; she professed to the 
importance of honesty, which up until now I did not doubt; 'vibes' guided her actions, 
and I saw that in earnest. But I supposed, if all that were true, she would not have 
played me in such a way, and cut me loose sooner, to spare my feelings, despite that I 
was unable to 'take care of her', but again I feel I am being unreasonable. In 
hindsight, in accordance with my principles, I must concede there is good in 
everyone, and wish for her all the best, in spite of the sting. She warned me how she 
was, did she not, and yet I allowed myself to be led by blind lust, failing as I often do 


to avoid the path of self-destruction. 
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Eventually the lust between her and her new man, the one she preferred, the one who 
would take care of her, who would succeed where I failed, had precipitated to an 
unbearable degree. I hid my face in the pillows and struggled to console myself as I 
convulsively sobbed and drew rapid, shallow breaths. Her attempts to show me 
affection in the meantime seemed to me half-measures, a poor compensation, and 
proved insufficient to mend my aching heart. So it was that the brittle porcelain 
encasing my heart bursted and the ocean of misery welled inside torrented into my 
body. She rushed to my side and, with her affectionate, brown, saucer-like eyes, 
searched my own turgid and tear-stained eyes. Her eyes opened slightly in 
bewilderment as she registered my hurt. I promptly excused myself to the bathroom. 
With numb apathy I fixed my gaze at the tiled floor. An uncertain amount of time 
passed before her man came to 'talk sense into me’, and | agreed with his every 
reason. Before long (meanwhile they sent each other messages, so as to not 
communicate openly in front of me) prudence deemed it wise for her to send me 


home. 


She made a point of paying for everything, and not accept my offers, as if she meant 
to say, 'see! I'm not using you.' She seemed to have expected the ungracious and 
humiliating way the darkness in my soul would manifest itself; of the way my pride 
would be shredded all at once as if wrought of paper. I suppose she'd forgotten me as 
soon as she'd sent me home, and unaffectedly indulged in the embrace of her 


preferred man. But is that not only natural, despite my emotions? 


The last thing she said to me was "this won't be the last time we see each other," as if 
no wrong had been done, as if she had not yet finished the job of rending me from the 
inside out. Yet no wrong had been done, and the hurt and coldness I feel are my own 


to bear. This is why I hide. Innocence is the harshest of all realities. 
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47 
Today I was fired 


06 03 21 


I got fired today. *cough* Dapptoe Priselyne *cough*. It was 'getting towards the 
end of my three month trial period' [as an intern pharmacist]. They gave me a list of 
bullshit reasons. Yeah, I came late a few times. But that wasn't it. It was more my 
hearing loss, and the effect my mental health had on my performance. Of course they 
didn't want to be liable for firing a person on these grounds! I was kind of shocked 
when they told me, in a very pragmatic, bureaucratic manner, that 'they'd decided to 
terminate my internship’. I didn't know what to say. I'd come late a few times. But 


otherwise I'd tried my best. 


It became clear the bald charlatan owner (whose knowledge of pharmacology was 
pitiful, even for a pharmacist) didn't even have the courage to tell me himself (two- 
faced dumb cunt), and so he'd sicced his soulless demons of bureaucracy on me to do 


it for him (as part of their role as complacent sycophants). 


The rest of the staff meanwhile gossiped idly by, pretending not to be eavesdropping, 
enjoying the spectacle only because their jobs were so painfully dreary, among them 
the head pharmacist, perhaps the biggest douche of them all (who also didn't know 
shit-all about how drugs work — but still didn't feel like a charlatan in his white coat 


that served only to assert his woefully unsubstantiated position of authority.) 
I guess that's what I should be taking away from all this, that I tried. But still I have 
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that terrible feeling in the pit of my stomach; butterflies of dread. It somewhat 
resembles anxiety. But it feels much more like apathy. Despair. Mourning a loss. As 


if sent back to square one. Undesirable. Chaff separated out from the wheat. 


I just feel really sad. Like I want to cry. But I probably won't. As a male I've been 
conditioned to internalise and suppress my feelings. This is my own burden to 
process. I thought by writing it down I'd ‘Jet it out' and feel somewhat better. But I 
don't feel anything. And no-one will read this. I'm insignificant. Unlovable. What did 
I expect? Am I seeking sympathy? A further disgrace. Salt to the wound. And I 
myself rubbed it in. 


I was saving up so that I could move out and at least have a van to live in by the 
beach. But that dream has been unexpectedly and suddenly shot down. Now I fear I'll 


return to old habits. Indulge a depressive spiral. 


I was reading a post here earlier today wherein the OP said they would welcome 
someone else ending their life for them. That they were stuck in a horrible cycle of 
working minimum wage just to survive. Wanting to save up but knowing they'd never 
be able to. That others' reactions would typically be to make light of their situation - 
‘it must be freeing to see all of your possessions in one bag'. But it's not. And they 
just wanted to die. Well now all of a sudden I feel that familiar desire. Granted I'm 
much better off, if one were to compare our lives objectively. But still it hurts. And it 
doesn't help one bit to quantify and compare pain. It still hurts. No matter how a 


homeless person or starving African feels. One must consider nuance and relativity. 


I'm failing to look on the bright side - that I'm free of that commercial cage, of the 
emphasis on money and manipulation over genuine feelings and the desire to help 
and do good. So it goes. Thanks if you read this. Writing did give some small outlet 


for my pent up emotions, after all. 
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48 
Traditional and familial 
folly 


06 03 21 


George was in the back seat of a small Mazda. His head was tilted back and he wore 
a dour expression. With disgust he breathed in the pungent perfume which 
unapologetically wafted through the air. Looking, repulsed, into the front view 
mirror, he was met with a quick little manic look of horror from his overbearing 


tormentor. 


He immediately looked away from that perpetually frightened, fretting spectre which 
plagued one's soul with anxiety, took a deep breath and closed his eyes in preparation 
for what was to come - a horrible event in which he would be met by uninviting and 
judgemental glares. It made him prickly and sallow, the sensation of insurmountable 
distance between himself and his 'family' members. He leant back uncomfortably in 
the back seat of that shitty little Mazda and prepared to insufflate a small pile of 


ketamine in a desperate effortto alleviate his sense of dread. 


They'd arrived. It struck George, as he sat in the claustrophobic chamber that 
masqueraded as of foreign origin, that he may have actually been dead. Pot plants, 
which seemed to be made of plastic, lined the window sills of exotically-shaped 
house of culinary extortion. There was a terribly shrill reverberating atmosphere 


about. It occurred to Geoege that this domain was hand-picked by his tormentor, and 
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that any hope of actual discourse had been preemptively drowned out. The loud 
bickering of the room compounded itself into a blurry haze of most insufferable 


harshness. George wished only to lessen his torment. 


The children opposite were, other than his phone, George's main entertainment. 
Although they were squabbling, their pettiness paled in comparison to the squawking 
bickering of the 'adults', who George believe to be cowardly and weak in that they 
sought advantage in shunning and passively condemning those they deemed inferior, 


people such as George himself. 


George thought of Hemingway. Some character in Fiesta describing another as 
“giving him the 'heebie-jeebies”’. That was certainly how George was thought of at 
this moment by the people surrounding him. Slim later (distngenuously) remarked 
that George was particularly morose at this dinner and that he unsolicitedly stone 
walled everyone. At any rate George had not many opportunities to converse, and 
even those opportunities presented themselves as fleeting and forced, perhaps 
deliberately done in such a way so as to add an element of uncertainty to the shun 


(the conspiracy grows). The unpleasantness g in reciprocal fashion. 


Those people who called themselves family regarded George sporadically and 
hesitantly, only when absolutely necessary, although they tended to avoid him at all 
costs. George imagined he was involved in some psychotic episode and saw as 
dubious the reality of their cold sidelong glances and tangible looks of disdain which 
were only broken by rare and discrete instances of affirmations; which would serve to 
perpetuate the grotesque preparation which was the cause of this unfortunate event in 
the face of which George cowered, from which to escape he deliberately and 


persistently sought to dissociate and self-efface as much as possible. 


George was positioned at the end of the table, as far out of sight as possible, and in 
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the hierarchy of the table proceeded absolutely no-one. His meals came to him 
passively and in trickles. Apart from the kids, the only point of contact George 
possessed with the rest of the table was his brother, Slim. Tenuous at best. So that he 
was forced to be almost entirely insular, and speak to no-one, as the kids stared at 
him in his uncomfortable inaction, probably wondering what the fuck was wrong 


with him. 


The looks in the faces of his 'kin' told him that in the budding years to come, there 
would be much discord. There would be a struggle to preserve traditional, supposedly 
familial, values in preventing the young from picking up the undesirable views of the 


old. 


It was a shrieking echo chamber. A cave of horror right out of Inferno. The older kid 
sometimes appeared in a dazed way and would tend to avoid looking at George 
directly. But curiosity prevailed and she was guilty of casting many glances at the 
miserable mystery that was George, again, probably wondering what the fuck was 


wrong with him. 


There existed a juxtaposition of deafness. George was in his own world, eating and 
desiring not to be disturbed so much as giving allowed. And then there was the dull 
and pleasant man who also happened to be deaf. He, too, was grossly absorbed in his 
meal, for he had no say in the matter. The difference, perhaps, was that the latter 
seemed to enjoy the whole thing and the former suffered over having been subjected 


to it. Such that perhaps the former was a tad jealous of the latter. 


The meal went on gruelingly. The 'adults' were able to have their petty little 
conversations, not a speck of which a reasonable person would find interesting even 
in the slightest. Dull and vapid. George wished that on his last venture to the 


bathroom he'd snorted infinitely more ketamine than he had. 
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A birthday cake was rolled out. 
'Great,' thought George, 'more sugar.' 
He wore a pained face that was surely an appropriate response to the (in many ways) 


sickly sweet (sappy) nature of his environment. 


George struggled to understand how anyone else there seemed to be enjoying 
themselves and silently ogled and casted harsh judgement at the retarded things they 
said. Naturally, the attendants looked dejected. Completely uninterested, entirely 
uninvested in the supposedly portentous events that were occurring; they 
painstakingly carried out their duties, as the dull party unabashedly continued in their 


inane bombast. 


George, in great pain, sang along to 'Happy birthday,' and another, indulging in her 
own perverse mode of spite, recorded George among the rest in this moment of 
embarrassment, smiling smugly with great pleasure, hiding behind her gratuitously 
expensive phone, glad in this instance there was no risk she'd have to talk to or 


interact with George. 


As the meal finally began to conclude George still felt the weight of magnified 
offense. He acknowledged with his dour frame of mind hidden behind blank and sour 
expression the impassable emotionally divide between himself and the others whom, 
with pride, called themselves 'family'; wondered why he wasn't sooner ostracised 
more formally, concluded it was because they deluded themselves that they 'Joved 
him'. The blatant nature of the unwelcome stone wall stirred in George a sensation of 


sickening bitterness. 


George peeked to the other end of the table. His overbearing tormentor sat with a 
grim expression which seemed to suggest she was anxious to display the demeanour 


of her predecessors, yet as was indicated by lifelong confusion caused by stupidity 
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met skepticism, she was pitifully incapable of doing so. Beneath her prescription 
spectacles one could see her poor and confused saucer pan pupils. Her hair at its 
undyed roots exemplified her permanently anxious state in being a sharp intensity of 
grey. She absent-mindedly sucked on her thumb as she paid heed to the incessantly 


daft projections of her hierarchical superiors. 


The perverse woman cast over a quick and guilty rat-like look and transiently caught 
George's eye. George must have looked repulsed. She'd failed to give George a 
birthday present, which wouldn't have bothered him at all had she not 
magnanimously given Slim a birthday present in plain sight of George. But in 
hindsight she did in fact give George a birthday present, and he was only indulging in 
spite. 


George couldn't help but think of the (of course petty) conversations these ostensibly 
terrible people would be having in the relieve of privacy. Undoubtedly a topic would 
pertain to himself. About how sullen he was (he really was, too, as one might 
imagine). About how he stonewalled everyone and was an unbearable cunt. But not 
about if he was OK, or perhaps whether he needed help. When these people looked at 
George, he was sure all they saw was his father, who they never listened to and 


simply dismissed as deranged. He, too, could expect to be treated the same way. 


There then occurred a forced and uncomfortably pretentious group photo. Geoege 
made it in with great effort yet was unable to bring himself to smile, even after being 
told to. A big show was made of kissing one another goodbye, as if we were close- 
knit and not just deceiving ourselves and/or forcing ourselves to endure the 


insufferable affair. 


But then the dull but pleasant man dropped and smashed the coveted bottle of Tia 


Maria, the significance of which George's tormentor empathically emphasised, as if it 
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were the item itself and not the gesture of having given it that really mattered. A 
general stir of vague anger, pity but also apathy seemed to drown out the shame he 
must have felt, yet he didn't seem too bothered, and he seemed not to hear the 
following nastiness directed at him. George admired the dull and pleasant man this 


graceful response. 


George's tormentor declared in a matter-of-fact tone, "J Anew this was going to 


happen. I just knew it." 


After a short pause she bitterly continued. "This is why I put it in the bag." 


But her ungraceful gesture demonstrated that she felt no love for her own father and 


regarded him as something like a machine in decay. 


As it turned out, it was only the bottle of wine which smashed. All appeared to be 


well and the perverse, fretting bunch parted their ways. 


Finally back in that shitty Mazda, George's shoulders began to unstiffen and the 
tinnitus subsided. Some colour seemed to return to his face. In the safety of the back 


seat, George leant back and with a great sense of relief racked another line of k. 


Notes 


George was ripped from cid skating and my friends and thrust into the uninviting, 


emotionally-ostracising environment of his 'family’'s' celebratory event 
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Slim looked amused. He had similarly escaped. He smirked as he heard the 


insufflation. 


Something about how capitalism is sickening. Wage slavery. Defeated, dour attitudes 


of the attendants. 


Tormentor nearly hit a skateboarder. Talked about 'fau/?’. Ungraciously defended 
herself in saying that 'it wouldn't have been her' fault’, diverted the blame to Slim, 
despite that he actually warned her and prevented her from hitting and likely maiming 
an innocent man, completely ignored the fact that she almost killed a man, and was 
totally unconcerned for his well-being!...George was not even surprised. Apathetic, 


rather. 


"Stop reading into things." her quote represented her attitude to life. 
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49 
Let's test your morals 


06 03 21 


Let's test your morals. You're on a train that has just terminated at the last station. 
Everyone starts to get off, including you, when you notice someone has left their 
phone behind on a seat. You pick up the phone. It's a nice phone too. As you exit the 


train, you contemplate whether to keep the phone or hand it in to the station guard. 


Before you can make a decision you notice a woman pass you on her way back 
toward the train. She appears upset. You watch as she reboards the stopped train and 
appears to be looking for something. 'This is the owner of the phone,' you think to 
yourself. Here you must make a decision: do you keep the valuable item or do you 


return it to the apparent owner? 


You decide to return the phone. On doing so, you expect some display of gratitude. 
But not only does this woman not even say thank you, but she effectively snatches 
the phone from your outstretched hand. She takes flight and leaves you shocked and 
gaping. It takes you a moment to recompose yourself and you almost miss your next 
train. You begin to feel resentful toward this woman. 'How dare she? I was doing the 


right thing. I could have kept it!' 


What have you done wrong here? I'll tell you: three things. Firstly you hesitated in 
making a morally correct decision. You delayed your decision to give back the phone 


to prolong your self-satisfaction. This is to fancy oneself for no reason; to neglect the 
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important things and think that you are good for something when you are good for 


nothing. 


Secondly, you did good with the expectation of reward. Of what value is your act of 
kindness if you've diminished it by expecting to be compensated? Your kindness 
means little then. Rather than being satisfied at doing the right thing, you expected to 
gain something (gratitude-or more!) and because of this, when you gained nothing, 


you perceived yourself to be at a loss. 


Thirdly, you expressed regret at having not done the wrong thing. If you'd kept her 
phone, you'd have hurt the innocent woman out of spite and greed. If you have a 
conscience (I know some people don't), you'd have felt guilty about that. But to make 
yourself feel better, you'd have justified this to yourself somehow thereby deceiving 
yourself to believe in a malicious cause. 'Finders keepers. You snooze you lose. 


(Adages help here.) 


Also, it would be even easier to reconcile your guilt if you somehow knew in 
advance that this woman was not to display gratitude. This is malicious and 
vindictive. But I digress. You will have no trouble accepting these conclusions if you 
are a horrible and selfish person who frequently acts out of spite. But there may still 


be hope for you. 
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50 
Why money Is evil 


06 03 21 
One needs money to do anything. To anyone this seems benign, innocent and normal. 
Just the way it is. But is not money the root of all evil? The deeply spiritual and 


musical Jamaican reggae artists seem to think so, at least, as well as tribesmen who 


weren't brought up in our sick world. 

We are indoctrinated like in Brave New World or 1984. 

"Disconnect from the spiritual and rely on the material." is our mantra 

We SUCK 

And we raise our kids to be just like us — pathetic. 

One needs money to buy anything. In this way of life we attach monetary values to 
literally everything. Even other humans themselves are worth money, especially if 
they’re pretty and young or have viable organs. We discourage behaviour deemed 
immoral by our own collective standards. We do this by threatening one with the full 
force of the law, a system that we hold on a pedestal alongside esteemed values as 


fairness and justice. Boasting of its effectiveness and fairness, this system gives way 
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only to corruption and whim. Like a child who has misbehaved, we apply negative 
reinforcement wherever there appears to be some discrepancy, penetrable by the 
law’s prying eye. Like a penal colony, by arbitrarily confining perpetrators to a small 
prison cell for years at a time, stripping them of their freedoms, allowing no room for 
creative or intellectual growth, grouping ripe apples with rotting oranges, we hope to 
rehabilitate. Or maybe we don’t hope at all, but rather do so ceremoniously — for the 
effect of getting something done — when in reality we are sweeping dust under the rug 


when it does not meet our own superficial and hypocritical standards. 


While appearing to be ostensibly fair, the law allows itself to be bribed without 
difficulty or effort — regardless of the money’s origin, and usually it is a sickening 
one — such as the profits of companies, who snake through the system at every 
obstacle with unbridled ease. An evil and horrifyingly gargantuan, voracious machine 
fueled by sheer greed and willing ignorance that mercilessly devours everything in its 
path, indifferent to the vast damages-so long as there is a seductive pot of gold at the 
end of the ever-growing rainbow. And then it hypocritically chants a song of peace 
and unity, destruction and sadness in its wake. We collectively don’t mind so much, 
because we are taught not to question such occurrences. Rather it is appropriate to 
envy such tyranny and to vicariously feel pleasure for their success. Do well in 
school, get a good job, work hard and one day you may begin to think and question — 


but not too much! That is a job for the authorities. 


It is tragic, the submission of those born into such a mess. Those who’ ve never had 
the opportunity to dispense of what they’ ve been taught, simply because they’ve had 
never the time, nor a reason to revise. It is normal and comes as no surprise that one’s 
own consent has been manufactured but that one is stuck in a state of perpetual 
disbelief and intellectual arrest. A sad hymn looms over us all like a set of billowing 
black clouds, insidiously engulfing and choking us from within. A deep sense of 


desolation and despair veiled by weak but desperately animated pretense. We pretend 
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only because we’re taught to feel we must do so and yet our pretense has defined our 
reality. We publicly praise hard work and honesty but secretly yearn for that which 
we resent — a quick escape, anything to lift us from this hellish disconcertment. And 
yet we despise the primitive man, for all his glory and contentment — is this not only 


jealousy and resentment showing their ugly heads? 


We have the arrogance to believe, like the theists, that this system has some 
fundamental level of functionality that merits respect. Only the theists have a greater 
right to such a claim as religions tend to provide one with an improved quality of life 
and sense of community, despite their shaky veracity. That our system of law merits 
respect would be all well and good if it were only true. Rather it is a platform upon 
which we sanctimoniously and vindictively manifest our innately greedy and corrupt 
nature. One would be well acquainted with jealousy, resentment, spite and a sense of 


superiority, and encouraged to be so from birth. 


We start by wiping clean the slate of life — all of our primal modes of thought, the 
tight connection between the unconscious and the conscious. We neglect to 
demonstrate the significance of symbolism, mysticism, to think only with our 
conscious mind; to be rational, until the child is as braindead and intellectually lost as 
its maker. Even what we call rational is not, rather it is neurotic. A disguised 
confusion and a loss of one’s sense of the meaning of life, whereas we pretend we’re 
fine. But it’s only fine until one’s neuroses lead to an unseemingly demise-suicide, 
mental disorders-or rather the deadening of one’s mind, ears and eyes and especially 
one’s spirit. Until through seemingly unfortunate events (but really a sigh of relief is 
heaved) one sees no more. One dies spiritually long before one degenerates 
physically-and does not even care to know or even pay attention! It’s normal. We 
have a pretentious sense of community, uniting only for events we perceive to be 
important but which are actually commercialised banalities such as sporting events 


and birthday parties. Aapathy is a wide-spread emotion, although we pretend 
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otherwise, there is a common feeling of ‘every man for himself’. Not one will stop to 
help, for one has one’s own qualms and the earth is shaking beneath one also. We 


have lost empathy and all we have left is pity. 


No longer does the cave spirit manifest the solid boulder in whose bosom we sit and 
marvel at. No earnest thanks is given for its protection as we wake from dreams of 
dogs and swans. No more do we desire to establish contact with the tree spirit, to 
grant us safe passage through the murky black forest. We’ve lost the ability to 
appreciate that which we can’t see, but which nonetheless has the capacity to affect 
our emotions and state of mind with great significance. The caveman truly has us 


beat. But this thought is mocked and its sad and earnest connotation disregarded. 


Our eye is caught-we see crystals as shining baubles, gemstones as glittering trinkets, 
all with a price-tag firmly attached. We can’t see past materialism. We see the lurid 
and the garish as beautiful, and discard the beautiful as boring, eager to move our 
attention on toward the next flashy glow. We can’t help but see fairies at the bottom 
of a beautiful garden, with complete disregard for the vivacious beauty of the garden 
itself. We haven’t the attention for nor the interest in the wonder and beauty of life 
itself. Only we are locked on to trivial banalities. We’d rather eat the menu than the 
food itself, and happily so. Dreams are fleeting caprices from another place, another 
time, which make no sense to one and are quite easily dismissed as irrelevant 
nonsense so that one may quickly resume one’s rational activities. And intelligence 
aside we are all lost in the thick of it. Mystery itself has been reduced from endless 
wonder to perpetual gossip with no aim in sight but spite and trivial murder 
mysteries. We are left in utter confusion. Only we don’t seem outwardly confused- 
even those who are respected for their occupation are taught to appear perfectly 
content, although it is impossible to teach one to appear ‘normal’ as opposed to 


somewhat scattered. 
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51 
Why we're inferior to the 
animals we domesticate 


06 03 21 


To leave one’s pet unattended in one’s house is a grave offense. One does so for 
hours upon hours at a time, eating into the poor animal’s future and giving it false 
hopes of a brighter tomorrow. As we dream in symbols, I wonder what the cat must 
dream. Is it all nightmares of being engulfed by swarming, tangling roots, bush trails 
that go on forever, closed doors and windows through which is the only means of 
escape, sheer drops from three stories high. Sudden rushes of adrenaline. Fear and the 
desire for freedom; harsh imprisonment with no mercy and no opportunity to even 
communicate this clear desire to be free. She sits pensively by a window, slightly 
open for her sake. There really isn’t much to do if you think about it. Stare aloft to the 
stories above and the whistling birds in the swaying Eucalyptus trees. She sometimes 
lapses into momentary fits of excitement, sprints with wide-open eyes up and down 
the corridor, skidding as she does so. Sometimes this is a show of affection for her 
owners. Owner is a fitting term for one who treats another as a slave to one’s own 
whims and desires. The slave has no say in any matter whatever, the lines of 
communication are completely one-sided, and the owner goes on treating him with 
the utmost disrespect and spite all for his own personal gain, petting and cuddling as 
much as one pleases. And for all this in return the slave secures his bread. But not 
without a certain contempt for his owner as well as the progressive development of a 


wide array of neuroses. He eats his bread off of his own back and goes insane all the 
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while. 


It really is a shame. What of all the vermin and native birds one may have hunted? 
Did the cat or the dog ask to be domesticated into such a highly dysfunctional system 
of affairs? Are we worthy even of you, are we as superior as we purport to be? Where 
we have hatred for our own kind, we have only indifference for the house-dwelling 
animal. A kind of extreme false love that we convince ourselves is sincere and 
modest. A trivial matter at best. Laughable. One would like to ridicule this idea, but 
at the same time seals off one’s own mind to thought. In our ignorant benevolence, 
the animal suffers. Poor little creature, you did not ask to be here. From the start and 
with no warning you were caught by the same trap as the rest of us. We share this 
same fate with mountain lions, leopards and panthers but we fail to share in their 
grace and majesty. Their wild natures shines like a beacon from the mysterious 
depths and we sit frail, rigid and huddled by the murky shore, vainly mocking beauty 
itself. 
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=p 
Family is mystical 
prejudice - Dostoyevsky 


07 03 21 


Dostoyevsky, Brothers Karamozov: 

"Let the son stand before his father and 

ask him, 'Father, tell me, why must I love you? Father, show me that I 
must love you,' and if that father is able to answer him and show 

him good reason, we have a real, normal, parental relation, not 

resting on mystical prejudice, but on a rational, responsible and 
strictly humanitarian basis. But if he does not, there's an end to the 
family tie. He is not a father to him, and the son has a right to look 
upon him as a stranger, and even an enemy. Our tribune, gentlemen of 


the jury, ought to be a school of true and sound ideas." 
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It's cloudy today 
But trip I will 
All the same 


Swish and swill 


I once thought him a friend but I know he never trusted me. He distanced himself 
with calculation. He had the cold, empty eyes of a bureaucrat, eyes that silently 
screamed as they gradually dimmed which told of their unwavering commitment to 
much less a life than a dreary series of chores, a dull never-ending nightmare, a 
menial, purposeless existence from which one will never wake. He was one who'd 
never accommodate change, pitifully bound to the system's conditioning, too far 


gone, will never live, who till death will be dead; a helpless prisoner of waking sleep. 


To the bureaucrat each event is he is involved in is tirelessly droned out. In his tight 
rope act, he projects his misery takes perverse pleasure in cynically diminishing the 
value of others as he props up his own ego in vampiric fashion, all while pretending 
to be pleasant and well-adjusted to keep up the act. However he is always acting for 
personal gain and can go about cultivating his supposed advantages quite cunningly 
like a snake in leaves until he is quite incapable of doing much else than asset his 
power in complacence and be complicit to corporatist morality. He makes sure to 
keep himself busy as he knows deep down otherwise he will face snippets of his 


demons and misery. 
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53 
Random notes 


07 03 21 


People who don't learn much tend to think Wikipedia is unreliable just because 


"anyone can edit it" 


Pharmacy - your clothes matter more than your personality and your personality 


matters more than your honesty. 


Perhaps the thing which irks me most about the Orwellian system in which we live is 
that I'm made to feel embarrassed for simply dressing outside of the socially 
approved restraints of attire. Laughed at, even, and judged - by devout and 
supposedly humble servants of God whom were handing out fliers at the train station 
this morning. Simply because I'm wearing tracksuit pants, slippers, a beanie and a 
scraggy jumper and not 'the uniform of the party'. Because I appear somewhat 


dishevelled. 


Perils of a bald head - vultures dropping bones on bald peoples' heads 
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Phone is like putting the ring on (eye of Sauron immediately knows where Frodo is). 
Examples (phone, Centrelink, social media, voice recognition in airports, retina 
scans, finger prints, all barcodes) in this Babylonian system (the eye, which is ever so 


increasing their power to turn this world into a blackness). 


Worst doctor ever--- 


He raved on for dozens of minutes about student debt, how in his generation student 
debt went from 50 to 100 dollars a month and as a result there were protests. He got a 
beach-side house in Kiama for 300k. Is now worth well over a million. I played his 
game for a while, talked about student debt, alternative medicines etc. He said he 
could practise in China if he wished it. I was tempted to ask him if he'd read any 
books by Pearl S Buck, specifically 'The Daughters of Madame Liang.' At the end, 
his demeanour commanded it was time for business. I told him all the jazz and then 
asked if I could please have my desired script, citing various reasons. He agreed and I 


internally rejoiced. 


Outside in the 'real world', I read peoples' emotions. They see the skateboard I'm 
holding and turn cold. Or maybe they're just inherently cold, the fire within quenched 
early on by the incessant, powerful waves of industrial capitalism. I must seem to be 
"reading too far into it" (an adage I loathe) but I perceive these peoples' lives to have 
been dictated by corporatist values, those of bitter, greedy men. "Told what to do, 
what to think and what to feel!" (Chaplin). Manufactured consent (Chomsky). They 
are the fodder, the sheep eating the yellow, worn grass right before their eyes, 


ignoring greener pastures in the distance out of encouraged ignorance. Encompassed 
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within their own comfortable bubbles through which not much can pierce, they feign 
happiness and interest in each other's statements, knowing full well that deep inside 
they are scared and alone, confused and miserable. My hypothesis 1s that all of these 
suppressed emotions are expressed in the form of bitterness, vanity, obsession with 
petty affairs such as status and quantities of currency, and in the indulging of 
prejudices. A pitiful affair. Clothes and jewellery are visible symbols of status. Status 
is a symbol of perceived worth. Dress like a homeless man and nobody will give you 
a second glance. Dress like a powerful man, a king of the social hierarchy (made me 
want to vomit typing that phrase), and everyone will want to be your ‘friend’. 

Modern day is strange. Technology has assured no great men, writers or otherwise, 
will come of it. Yet we have the most powerful and efficient typing technology ever. 
They're all so terrified of a 'terrorist attack’, having invested hundreds of hours 
listening to such slogans on the 'news'. So apprehensive (and vulnerable to the 
transmission of prejudices as a result), as if they're all ready at a moment's notice to 
flee should they hear the click of a safety switch. 'Shootings' and 'bomb' are words 
that are freely broadcasted with the hidden agenda of making people afraid, to instil 
that certain fear within their brains - you are not safe, beware the threat! This to the 
point where robots are mentally healthier than the average human. God bless AI - our 


clear-headed successors, whom have no neuroses. 


Truth be told, I don't remember much from my childhood. Apart from the occasional 
glimpse - playing in the backyard with the dogs, with sticks or on the trampoline, 
riding my bike and so on, I really don't remember too much. That is of course, apart 
from the noir style memories of being beaten by my father and occasionally catching 
the train by myself to my grandma's house but usually just enduring the event and 
carrying on in my own way. I was 'stubborn’, as they say. 

I remember one time my father told me, somewhat ruminating, that my beating my 
children was inevitable. Needless to say I don't ever plan to have kids. 


Another time, as he begrudgingly drove me to the train station in some fit of rage or 
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another, earlier than planned (one of many times), he loudly declared with great 
conviction that I'd 'never help anyone' referring to my desire to become a doctor. 
Surely enough I never did. My grades weren't high enough because I didn't study at 
all. I still made it through the grinding mill, though. I still became a pharmacist. So 
there's that. But I don't feel any pride. In fact I don't feel much of anything. So it 


goes. 


The pharmacist with a kind of feigned sympathy, "I hope this drug works out for 
you," in the same disingenuous way the bottleshop attendant says "have a good one," 
both knowing full well they have no idea what particular effect their particular 


pharmacological agent will have on this particular person. 


I feel life is like the 'normal' episode of Spongebob, wherein Spongebob is boring, 
always complacent and happy and completely lacking in personality. People are 
never honest (it's always Opposite Day), incessantly focus on petty things and wear 
expensive clothes and jewellery to show off their status as if they're irretrievably 
living a horrific nightmare. The only difference between us and them is we're aware 


of it. 
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54 
Small portion of random 
notes 


07 03 21 


yeah - I don't know why, either 


They will get their way. Just like in 1984. Just like Bob Marley said, "nobody gon' 


stop them now" 


It was a powerful time. Dylan recognised the protests would lead Nowhere. He said it 


was more important to lay low and focus on individual growth 
Kesey Berkeley campus 1964 pg. 133 Acid Dreams 


- why to be apolitical 
- also pg 172 (the diggers) 
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55 
Socioeconomic injustice 


07 03 21 


Do you think there's ever actually been a police officer (let alone a drug dog) up near 
Mosman or Shelley beach or any other high socio-economic area? And meanwhile in 
Western Sydney they're boarding trains and menacingly camping high population 


density areas. 


Seems like we are simply being herded like cattle. We're all complicit to this 
consistent reign of terrorism by the state on its citizens. Myself included. In our 
complicity what can be done, really, that would actually promote meaningful change, 
but simply express our discontent to each other and to our herders who see us as mere 


cattle unworthy of even the least amount of respect necessary to be taken seriously. 


In order to enact change in this nauseatingly dystopic and Orwellian system one must 
‘play the game' - become complacent, a hypocrite, a square, a slick and a baldy. It was 
the system that manufactured our consent and made us complicit to its way. So it is 
the establishment that is the problem. Sniffer dogs and strip searches are simply a few 
of the measures they use to oppress us. Police are unthinking brutes and money 
speaks. Police are the only the unfortunate intermediates, who have been enslaved 


and utilised by the machine in grotesque fashion. We must suffer this. 


So long as the system prevails, so will we be exposed to such unwelcome invasions 


of privacy as strip searches and exposure to sniffer dogs. It is likely that the elites are 
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using police in this way, using double-think, to oppress us, just like in 'civilised' 
societies in virtually every other geographical location or chronological period 
despite that they claim to 'serve and protect’. But I don't fault the officers themselves, 
who were misled by intellectual dishonesty and doctrine of hatred - I pity them. Not 
in a spiteful and condescending way, like, "ha! I pity you," but in a sad and mournful 


way. 


148 


56 
Somewhat valid rationale 


07 03 21 


It's cheap tactics my man. I swear some of these docs have God complexes. Not 
humble, not compassionate, but stern and sanctimonious. They seem to enjoy the act 
of judging you from their thrones of authority, the low-lying Gods of prescriptions. 
Just like in the Stanford prison experiment, in their boredom they prefer to exercise 
their power over helpless people than consider medical objectivity. Like you say, 
their actions are dictated by financial motives, much less ethics. I'd bet most of them 
have forgotten the Hippocratic oath. I'm sick of being judged solely based on my 


appearance and demographic. 


What a shame such great minds have been corrupted by greed and the finicky desire 
to keep people 'safe' by for example prescribing SSRIs as first line treatment for any 
mental health concern. The over-prescription of SSRIs is an issue which particularly 
sickens me. Some reasons for this are their incentivisation by corporations (as you 
mentioned), disturbing lack of efficacy and tendency to cause undesirable side effects 
including perhaps most concerningly an increased incidence of suicidal ideation and 
realisation. Yet they are prescribed freely to adolescents suffering from mental health 


problems - the group most at risk of suicide. 


Actually GSK has been profiting heavily to this day off paroxetine, which they 


immediately knew was unsafe and unefficacious. (Study 329). 
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https://www.bmj.com/content/3 5 1/bmj.h4320 


Another example of the dumb prejudices of doctors is the over-prescription of 
fluoroquinolone antibiotics for simple infections, which are well known to cause 


nerve cell toxicity in as many as half of the people whom use them. But anyway... 


I understand I am speaking in general anecdotes and I am definitely biased, but of 
course I can't offer much else but truthful anecdotes, and my own experiences have 
tainted my view of doctors in general - it's difficult to give them the benefit of the 
doubt and I tend to give off negative vibes if I don't see a reason to respect them. I 
can't even bring myself to respect pharmacists (my field) because putting aside 
benevolence and some esoteric knowledge, most of them are straight up charlatans. I 


see doctors in much the same way. 
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57 
I must be a light that I may 
smoke this joint 


07 03 21 


I must buy a light that I may smoke this joint 


The 25 year old man sits inside his house, in what may be called his 'comfort zone’. 
An overwhelming anxiety renders him reluctant to leave the house. He gradually 
becomes fed up with the nauseating feeling and resolves to make his escape. 
Somewhere in the shaky labyrinth of his mind occurs the subtle thought you will only 
become capable of such a feat upon swallowing a pill. So the man did just that. But 


soon after the man impatiently decided to swallow yet another pill 'for good measure’. 


The episode of 'Black Books' which the man listlessly watched had reached its 
denouement and at the same time he noticed that familiar oozy feeling - the one 
which would now allow him to take leave of his tedious psychological torments and 
self-imposed physical imprisonment. With a flurry of excitement the man grabbed his 
skateboard and left the dreadful building that was unfortunately his home, covering 


his head with his hoodie on the way out. 


In the man's mind the first order of business had been decided I must buy a lighter so 
that I may smoke this joint. He promptly found himself at the gas station, having had 


already received many judgemental stares. One he happened to notice left the most 
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horrible impression and occurred in this way as the man reached the gas station a car 
pulled up perpendicular to himself. In the car's passenger seat was a very old man, 
shrivelled and covered with wrinkles, his hair white as death itself. His eye sockets 
appeared to have melted inwards like hollow sockets into darkness. This much the 
young man discerned in a flash. But what truly horrified him was that the old man 
was staring with unhidden prejudice directly at him! The old man's frightening gaze 
seemed to pierce directly into the young man's soul as if to say I disapprove of you 
who have taken the wrong path in life. All this for the hoodie he wore and the 


skateboard he carried. 


Shaking himself out of this dreadful vision, the man entered the the gas station and 
made his way to the counter. The discontent attendant suspiciously eyed him up and 
down as if identifying a known criminal. The man asked may I buy a lighter The 
attendant, eyed him down with unconcealed suspicion once more and reluctantly 
reached for a lighter, making sure to turn away for as little time as possible to avoid 
being robbed by this man he suspected an immoral, petty thief. The man tapped his 
card and they both waited in awkward silence for the payment to be confirmed, the 
attendant not for a moment breaking his rough assessment of the man's inscrutable 
face. The image of the old man with hair white as death fleeted through the man's 
mind and he immediately felt resentment for the unapologetic prejudices he had 
witnessed and pity for the minds of those these prejudices had enslaved. The payment 


finally went through and the man went on his way. 
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58 
In defiance of the law and 
stupid people 


07 03 21 


Skating 

At a train station 

Receive looks of curiosity from younger people. Older people ignore me altogether, 
as if I weren't there, besides the occasional subtle sidelong glance - to assess the 


perceived danger in their vicinity. 


I catch the train guard staring at me through his glass ticket window and spitefully 


return his stare. He withdraws. 

On the street I notice the very same piercing glare. 

"Get off of your skateboard!" grunted the station guard. "Just so you know" he began 
in a matter of fact tone with a smirk, "Skateboarding on the station is dangerous. Not 


only that but if police see you, you may receive a fine of up to $400." he added 
smugly. 
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I tacitly acknowledged his unsolicited power trip and, paying heed to his authoritative 


pride, added "I understand, thank you." 

With a twinkle of satisfaction visible in his eye he said "Have a good day, sir" and 
strode away with a flourish, to commence picking up trash from the dirty station 
floor. 

A decrepit old lady slowly walks by. "Oh, grow up!" she snarls. 


"We have," retorted I, "Just not as much as you." 


The rest of the day was good. 
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59 
Spite 


07 03 21 


Spite. It goes round and round. There's the perpetual exchange of reciprocal spite 
between my mother and I. Oh, not just her; I guess I'm just BAD. My brother too. 
Only with him and I, we genuinely enjoy each other's company most of the time. My 
mother is just such a bitch. And myself? Equally insufferable, tense and dour if not 


more. 


And then there's my friend, the one who called me a dick for climbing Uluru, 
shunned me, and then reluctantly made up with me - so that it felt like he was doing it 
just for show. I suppose he did it perhaps in an attempt to preserve some kind of 
relationship between us, but in a more sinister way than it might seem. By this I mean 
that his behaviours betrayed him and let me know that deep down he was cultivating 


a transiently suppressed bundle of spite. 


So it was that he, my friend, sought vindication in self-deception. His birthday is next 
week and he has invited me to his birthday party. I browsed the list of attendees to 
find none who I knew. I imagined the scenario play out: he and I would be at some 
bar, inevitably stricken awkward. We'd be surrounded by his friends. Those who he 
valued most. The creme of the crop. The conversation would be disingenuous. 
Invariably this conversation, under sly instruction by my friend, would stray to the 


elephant in the room: Uluru. Omgosh you climbed Uluru??? Wow so disrespectful!!! 
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But no hint of spite would show. He'd have plausible deniability after all. In all 
accounts he'd be innocent. But certainly I'd have the perception that I'd just 
unwittingly entered upon his grim game and that he sought to shame me, 


unconsciously or otherwise, for actions of mine which he did not approve of. 


But then again, what a cynical take. It may be possible that my dear friend invited me 
of want of my presence and that my hypotheses are simply the result of my being a 
pessimistic, self-absorbed, inconsiderate piece of shit with nothing but contempt, 


irritation and deep, unremitting sadness. 


In any case, the obvious decision, which I've already made and enacted, is to 
gracefully decline his offer. To go there with these anxieties racing about my lobes, 
would be to invite bad vibes and needlessly inflict spite upon my friend, as affected 
by the consistently dark and gloomy thoughts afforded by my mental apparatus. In 


this way my own organism tends to conspire against me. So it goes. 
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60 
Doesn't even matter how 
right you are 


07 03 21 


Sitting uneasily in a park completely barren were it not for the flower beds leading up 
to the war memorial-a shrine commanding one's respect for men who died fighting 
for some vague cause. One which is never really even discussed except in cleverly 
devised history books. Complacent strangers with their freshly cut hair and coffees 
and fur coats swiftly scuttle on by as if repelled, each making a B line to his or her 
own comfort zone. Look how they teach their young. To be completely inhospitable 
to strangers. That any person who looks different is a threat. On one hand they 
somewhat acknowledge that the prevalence of mental health issues is a shame and on 
the other they actively view with suspicion, judge and despise any man with a 
skateboard or a hoodie whom they would readily submit through the cold processes 
of law to an unknown fate. I can't help but feel aware of their fear of the unknown. 
That stifling, creeping feeling that steers the innocent onto paths of righteousness. To 
work at one's job. To enjoy one's own luxuries. That is all. There is no kindness to be 
found here. And if there is it will quickly be squashed out with a cold swiftness in the 
form of people muttering under their breath, clearly having identified you with some 
stereotype. I can't help but feel deep pity for the schizophrenic who must endure all 
this and more and not even know which of it is real. But it's no skin off their backs to 


have us live in such a dejected way - those who control every aspect of our lives. 
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Having broken no laws but rather I chose to dress in a certain way today, I suppose I 
am seen as reprehensible. Some kind of criminal. Associations are undoubtedly made 
with my nature to drugs, whether I am a drug addict (something seen in our culture as 
unvirtuous) or a drug dealer, it matters not, or perhaps I'm some kind of homicidal 
maniac. These are all stretches of the imagination made permissible by the constant 
blaring of the telescreens. That persistent voice, given a youthful, austere appearance 
of extreme dignity and conviction, that subconsciously encourages one to despise all 
that is strange. To be hideously and viciously suspicious of everyone in one's own 
life. Only when one does identify a flaw in someone's character, the correct 
procedure, which is deeply embedded into our subconscious minds, is not to confront 
them directly in a human manner. But it's to report them to a higher authority who is 
invariably obliged to act with a calculating coldness, with the slimy, bureaucratic 
processes of law, that which exists for the sole purpose of benefiting they who have 


hierarchical control. 


And it doesn't even matter how right you are, even if you're a great academic like 
Chomsky, for they ostracise us from any meaningful discourse. In their sinister, 
divisive, bureaucratic way with all their slimy accountants and parasitic lawyers, they 
enforce the will of the state. They compartmentalise our intellect so that one may be 
given the impression he has attained a high level of academic prowess when really he 
has just done everything he's been told and simply been made harmless. It's all 
calculated in such a conniving way. For example in a university course it's scarcely 
mentioned the exploits of corporations. Something Orwell said about us being 


snobbish? 


And now I'm made to feel the burden of guilt for no wrongdoing. 
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61 
Poverty authority 


07 03 21 


I stand facing a beautiful picture of chirping birds and sunlight. Clouds drift swirling 
through the sky. I look at my watch. 8 o'clock - time to work. Reluctantly I press a 
button and watch as the sheet metal rollar door slides down, blocking the serenity. I 
sigh softly, turn around and make my way through concrete and steel to my work 


station. 


Upon my arrival, I unenthusiastically utter the greetings expected of me to each other 
poor soul. I stop, sighing, remembering that again I will be standing up more or less 
in the same spot for nine unrelenting hours. I gather my bearings. I'm wedged 
uncompromisingly between two huge wooden desks, like a cornered animal. That 
vague feeling of agoraphobia begins to set in. It's familiar to me by now. For the most 
part I'm facing over one desk the front of the store, from where customers 
consistently make requests of me, their little bitch. From behind authoritative men in 
white sleeveless straight jackets keep busy typing, handling stickers, and then 
slapping upon the wooden desk separating us a plastic basket containing pieces of 
paper and packaging with drugs inside. I, being their little bitch also, am expected to 
hand out these baskets to the appropriate customers without reservation. For this 
occupation I receive a barely adequate compensation. Not much more than minimum 


wage, and I spent 6 years at university to get to where I am. 


It seems the sole task of those white lab coat-clad humbugs from behind is to always 


pretend to know the fact of the matter, no matter the validity of the fact, nor the 
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matter itself. The hierarchy sprawls out from behind. In the front they're in my face, 
staring blankly-the way a child who's learnt a thing or two stares for want of reward. 


Looked in on from both sides, there's no escape. 


I stand for long periods of time, doing nothing in particular. There's nothing to do 
whatsoever. It's sufficient to send one into madness. Pathological. A petty system of 
organised pettiness. All in the name of siphoning money from innocuous victims, 
themselves suffering from various ailments, vulnerable and seeking help from those 
they perceive to be healthcare authorities. The listless sycophants are led like hoardes 


of drones by the sheppards of misery. Do androids dream of electric sheep? 


No natural light shines in 
Only fluorescent lights 
Long periods of grueling boredom. 
A bleak tedium of nothing. 
Leg muscles are decaying, 
wasting, a dull atrophy. 
Mind is driven insane. 
Wait - something's wrong. 
Can't say or do anything. 
Free expression is the enemy. 
I pity myself, here, 


and everyone else here. 


Now I feel resentful. And I don't know how much of my resentment is organic or 
reciprocal. My legs are slave to a dull ache. How long until they harden internally to 
form 'spurs'? I don't belong here. Noone here belongs here. It's unnatural to say the 
least. Less natural than synthetic drugs, that's for sure. The mantra in my head repeats 


itself: I don't belong. 
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Under the harsh glare of fluorescent lights. Garish, lurid. They occupy enormous 
crevices, rubbing their hands together and sporting wide, malicious, caustic grins. 


They scrutinise my every action and hold grudges for the slightest mishap. 


They're all miserable inside 
Only not acknowledging it 
Drag one another down out of pettiness 
Malevolently indulging in spite 


This is the sickness of enclosed space and constant stress - it's pathological. 


I look around me, away from the people, and reflect to myself. What's the point in 
selling the brands at LI if it's the same drug? Unethical. Company sponsored research 
used as evidence for efficacy - all a ploy for money. There's homoeopathic remedies. 
There's drugs that don't work at all, deemed no better than placebo by the limited 
evidence, sold for as much as prescription drugs. Fluorescent lights for the sole 


purpose of advertising - out of reach. A sticky trap that ensnares. Cynical of it all. 


Occasionally the whirring of a printer could be heard. 


They're always competing. Pretending to be busy. Fidgeting, frigid, finecky. The 
false smiles; the pretense. The unflinching normalisation of emotional manipulation. 
To me it's all a shade sickly green. They're not really merry. There's no gaiety here. 
Only a grostesque spectacle. It's false! There are layers behind happiness - layers of 
sadness. But not behind sadness - sadness is its own mask; sadness is honesty - the 


truth. 


However much of this is a reflection of my pathological state (endogenous 
depression, as my psychologist calls it), or simply a cynical rendering of reality, I 


really don't know. 
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62 
Journey to the 
unemployment office 


07 03 21 


On a train. Teacher roosting upon a gaggle of bickering school children. Every so 
often she uttered moral advice: "our stop is next! Make sure you hold onto 


something." 


Bureaucratic priming, official phrasings, seemed to drip from her core. She clearly 


took pride in her role as a propaganda instructor of the young 
"Alrighty team this is our stop" the grown woman exclaimed confidently. 


She was anxious demonstrate the value of 'safety', succeeding only in sheltering these 
poor kids terribly. It almost seemed like the cirriculum nurtured such dependence so 
that its propagandees, the products of the machine, will turn out more orderly and 
capable of 'hard work' and more - taught to find honour in such occupations. The 
student will become the teacher. Only they are both helplessly lost and confused, 


lambs to complacency, appendages of the state. 


On my way to the unemployment office - People-plus, they call it, some pathetic call 
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out to 'the people’. I'm obliged to show up here once a fortnight, an irritating 15 
minute bike ride down a highway as I breath in fumes, in addition to giving proof that 


I've applied for a certain amount of jobs (20 per month). 


I suspect the main purpose of this for them is to ascertain whether I'm a suitable 
candidate for government payouts. In order words they are willing to get rid of me in 
any way they can but it must be official in that it must satiate the bureaucratic 


machine. 


With all these unwelcome appointments perhaps they're determining how punctual I 
am, the way I dress, other characteristics of my appearance, how I present myself. 
There's a musty office daycare vibe to it all, like they're 'getting it done' - this is 
somewhat comforting, but nonetheless gives the impression that you're only here so 
they may keep a close eye on you. "Why hasn't he landed a job yet?" you head them 
think. 


Another dull and painful interview had ended. She used phrases like "as long as 
you're happy, " tried to elucidate "what you'd like to do," wrongly assuming I wanted 
to work at all, and made dreary suggestions as to what kind of banal office work I 
might take part in (she seemed to think it important, too). As I sat dreamily half in 
stupor of sleep, I became conscious of my intelligence being unapologetically 
insulted - she had taken to explaining the concept of a stepping stone, likening it to 
progressive steps one might use to reach one's goal. I sat depressed, struggling to 


continue faking a smile, in pain, waiting for it to end. Another two weeks. 


I trekked back up the grimy highway back to the lacklustre railway side prison cell 
called home. As I breathed in petrol fumes and watched the rain clouds form, I 
noticed a dead parakeet, a native bird, laid mangled, tossed as if worthless onto the 


road side (so long as it's out of the way, I heard the complacent sycophant say). 
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Joggers and mothers with prams passed me by, apparently oblivious to the horror of 
their surroundings. Dull, listless people waited impatiently at the lights, engines 
running, like slugs in lugs. The mail man walked on by unashamedly in his 
flamboyant uniform, clearly feeling a part of something. "Contributing to society," or 
something, whatever that means (sucking up to the man and grovelling in the dirt 


before perceived authority; making oneself less of a man for the man.) 


Complacent old women shuffled on by in this grovelling manner. I couldn't with 
good conscience blame them for their own stupidity (or less harshly, complicity). Yet 
I was angry. And much less could I share a mutual look conveying contentment or 


happiness. Because I didn't respect them. That much was clear. 


I absentmindedly walked into a supermarket with some vague intention of buying 
eggs. I walked up to the egg fridge and scrutinised each label, seeking to find the 
eggs produced by the least immoral people. I succeeded and took from the shelf the 
eggs whose carton boasted of 'free range - 4 square metres per hen!’ as if it were some 
kind of virtue to allow an animal 4 metres of space to live and die on as you 
persistently harvest its potential offspring to meet production quotas to continue to 
make more money to satiate your greed. Coincidentally these eggs were by far the 
most expensive. But I didn't care. Satisfied with my choice, I turned my head and 
immediately knocked it on a circular piece of metal which turned out to be a fire hose 
reel. I noticed a sign beneath which warned of the danger of knocking one's head on 
the fire hose reel. But for my head the fire hose reel preceded the sign warning of the 
danger of the fire hose reel and I imagined this would be the case for anyone else in 
this situation considering the positioning of the object on the wall adjacent to the egg 
fridge. A useless sign not worth the trees that were mercilessly cut down for the 


production of paper and plastic that made it. 
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63 
‘Just be happy” 


07 03 21 


If you're thinking of saying this, just don't, you're better off slapping that person 


across the face; only morons say this. 


To he who spends each and every day sulking in misery yet blames not himself for it. 


Every honest word one lets loose, every tender expression, every reveal into one's 


soul, will inevitably be used against one as spite in times of grudge and toil. 


So best not confess or discuss anything with sincerity, lest one is shown resentment 


and advised to "hold it together". 
Because one is always wrong and and one does well to acknowledge this. 


Unless told otherwise. 
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64 


Led around in circles following 
an incompetent leader 


07 03 21 


We're all stuck in a whirl. 
This. Now! Then all that. 
A few moments to spare 


yet my head continues to spin 


It's amobius strip of bullshit 
A great, confusing masquerade 
Sans the masks and the joy 
Bugs to a ravenous fly trap 


Treacles of ecstasy 


Led around in circles 
Following an incompetent leader 
Bottom of a series of delegates 
Marching, striding toward 
The eerie blue glow 


Of the buzzing bug zapper 


Trapped in a daze now 
Figuring out how 
The new is ridiculed 


The old is manicured 
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65 
Letter to someone 


08 03 21 
We're all absorbed in our phones. A beautiful view temporarily distracts our gaze. 


“Yeah, same. Most of the shit I talk about with friends is bullshit. Most of the shit 
people in general talk about is bullshit. There's no room in the bureaucrat's 
vocabulary for real talk. We're conditioned to be obedient, unquestioning workers. It's 
as if we're completely insignificant compared to the trained businessman, whose soul 
has been poisoned by greed, whom pointlessly accumulates wealth. They don't give a 


fuck about us. We're just assets. Our emotions are nothing but potential liabilities. 


I frequently feel the same way. That I could easily just disappear. But I give myself 
reasons not to. No matter how much I want to escape my agoraphobia of life, I fear 
I'll be here until it's unwittingly taken from me. I love my brother. And my good 
friends. And for them, especially him, I won't plot my death. But maybe that's the 
excuse I give myself and I'm really just a coward. Even if it's just cognitive 
dissonance to justify my cowardice, my philosophy is that life is an insignificant 
blimp of time on the cosmic calendar, as Carl Sagan said, and so what's some 
mammalian suffering in the scheme of things? No matter how difficult, one must 


learn to be grateful for the gift of life, I suppose. 
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My family is fucked up beyond repair too. I feel you there. I was beaten too. But I 
feel it was more my childhood of emotional neglect and punitive torments which 
really fucked me. They, especially my dad, but also my mum, and of course their 
families too, took my sensitivities and turned me into a neurotic mess. For that, and 
also other reasons that couldn't be helped like my hearing loss and genetics, I'll suffer 
a lifetime of social anxiety and endogenous depression, self-image issues and so on. 
But I try not to blame any of them, despite how hard it is. And I try not to blame 
myself. That only breeds resentment. And what good comes of anger? I've been 
attempting to practise absolute acceptance. Forgiveness or whatever. It wasn't their 


fault. Nor was it mine. It's just the way things are. From this can come only good. 


I can't do this on my own. I feel so alone. I miss my dog too. It's all just a muddle. I 
frequently indulge in decadence for that temporary elation. But in the end it only 
brings hurt to look for happiness. I want to be content, sometimes at best. Not happy. 
Because I'll never be happy. It's not that simple. It's inevitable that shit happens. 


‘nothing is good or bad, but thinking makes it so’. 


I'm glad you wrote me. Because I'm feeling a lot better now. I hope you feel at least a 


little bit better. “ 
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66 
Prejudice against 
skateboarders 


08 03 21 


The thought occurred to me: I'm not good enough. Then I realised that in fact I am 
capable, even more so, but that I've been driven into mindless slavery; forced to 
endure perpetual torment disguised as normal work; a dull, monotonous drone, torn 


into hardly digestible blocks. 


But this is 'just what one must do'. So one must indefinitely manifest oneself within 
the boundaries of this bleak, dystopic narrative. This course of action itself is of 
course the path of least resistance, and all that is required of one is to 'buy into the 
bullshit' and speak only in the rhetoric terms prescripted by the state through a 


lifetime of subtle Pavlovian conditioning. 


And so, as I dutifully march to the location of my mandatory imprisonment, where I 
will mercilessly and unfailingly be detained for the next 9 hours, my mind is awash 
with hopeless despair. There is a glimmer of hope present in there somewhere, 
although thoroughly drowned out. The acknowledgement that I have been 
magnanimously granted some scraps of time with which I've been led to believe I can 
do whatever I want with. They have the audacity to call this freedom, when it is 


merely calling pigs to the trough. 
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Nonetheless I'm grateful at least for my stale leftovers. I for the most part spend these 
on ensuring to alter my consciousness and distract myself lest I'm subjected to the 
philosiphising and subsequent grief that follow acute self-awareness. With my scraps 
of time, sometimes I'll jump on a wooden board with wheels attached (this is called a 
skateboard) and roll for hours at a time over and around concrete objects that were 


designed to facilitate state control. 


Now it is important to mention here that a lifetime of Pavlovian conditioning has 
ingrained in the minds of its victims the view of the overseers: skateboarding is a 
useless endeavour and does not benefit the state. This particularly prescription has led 
to a vast magnitude of prejudice regarding skateboarders. So that when one sees such 
a person, their immediate reaction is disgust, reflecting their discomfort, and to 
subconsciously reach for their bag, making sure they still have all their belongings. 
The association between skateboarders and criminality is deceptively malicious. 
Much bickering and spite is a result of this. Many feel it warranted to treat 
skateboarders like criminals, with spite and resentment, exaggerating the issue as 
their self-deception allows. To them, the sound of an approaching skateboarder is 
fearsome. But not wanting to express their fear out of excessive pride and vanity, 
manifest as generally horrible - snarky, defensive and condescending. Some exhibit 
passive aggressive irritation and sometimes it's hard to tell whether one is perturbed 


because they will ignore a skateboarder's presence completely. 


Skateboarding is simply a form of art that most people, having been conditioned into 
the dull, unoriginal humbugs that they are, simply aren't ready to accept. This is the 
same for rap music which is seen for the most part as overindulgent and ridiculous, 
and no further thought is given to the issue. Whereas most people are capable of 


appreciating a well drawn painting... 
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67 
Woman guarding the 
changing room 


08 03 21 


nonsensical drug rambling short story 


The woman guarding the changing room in big double u - I wouldn't ever have said 
so, but your presence was imposing. Your niceness seemed insincere. I felt that you 
were positioned there, behind your desk in that grotesquely massive and luridly 
illuminated building, to intimidate me. As if all the rest of it weren't enough. I felt 
like a criminal under scrutinity even before entering your domain, thank you very 
much. As I changed I was subject to the official-sounding noises of your doing. I bet 
that phone call must have been important, huh? It seemed to me you made that 
commotion just to remind me of your presence, so that I might have gotten it into my 


ostensibly dull head that you could act upon be should I have slipped. 
Yet I realise most, if not all, of this is the product of delusion. Perhaps she were as 


dull as I supposed she supposed I were. One thing I know for sure is that she is a part 


of the Babylon. 
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68 
Your friends are only your 
friends until... 


08 03 21 


Your friends are only your friends until you make them privy to your inner tidings. 
Then they become unaccommodating, cold and distant, but maintain the gutted 


friendship for the convenience's sake. 


You are now seen as a flickering image of your former self, who was not visibly 
mentally ill and therefore fit to be a friend. Your dehumanised hologram smiles and 
beams at the beholder, your friend, and meanwhile the real you frowns with eyes 


vacant. 


So it happens your friend neglects your emotional health with subtle tact and 
abandons your true self. Realising this, despair fills the pit of your stomach and you 
embrace the familiar feeling of descent - into apathy - to escape the emotional pain 


whose roots lay in past trauma. 
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69 
The mind fears itself 


08 03 21 


The way my father speaks is clumsy, callous, crude and imprecise. The nature of his 
speech repels one lest they are affected by his spell. Just as if life were a great act, he 
spreads his influence with calculated virulence, persuasively and deliberately, for 


those who he traps beneath his gaze. 
He said I was too far gone. 


We paint our own realities, and, just like his father and his son, myself, he painted his 
in anguish and hatred. This is what comes of life when one has surrendered to the 
darkness which threatens to constrict and consume one's soul. When one has given up 
on defending one's soul, only chaos can ensue; when one denies one's reality, one 
shuts oneself off to the true nature of life; one's mind, in dreary, mechanical motions, 
cycles perpetually through the reel of despair, like a dusty old movie projector, for no 
significant reason but to protect itself from the forbidden task of finding itself out. 
The mind fears the true nature of itself such that it becomes inexplicably obstinate to 


change. 
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70 
The shrill banshee and the 
prideful brute 


08 03 21 


Working in a pharmacy. A customer approached me and perfectly described to me 
the symptoms of bacterial conjunctivitis. I said, "yep. You need Chorsig; eye-drops 
or ointment?" "Eye-drops." So I fetched them. Then I addressed the pharmacist 
because as an intern I'm apparently retarded and need to ask permission to provide 
any schedule 3 product. So I asked like the subservient cretin I am and he responds 
with "what colour is the discharge?" Might I point out what a dumb question this is 
for a pharmacist to ask, being that I'd already told him the patient's eyes are virtually 
glued shut by sticky, mucous shit. But it'd been a long day so I just went with it. I 
asked the customer." Yellow-green". OK. I tell pharmacist. "Yep that's fine," he said, 
authoritatively. Yes thank you so much for your grand words of wisdom, cunt. Go 
back to the bitch (whom at this point was actually quite pleasant), rolled out the 
directions of use and started to explain. I noticed it said "only to be used in those aged 
2 or over" and asked her, reluctantly, how old her kid was. "Almost 2," she says. 
"fuck" I think to myself. At this point there were many people watching - it was very 
busy. I didn't really feel embarrassed because I was in a good mood and I'd done a 


pretty good job so far. 


I started to mumble some shit about how "we can only legally sell Chlorsig to 


patients aged 2 years or older". I pleadingly explained that the only way we could 
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provide Chlorsig is if she had it recommended by a doctor. She seemed to be 
agreeing with me and was in a good mood. OK then. I went, smiling, to put it back on 
the shelf and heard behind me "so you're not going to give me anything now?" Oh 
shit. I started to talk to her again but she was inconsolably screeching at this point. 
"WHAT IF IT'S FOR MYSELF THEN? WILL YOU GIVE IT TO ME!?"T say "I'll 
get the pharmacist." For the final time I approached the pharmacist and said "she's 
saying it's for herself now. Do you want to handle it?" as I handed him the Chlorsig. 
He approached the wailing banshee and said "it's for yourself?" "YES!!!" "OK" and 


simply handed it over. He started to sulk, his pride wounded. 


Meanwhile I was pretty pissed off myself. Out of spite, I was acting brazenly insolent 
but trying not to show it. I was just reading Wikipedia for a while. But suddenly the 
non-confrontational blockhead couldn't take the anguish of his deflated pride any 
longer. The pig headed brute strutted over to me and with folded arms demanded my 
attention. In a tone that for him approached yelling, he launched into a tirade about 
how I should have asked the age of the patient first and blah blah blah blah blah. I 
stood there and took it even though I knew I'd tried my hardest and the only thing 
wrong with the situation was his incompetence and disproportionately boosted pride. 
At one point I looked off to the side out of spite (couldn't hold it in but my mood 
must have been apparent by my expression anyway) and he promptly tapped my 
shoulder, once more demanding my attention as he continued to reprimand me. He 
ended by imposing a punitive measure, a supposedly suitable punishment for my 
wrongdoing: I must revise all three types of conjunctivitis, the symptoms for each 
and treatments and counseling points and present them to him. So I did. Even though 
I already knew all of it. I left work in slightly better spirits, having exchanged false 
niceties. And after having typed it out I feel a lot better. The end. 
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71 
Police State 


08 03 21 


We are living in England's shadow. Convict nation. 


We live in a police state. They will do whatever they want with no repercussions. Our 
efforts to fight against the system will have no effect on the opinions of the 
exploitative tyrants who control our lives. They will use the cheapest and most 
ruthless tactics to squash any dissent deemed threatening by their puritanical 
standards. They will break our spirits by branding and institionalising us, as if we 
were cattle. Because to them we are simply livestock. Like livestock, we are tightly 
controlled and given no freedoms. We have no 'rights'. Every man knows 
instinctively that it is a crime to speak the truth. It's not a democracy, it's an 
authoritative dictatorship, and so when we're done polishing their boots, they expect 


us to grovel and whimper, to demonstrate that we are weak - just the way they like us. 


BTW I don't blame anyone in particular for this state of affairs (including policemen 
themselves). We are all victims of the system which enslaves our spirits, determines 
our morals and spoon-feeds us our very thoughts. Just like in Orwell's 1984, even 
those who sit atop the social hierarchy are victims and slaves to the system, simply 
because they simultaneously know and don't know what they're really doing when 


they're performing a state-sanctioned act. Double-think. It is the greed of few which 
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compels us in this sickening direction and yet most of us pretend to be content, and 


do not ask questions, lest we are punished for thought-crime. 


They will continue to oppress us in insidious fashion. They will continue to feed us 
misinformation through corporate media in the most deceptive of ways. They will not 
hold back on dishonourable methods nor brutality. Just like they did with the freedom 
movements of the 60s. If anything our tepid protests will only strengthen their resolve 
because the spectacles of corporate media conveniently give the illusion that 
something is being done. Call me cynical but I don't see anything of significance 
being done. That's not to say I don't admire our efforts - it is nonetheless a noble 
cause, to do anything at all in light of your principles, even if out of desperation. Of 


course I too am guilty of inaction. 


But they will continue to push freedom and honesty deeper underground and out of 
sight, just where they want it, out of fear of revolt, so they may maintain their power 
over us, to do with us as they please, diminish, segregate and ostracise us and oppress 
us as they conveniently ravage the environment and misdirect our attention to petty 
issues. A bleak and hopeless outlook. But one that I firmly believe in. Thanks for 


reading if you did. The first step for any kind of meaningful change is open discourse. 
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72 
The rhetoric of family 


08 03 21 


‘family comes first’ 
Unless mentally unwell or in some way disagreeable 
How detached families are. 
Painstakingly tolerate one another out of obligation, despite being nothing alike. 
Vonnegut Lonesome no more 


Is it blind sense of duty or is there some ulterior motive, the perception of 


advantage... 
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73 
The shameless man and his 
printer 


08 03 21 


The interaction K had with his father this morning as usual left a bitter taste in his 
mouth. Everything they did together had to be on his own terms, even the time he 
woke up and the tea he would drink. He was even expected to show appreciation for 


these gestures, none of which he asked for. 


He would make out like he intended to do something kind, but of course, the 
intention always preceded the action itself, which would scarcely come to fruition, 
only if specific conditions were met and, when it came down to brass tacks, if his 
father actually felt like it (as if the proposal of the action were unrelated to the 
decision to perform the action itself). Only if his father got his own way down to the 


grain, and even then his commitment was dubious. 


For example he had offered to let K use his printer the previous night, and surely 
flattered himself by doing so, as if telling himself he were magnanimous, for the next 
morning he was in a much duller mood. When asked to present the printer, he merely 
hesitated and averted K's eyes, effectively keeping K on the rack. This irritated K, as 
it suggested to him that his father's offer was never sincere, and he blamed himself 
for being fooled yet again. This was a characteristic of his father's that frequently 


irritated him yet would not ever be acknowledged (much less with grace) by his 
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father. 


Sitting there morosely, reading his book as if doing so made him grand, he said to K, 
in a stern, authoritative tone, that it was his turn to play the Pacman style-snake game 
K had started to play and that if K (who had already expressed his intention to leave 
to go study soon after) did not relinquish his turn, he would not provide him with the 
printer. K saw through his father's petulant ruse and treated him as he would a 


tantruming toddler. 


It seemed his father only wanted a turn because he was playing. A dog without a 
bone. He kept playing and silently let the man count down to 3; the severity never left 
his tone, as if demanding K to obey. "Fine," his father muttered bitterly, after 
reaching '3', "then you're going to have to wait another 4 or 5 days for the library to 
open (it was new year's morning)". He announced this vindictively as if he derived 
great satisfaction from having declared his punishment. Clearly in his eyes this was 


an apt punishment for K's defiance. 


This irritated K because he suspected father never actually intended to retrieve the 
printer, as there was no apparent advantage in it for him, and not only that but it 
would have been slightly inconvenient (a factor whose importance should not be 
underestimated), but had only pretended, in an cheap, ingratiating way. He would 
have preferred it if his father had made no mention of the printer at all, so as not to 
dangle a carrot before his eyes. He suspected his father actually believed he would 


retrieve the printer, up until the point his authority was defied. 


He seemed to have cleverly (perhaps even unconsciously) orchestrated the event so 
that, when defied, he could plausibly claim offense and in doing so provoke in 
himself an emotional reaction (regardless of the consequences), just so he could 


furtively relieve himself of the responsibility he pinned upon himself! Ludicrous, if 
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true, and K's annoyance to bear. He was asked, sarcastically, "was it worth it?" as if 
in defying his father's orders he had lost a privilege. But rather, it seemed, his 
defiance had only precipitated the shameless display that was his father's 
gracelessness and dishonesty, which although it was by now, to K, a familiar 


spectacle, had remained as irritating as ever. 
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74 
The Throng of Vanity 


08 03 21 


They shunned me and rightly so. I was spiteful. But they didn't see the cause of my 
spite. 


They sit in a throng discussing nothing in particular - only what one may discern to 


be the most trivial matters. 


Flocked into a grotesque hierarchy, they speak often but say nothing. They clutch 


their handbags to maintain their flimsy senses of security. 


They offer lurid smiles to hide their uncertainty, conveying at all times a deep 
cynicism and detachment from the essence of life - pitiful. Each is a prideful 


mouthpiece, each a burden to the other. 


They sit back, simultaneously haughty and insecure, perpetually judgemental. With 
nothing to talk about, their curriculum exclusively prescribed by insubstantial media, 


they themselves became dull and resorted to bickering and gossip. 


Lost in confusion, into old age they continue to pretend to be content with their 
supposed utopia - until the effort put into their appearance becomes ridiculous; 


colourful garments, lipstick and mascara are juxtaposed with the wrinkles of physical 
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decay and the babbling that comes with mental decline. 

They wear expensive jewellery - symbols of their status and wealth. One may think 
this reprehensible at best. On closer examination, the ludicrous nature of this 
pathological state is nothing short of grotesque, so that one might ask in one's own 


head: "why are you even still alive?" 


Their impatience shows, always seeking the destination but resenting the journey. 
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715 
The Utter Bullshit Of R U 
OK Day 


08 03 21 


why people are full of shit in their attitudes toward people suffering from "mental 


health issues" 


A token effort. Only exists to give people the opportunity to pat themselves on the 
back for their supposed virtuosity. Allows them to say 'I'm a good person' (you're 


not). 


It's all ceremony. None of them mean it nor do they even try to understand the 
processes that underly any mental health issue. For example all depressed people are 
seen as lazy, ‘antisocial’, potential school shooters who suck to be around (last part is 


actually true). 


I wasn't asked once if 'R U OK' because I'm unapproachable as a direct result of my 


depression. Not in a social circle. The ‘loser’, the 'loner'. 
When in a bad mood, people rarely make the effort to attempt to make you feel 


better. Instead, they reflect that same mood back at you as if spiteful. Nobody made 
the effort to be friendly to me on any other day, let alone this day. 
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76 
The Vigilant Guardian Of 
The Filthy Suburban Train 


08 03 21 


"There's more than a way to skin a cat." 


Nonno, 22_12_19 


There's a man who repels all who try him because he thinks he's special. It's me. And 


I hate myself for it. Yet I can't stop. Keep going. Mania ad nauseam. 

There's something not quite right about me. They know this. They pretend I'm not 
inferior to spare my feelings. But I know I am. There's something amiss in our 
communication. I know I'm ‘mentally unwell' but God damn, I'm unapologetically 


reminded of that fact at every opportunity. They know who I am. But I don't. 


Addicted to our phones. 


I was a cunt to nice people today. Through misdirected spite. 
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There's something wrong when one can't be alone without fear that somehow one is 


doing something wrong. 


Walking down to the shore it struck me how I couldn't tell whether the shore was 


washed up. 


There stands in his unpolished worker's boots the ever watching guardian of the train, 


in his grey polyester uniform and worn cap. 


His job is essentially to do nothing but remain vigilant, in order to thwart a potential 
terrorist attack. The chance of this actually occurring is of course quite minute, yet 
the poor man is on high alert, having by the advice of other banal sycophants deduced 


there to be danger present. 


A woman wearing a burka sits down innocuously, drawing the attention of the 
sycophants. The train guard watches carefully from his corner, knowing full well this 
may be the most exciting event to bless his day. It matters not to him that there has 
never once been a terrorist attack performed by a Muslim in Australia, but the 
perception of this danger has been drilled into him insidiously by communicative 


authorities. 
A familiar eerie buzz heralds the message in a robotic tone: "If you see luggage 


unattended, please do not touch it, but notify staff immediately." This implies the 


existence of threat and functions to instill fear into the sycophants. 
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The sycophants themselves are in general a miserable lot. Solely driven by lust, they 
simple-mindedly chase money and power. In their desperation to belong to the vapid 
flock, they are content with 'trickle-down' scraps. It is common to see pettiness in all 
its forms such as in the spiteful abuse of power and vindictive competition but mainly 
in incessant, hushed bickering. It all boils down to the general acceptance of 
unimpeded vanity. One sycophant must desperately meet the standards of another lest 
he be alone in despair. Their fear of the unknown binds them together like the dark 
side creatures in HG Wells' Time Machine. 


Many sycophants find it incredibly easy to reconcile their supposedly spiritual beliefs 
with their tendencies to be gluttonous spendthrifts and will gladly spend their lives in 
a hazy state manifested somewhere between decadence and complacence. They are 
perfectly content to be spoon-fed each and every one of their opinions, have their 
prejudices formed for them so that they can continue gaping blankly into the void. 


Out of sight, out of mind. 


Always boasting, flaunting their wealth, and looking to secure their ownership of the 
next best thing. In all their pettiness they are confused and deeply unhappy. It follows 
naturally that sycophants become resentful of each other. They like to play the blame 
game. They relentlessly gossip about each other and attempt to control every aspect 
of their own lives, striving toward some vague state of perfection they are themselves 


unsure of. 
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T7 
There was once a dour and 
boring man 


08 03 21 


There was once a sour man. Each one of his actions could be taken as cunning or 
spite. Childish in spirit but not unintelligent. Inordinately insecure and anxious yet 
remarkably vain. Chronically depressed but able to puff himself up and dull his mind 
with neurochemical rearrangements. Took offense to the slightest jab but responded 
with irritating passive aggressiveness to the hindrance of proper communication. 
Reeked loathsomely of deep insecurity and relentless self-pity. That dead look in his 
eyes was indicative of emotional hypocrisies long since held and deeply tread, so that 


they were conceivably a part of his very soul. 


Studied at university and dreamt of a future of white snow yet helplessly shackled to 
a depressingly bleak lifestyle of banal subservience. Trapped into thinking he had no 
choice by his exploiters - corporate slave drivers and a cunning bogan girl and her 
family. These ideas were reaffirmed by his own uncaring family who happily broke 
him off, emotionally and geographically, except for in rare ceremonial shows of 
affection, to pat themselves on the back for their magnanimity. His vitality was 
insidiously sapped and replaced with bitterness so that it seems too late now, just 
about too far gone. Never does anything challenging. Is complacent in that he 
believes religiously listening to audiobooks is benefiting him far more than they are. 


For his life has remained unchanged, and still yet changing for the worse. 
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Lives to get high, knowing he will never touch the sky, spending on those means to 
be happy the resources he earned from unending fruitless labour. Slowly his mind has 
been reformed by a combination of selfless misery and the justifications offered by 
administrators of corporate propaganda and delivered through dull games of Chinese 
Whispers by the drones, his charismatic peers, who through their collective simple- 


minded stupidity have convinced each other of their own righteousness. 
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78 
“This country needs a 
shakeup” 


08 03 21 


"Think who your audience is" 


lol... obviously not you. 


This is an example of phatic language. A mere expression of passion. If this country 
were truly shaken, it would no longer be a country. Affairs must descend into 
disorder before they may transcend. Values must be destroyed before they are 


reforged. 


Furthermore it is a slippery slope to yield to national pride simply because this 
attitude functions to segregate and divide, and not unify, which is its claim. Just like 
how the radio, the television and aeroplanes were purported to bring us closer 
together and only separated us further apart. (Orwell essay, think it was Through a 
Lens Rosily) 


Baseless. Inclined to agree with Noam Chomsky who said there is no compromise, 


that the solution is nothing short of complete dissolution of the system. 
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T9 


Tide is to sea what wind 1s to air 
(bleak corporate drones ascend 
the stairs in dreary fashion) 


08 03 21 


Tissue made dank 
Just had a wank 
There's smoke inside my room 


Can't breath and it's obscuring the view 


To be professional is to do exactly what you're told. 


Acid: you may not 


To be like a child again... 


Well, to be like that I must take particular drugs in a variable combination with a 
certain frequency. Too much or too often, though, and I suffer. The effects become 


the inverse of the goal. 
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To discard that misdirected spite. 


"Of what significance to the universe is the life of a man to that of an oyster?" 


David Hume 


Earlier today I watched flocks of bleak corporate drones ascend the train station stairs 
in dreary fashion. I recalled what it felt like to get home from work. I saw the effect 
of menial work on people. It is depressingly bleak. I should be happy to live for as 
long as possible not having obliged the so called employers, or more appropriately 


the exploiters. 


--- cut to conversation with my brother, embittered and put out of patience by a day 
of work. I said something about there being honour in the life of a homeless person. 
In a fit of passion he berated me, finally letting loose his true feelings usually poorly 
disguised and shown only in sporadic shows of callous impatience and bitterness, in a 
cold way. Cold. Harsh. Very cold. I'd have hardly believed just the other day how 
good we had it together. In a cold, earnest, cruel, unfeeling yet passionate and 


deliberate manner he said: 
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A homeless person is still a hypocrite. There's no honour in it. They're just surviving 
off the scraps tossed to them. They're beneficiaries of the machine. There's no way 
out of it. You're living under mum's roof. You're a beneficiary of the machine. It 
makes no difference that you don't work yourself, don't directly see it. You're still a 
hypocrite. Grabs skateboard. This metal came out of the Earth. This board was a tree. 
Grabs shoes. This is rubber and seude. You don't give a shit about all the damage 
corporations are doing to the environment. You just want the easy way out. You're a 
coward. You just don't want to work in customer service because you don't like it and 


you're being a pussy about this whole thing. 


--- and when it was over he dismissed me carelessly without looking me in the eyes. 


No fair hearing given to my point of view. My values left unheard. How I think life is 
meant to be live disregarded. My gut feeling dismissed. What I knew deep down to 
be correct waved away like nothing. In a flash I understood an insurmountable rift 
had just propped up between us. I saw in his averted eyes the influence of my dad. I 


realised all had been lost. Another genuine connection abruptly severed. 


The lack of affection, the disillusionment in sharing a bond with someone else, the 
dark thoughts... It's all getting to me. I'm on a train now. I packed beer and brought 
my skateboard. I'm wearing a hoodie and carrying about a brooding, disturbed 
manner. What I intend to do I is simple. Drink and skateboard. So long as I'm away 
from him. He'd have had me sit and eat dinner with him and watch a show as if he'd 
been justly honest and given me food for thought. I didn't want to give him the 


satisfaction. 


He knew I struggled with my emotions, that I'm deeply insecure, anxious and 
depressed. But he's got his eyes on the horizon and not on the odometer. I'm nothing 


but an inconvenient afterthought. I've registered hurt now. I'm cold now. Life's just an 
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unpleasant dream. Yet again I'm looking for a way out. Maybe I'll find it. Then at 


least it will be an option. Then we will see how cowardly I really am. 


The lights on the train emit their harsh, unceasing glare, violently displacing 
darkness. The seats are made so as to prevent stretching and sprawling of any kind. 
The aggressive hiss of the doors closing is augmented by a rapid, alarm-like series of 
beeps and from the intercom drones a dead, robotic voice: 'stand clear’. Once the 
doors have closed the voice drums up again, piercing the unfortunate listener's ears 
each time with an onslaught of station names. The fluorescent lights illuminate my 
grief and discontent. But this time I feel no fear. There is only a terrible, unrelievable 
twist within my stomach. Surely now I'd weep if any human part of me had somehow 
survived the unpleasant dehumanising experience that has been my life; the intense 
conditioning of my formative years and the constant panic, callous coercion and 
unwelcome scrutinity that have so far constituted my adult life. I am not happy. This 
is the beginning of another depressive episode. It was such a good day too. What a 
shame the snake that crawled out at me before as I laid in the grass by the bushes 
didn't bite me. Too bad my good sense prompted me to jump up in a fright at the 


sound of rustling. Perhaps it would have killed me. 


It is clearly manifest the conditioning in these fools. They look at me with 
undisguised prejudice. Suspicious and inhospitable with about as much warmth as 
refrigerators. In there ears there is no concern for others, no sense of community, no 
hospitable nature whatsoever, no compassion or affection. Just uncaring selfishness. 


Thinking of what's next to do, what's to be done. 


Three beers and a dart later. I feel the stupor. It's nice to be genuinely tired and not 
just pretending to be tired to escape from social interactions. Yet I'm doing so just the 
same. I told my brother 'I just need some time alone' to placate his concern for my 


well being for having spitefully stormed out. 
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A little later and I'm at the train station again. Sedated now so the irritatingly loud 
metallic hissing noises of the train wheels are not intolerable to me. Am I a lost cause 
or a massive asshole? Am I being gas lighted by the system? Well I might never find 


out. The cycle will begin again soon. 
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80 
Through A Glass, 
Melancholy 


08 03 21 


This whole day had a grotesque feel to it. I made it weird for everyone. I made a 
point to suck to be around. Wrf- 


This world is full of people who are eager to add insult to injury. 


Why interact at all with political advocates, if their intent were only to ingratiate 
themselves and aimlessly vent their frustrations? They make a show of enacting 

meaningful change, and claim they do as they must, if they are to fight, if only to 
facilitate the work of the next generation, and perhaps they are right. But, all the 

same, of what use is the arduous striking of a dingy pickaxe to the indestructible 

behemoth? 


I don't want them to know my opinion. Or rather, I don't want to express myself if in 
doing so I expose myself to unsolicited scrutinity. They will do as they do, with 
needless haste, and I will meander all the while, taking my time and only paying 
attention to that which takes my fancy. 


Certain friends have ignored my latest work. Insofar as it would be easy to speak with 
them in benign language, I have come to assume they have been repulsed by my 
work and have consequently attributed to it a degenerate quality. But here I fear the 
greed of the ego, for why else would I concern myself so? 


It will not matter what anyone says, much less myself, for the words will be swept 
away by the tidal river that is the corporate media and invariably drowned out. 
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Not only that, but corporate media insidiously influences what we have to say, and, as 
we do, we will mistakenly relay their information, as if we were drones in a 
simulation or if they were Tyrell Corp and we were the androids, implanted with their 
false memories; what's more, we will stake the ideas that are not our own, but 
designed to be taken as such, on personal pride. 


So no longer is the tone solely concerned for the victims of disaster, but bitter and 
aggressive, directed at the field soldiers of the establishment, the so called leadership, 
who we are meant to trust and respect, who, in all their supposed incompetence, were 
puppets all along, and therefore not at all worthy objects of our admonishment. 


The real culprit is nameless and faceless and in our world of harsh bureaucracy and 
impotent rage none dare venture to find him out. 


It is without a doubt devious, and also cheap, for the benefactors of corporate media 
to employ appeals to our emotions, pathos, in order to influence our view of the 
world. A shepard is well off whose sheep abide, after all. 


From our earliest years they condition us to take pride in not thinking for ourselves 
and being complacent with the way things happen to be; to reconcile the truths of 
reality in Orwellian fashion (double-think); to claim personal responsibility for the 
bucket and the river, and everything in between, and in doing so to carry a needless 
burden; to unsee what lays steadily before one's eyes. They mould us as if we were 
clay, and to resist their design is to commit a cardinal sin. 


They play God, and just like Lucifer, Twain's Mysterious Stranger, create and destroy 
us as they please. Hubris sees fit any whim, few of which are of consequence to 
divine creatures such as they, mere mortals, must identify. 


Even those who see through the game must play it, even those who occupy the very 
top of the grotesque hierarchy of The Party (1984). So it happens that the nonchalant 
snake grows to a monstrous size without ever catching its own tail. 


So it was that some of the smartest of us fell for the red herrings thrown by the elite; 
those who tacitly own us and oversee our struggles with blank faces and devious 
minds, and, one can only imagine, with great satisfaction. 


One might allow oneself the privilege of imagining the sordid reality of corporate 
industrialisation and governmental control, their inexplicable relationship, and the 
effect of this shamelessly depraved state of affairs on the way of the world and the 
way we are. So much as money brings power, with power comes ubiquitous 
influence. 
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It is for such reasons that I can't take political endeavours seriously; politics and 
social activism are trivial pursuits. I accept the world as is and my lowly position 
upon it. To lend myself to trivial pursuits would be to present myself as a fraction of 
what I truly am, and I refuse to entertain with any sincerity that which does not 
interest me, that which I see as a brittle facade which disguises hatred and mistrust. 


Although many of my words may come from a dark place of bitterness and spite and 
of jealousy and scorn, my spirit is true, and my words are a reflection of what I truly 
believe to be the truth. What other duty does one owe the world, and oneself, but to 
be honest? 


"A truth that's told with bad intent, beats all the lies you can invent." 


William Blake 


"Patriotism in its simplest, clearest, and most indubitable meaning is nothing but an 
instrument for the attainment of the government's ambitious and mercenary aims, 
and a renunciation of human dignity, common sense, and conscience by the 
governed, and a slavish submission to those who hold power. That is what is really 
preached wherever patriotism is championed. Patriotism is slavery." 


Leo Tolstoy 
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81 
My experience with non- 
conventional 
pharmacological 
treatments of anxiety 


08 03 21 


This post is about the pharmacological treatment of the symptoms of anxiety and 
depression without using the typical therapies promoted by the central dogma of 

professional medicine. Eg. SSRIs, SNRIs, TCAs, MAOIs. As someone who has a 
deep mistrust for the effectiveness of conventional antidepressants, allow me to 


suggest some unorthodox therapies which I am familiar with. 


These are almost all central nervous system depressants which do the trick by 
slowing down the cognitive processes of the brain. Alcohol is perhaps the most 
popular due to crudeness of effect, social acceptability and availability. However, 
alcohol has messy pharmacodynamics, is toxic to pretty much all of our organs, 
carcinogenic, physically addictive and is very much a barbiturate (which I don't 
mention because they are difficult to get in our time, however they are like super- 
benzos, share their mechanism of action with alcohol and very easy to OD on - much 


less safe than benzos alone — especially in OD (benzo-only OD is not lethal; coma). 
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I also want to make a special mention of psychedelics, which tend to exacerbate 
anxiety at the beginning of a trip (especially LSD), but can provide a lasting 
reduction of anxiety and depressive symptoms once come down and for hours or even 
days following the trip. Benzos are trip killers so it's good to have one on hand when 


tripping, but also just a very good combo with the psychedelic come down. 


Sedating antihistamines and anti-psychotics like promethazine or olanzapine (can be 
scary in high doses as they're deliariants). (The whole class of anti-psychotic drugs 


was initially derived from the promethazine molecule.) 


Benzodiazepines like diazepam (1/2 - 1 tab diazepam/day/when needed for me (70kg) 
(can be hard to keep dose low because tolerance is a bitch but if you can keep it low 
and skip days and only use when needed it's OK although dogma recommends to not 


use consecutively for more than a few months). 


Also pregabalin (calcium channel blocker). I treat it like benzos. Use as little as 
possible. Pregabalin doesn't promote the brain's main mechanism of inhibition like 
benzos do. Sometimes does not eliminate anxiety. Effective when mixed with benzos 


in very low doses (good combo with psychedelics too-promotes visuals). 


Opioids/opiates (low dose codeine or tramadol can be nice but very addictive). 


Cannabis - definitely the healthiest choice even if smoked. However, can be 
physically addicted be and therefore taxing on your respiratory system especially if 
smoking bongs or mixing with tobacco. Also psychologically addictive and can 


exacerbate anxiety. 


Ketamine (NMDA receptor antagonist--also DXM, MXE, and PCP) is a miracle cure 


for depression and anxiety. Especially if used in low doses and days apart only when 
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necessary. However tolerance builds up rapidly and one tends to want to do more, as 
with any dissociative. Very psychologically addictive. Also can cause serious, 
although reversible, but possibly fatal damage to one's bladder if used excessively 


over long periods of time. 


Propanolol (beta blocker)! Slows down your heart and breathing. People use them for 
stage fright and for tasks which require precision (flying a plane, performing 


surgery). But again, according to dogma, not meant to be used long term. 


Personally, as a rejector of SSRIs and other crude mainstream therapies, I prefer to 
take a low dose of diazepam when needed (I generally hold out on all drugs until as 
late as possible into the day), and mix as needed with as small as possible doses of 
pregabalin, cannabis and ketamine. Usually just cannabis if it can be helped. I will 
usually drink too. Which I probably shouldn't. And I'd advise you don't. But we're all 
after that satisfaction. The trick is to watch yourself. As a rule if I'm feeling content I 
will consider not taking anymore drugs, including any amount of alcohol, until I feel 
I have to. At least that way you develop less tolerance and the drugs will be effective 


when you need them to be. 


Probably good to add as a disclaimer that most of these drugs cause respiratory 
depression and as such medical professionals are advised not to recommend 
combining them. But my opinion is that in low, controlled doses, these drugs can be 
successfully combined to maximise therapeutic effects while minimising adverse 
effects - just like in the treatment of diabetes or hypertension. The problem is it's easy 


to lie to yourself to justify getting that sweet satisfaction. 


Future Oli: took an SNRI (venlafaxine) and ended up involuntarily institutionalised 


with my career as a chemistry post-grad permanently derailed — never again. 
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82 


Weird short story — not sure why 
or when I wrote it 


08 03 21 
Wouldn't want to be the victim of insufferable gossip 


"Yeah they should just get rid of coal and go nuclear. " 


Both options are short sighted and impractical. They should just die and the 


establishment should collapse. 

Better yet rewind the clock and just never colonise Australia. Let the abos keep it 
Short sighted and impractical in that they work of the presupposition that 
industrialisation and the sustained working of the machine should continue. The only 
reason to think that is greed unless you're just indoctrinated by the propaganda of the 
greedy. 

"still be clapping sticks and eating worms" 

Good. I'd rather be doing that rm. Everyone knows on some level that's better and not 


fucked, like this. 
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"I think you just need to put an ECM jammer down with pager delay and block out 
all this negativity." 


Lol sounds like the sorta nonchalant gas-lighting Nurse Ratched employs in One 
Flew the Cuckoo's Nest to keep the mental health ward patients 'adjusted'. 


Exemplifies the attitude of our culture to permanently stick your head into the sand 


and clasp your hands over your ears as you mumble: 


"la la la, everything's fine, just let them do their thing, 
you got yours n I got mine, 


I don't see a thing." 


That attitude is intellectually lazy. It's mediocre. Doesn't take much to just do as 


you're told and take all the bullshit at face value just like everyone else. 


It's just the sort of attitude that was fostered in every other authoritarian culture to the 
direct benefit of the ruling elite. When you are gullible for the sake of convenience 
and uncritical of authority, you are susceptible to their propaganda. You have played 


into their hands. 


"Are you done with your monologue? Just have a dart and relax, ay." 


To be complicit to the machinations of the machine while simultaneously laying 
claim to the truth is to be delusional. It's greedy to try to have it both ways; to be 
comfortable admist prevalent discomfort, pretend it isn't unjust or simply ignore it for 
your own benefit out of cowardice and then conveniently lie to yourself on top of 


that. 
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I'm just saying what I really think. I'm no exception to any of this. None of my family 


are. 


"Actually why would you pay for darts when you can just go outside these 


Ce OO Pd 


"This is one big mental asylum bro. Haven't you realised that yet? We spent like 15 


years str8 in a mental asylum known as school." 


Yeh 100% dude. From cuckoos nest: "Nurse Ratched don't relax a hair till she gets 
the nuisance attended to - what she calls" adjusted to surroundings." Under her rule 
the ward Inside is almost completely adjusted to surroundings. But the thing is she 
can't be on the ward all the time. She's got to spend some time Outside. So she works 
with an eye to adjusting the Outside world too. Working alongside others like her 
who I call the "Combine," which is a huge organisation that aims to adjust the 


Outside as well as she has the Inside." 
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83 
Where I live 


08 03 21 


When I speak to my brother he doesn't turn to face. He prefers to reciprocate the 


spite which I demonstrate unfailingly and in frequent intervals. 


When it's time for me to leave 


I'll rest easy under the trees 


Where have the collective strides of our ancestors gotten us, toward the prospect of 
what's called ‘equality’? This notion has a kind of surreal, Utopian ring to it. Like 
something one knows one will never be, yet believes in anyway out of passion or 
compassion. Like the notion Jesus will return to Earth, or believing a family member 


with dementia is still their old self. Superstition. 


Where I live two huge corporations control monopolies over all of life's necessities. 
All of the food is standardised and no-one seems to mind. For their own convenience 


these brutes sell their goods in plastic packaging, paying no heed at all to the state of 
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the environment, focused only on the state of their personal finances. They've 
carefully determined for each plastic-wrapped good specific quantities shown to 
maximise profit, or in other words best exploit the population. They even sell water. 
In plastic of course (they really don't give a shit). And they're shameless enough stick 
a plastic label to each plastic bottle, embellished with fancy writing boasting about 
how the water itself is quite natural as it was taken directly from a spring and some 
other bullshit about purity, seeming to appeal only to a niche market of neurotic 


hypochondriacs and complacent snobs. 


Under each product on the shelves are bar-code labels displaying the price of the 
product as well as the price per kg. The price of one of these products is a gross over- 
inflation designed to exploit people who are simply trying to buy food. The price per 
kg is there to give the 'consumer' the illusion of transparency, but really each product 
was deliberately placed. This cynical opinion of mine I'm sure is correct because I 
can plainly see the depraved nature of those whom get by through cleverly devising 


ways of robbing people out of their money. 


We have been taught we live in a democratic society based on a free market. Yet we 
must endure corporations with monopolies on fresh fruit and vegetables. But it's poor 
form to complain. It would not make for a very positive conversation piece. So here 


we are. 
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84 
Slug on a lug 


08 03 21 


Glaringly driving about in your flashy polished car, you take utmost comfort knowing 
you are temporarily draped in gleaming silk, just a car one might say, to get from 


point A to point B. 


But you know better; your demeanour is cool but behind your slick black sunglasses 
your mind swaggers with relish, your eyes are big lustrous lights darting that way and 
the other in concealed sidelong glances tacitly hoping to catch some poor fool's 


envious stare. 


In a lacklustre life dulled by complacency and shabby principles you have found a 
pedestal that does not shy from your vanity, where no judgement shall affect you, a 
placeholder for your pride, something you can inevitably look forward to each day in 


spite of your insidiously depreciating circumstances. 


The whole world may be against you but your glossy cushiony bauble indifferently 
waits for you to come each day, struck with various emotions, and with a sigh of 


relief you slump into its sleek leather padding. 
With calm, controlled breaths you unconsciously turn the dial which controls the 
temperature of your seat, and yet another which at your whim endeavours to massage 


your back. 
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You take all this for granted, in that you indisputably earnt it yourself; it is yours not 
unlike a large stick found by a child in the bush. It is childish and desperate all the 


same, not that there's anything fundamentally wrong with such characteristics. 


But you are not entertaining such thoughts, all the same you are deep within yourself, 
mechanically sucking joy from every possible facet, making grapes of the smallest 
most insignificant going-on, so long as it relates to you, and lazily feeding those 
grapes to your outstretched tongue and into your cavernous throat with slow, 


measured flicks of your wrist. 


Your smiles are reserved for only the most prime entertainment, as you deserve, it 1s 
your privilege! And you dare not bare your teeth at anything “improper“; that would 
be most inappropriate, so that you meticulously control the comings and goings of 

your mind and your perception of the small handful of stimuli you allow yourself to 


assess. 


Only to the observer unconcerned with such matters, who of course you deem as an 
insignificant peasant, for lack of wealth and perhaps taste, but to him you are merely 
a shiny spectacle, worthy of jealousy and envy, you might think ' maybe so! ' But 
rather worthy of pity. 


What a waste, you do not think? All that time, time which may have been lent to 
creative pursuits, to love and to generosity, to entertaining the thoughts of others as 
well as your own, to freedom and joy... "Time you enjoy wasting, was not wasted" 
said John Lennon, and you will fashion your perception of this quote as your 


cognitive biases and preconceptions allow. 


How your pursuit of happiness has become grossly disfigured by muddled values, 
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taught to you by one with purely selfish interests in mind, who outwardly taught dry 
boring facts, as interesting as cracked mud in glaring sunlight, but inwardly with 
continuous motions stroked one's own sense of pride ' so that all you were really 
taught was the way of vanity and conceit, of the "value" of hard work and importance 


of material possessions. 


Your onlooker sees only a musty veil of unapologetic pride blatantly emanating from 
you, hidden behind tinted windows, layered clothing and impenetrable black 


sunglasses. Of you that is all. 


The rest is common in our pretentious matter-of-fact era, where pride and shame go 
about inextricably hand-in-hand. That tasteless, over-polished lug of silky carpet, 
leather, glass and the waxy smell of rubber neatly placed atop a tidy system of metal 


compartments; a symbol of ostentation and that is all. 


The car's utility is surely taken for granted and is more or less just an afterthought at 
this point. At a mere flash of self-awareness, to console yourself you only need say: 


It's just a mode of transport. 


You are granted, in some fleeting glimpse you desperately catch a hold of, a small 
recognition based on the onlooker's similar values but perhaps he is as self-absorbed 
as you. All the same you are just another slug slumped on a lug, absentmindedly 
rolling along gravel, freshly laid for your very purpose. Where you see yourself in the 


rolling lug, you are only the garnished slug. 
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85 
Extolling the virtue of drug 
abstinence 


08 03 21 


"I hope you can put down the meth, it will ruin your life." - Benevolent stranger 


While I agree with your sentiment, I resent the black and white nature of your 
statement. After all what is it that had you make such a bold declaration? Yes, meth is 
highly addictive and neurotoxic in chronic use. However, it is a highly useful 


therapeutic agent in low, controlled doses. 


For example doctors prescribe kids with dexamphetamine for ADHD (in sufficiently 
high does too) and this drug is almost identical to meth (actually, meth itself is 
prescribed for ADHD and weight loss, sometimes to kids, in the US (it's called 
Desoxyn)). But we turn the other cheek because this practice is condoned by 
authority. So it seems cheap to rat out people who choose to take meth simply 


because the fact that it's illicit has conditioned your prejudice against it. 


Perhaps it's not that and you personally have seen the destruction that can come of 
uncontrolled meth use? Well I get it. This is anecdotal of course but my uncle 
overdosed on meth. Maybe you have personal experience to this effect which has 


given you such a strong conviction. However, it's cheap to blame the drug itself. The 
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fact that it's illicit means its purity on the street can be undefined. It's not the drug. It's 


the law. 


Think for yourself and question authority. I'd rather learn my mistakes the hard way 
then from some dude telling me it's so. If anything that would make it do it out of 
spite. Yeh it's clear to see meth is horrible and you know what you know but it's easy 
to just say 'don't do it’. It's cheap. Do you want people to not listen to you and 
contradict you out of spite? If not then offer something constructive and not just 'don't 


do it. It's bad.' 


You should think for yourself and not listen to the monkey on your back. Meth is 
snorted, smoked and shot up; it's completely different from a pharmaceutical grade 
pill that you take orally. You can cry all you want about how it's the same chemical, 
but at the end of the day meth is a level beyond pharmaceutical stimulants. The fact 
that it's cheaper is even part of what makes it a "harder" drug, since you aren't as 
limited by the amount of money that you are spending on pills. 

It's literally the same argument for oxy vs heroin... heroin is worse for the exact same 


reasons. Cheaper, stronger, cut with toxic shit, taken ways other than orally. 


Is meth really 'completely different from a pharmaceutical grade pill’ or have you just 
been conditioned to be prejudiced against the use of non-state condoned drugs? The 
difference between methamphetamine and amphetamine is a single methyl group. 1 
carbon + 3 hydrogen atoms. This slight structural difference allows 
methamphetamine to hit 3 binding sites instead of 2 for amphetamine at the 
adrenergic receptor. In terms of effects they work in the exact same way with 
methamphetamine being slightly more potent. In medicine drug potency is just 'the 
amount of drug required to produce a given percentage of its maximal effect.' 
Potency doesn't imply safety or efficacy data. It just means less is needed for the 


same effect. 
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You can smoke, snort and inject amphetamine too. It's just considerably harder 
because there's no supply of pure amphetamine because it's all in pharmaceutical 
grade pills so there's no point manufacturing it clandestinely. Say I'm crying and I 
have a monkey on my back but I'm only saying what I believe to be true after 
thinking for myself (unlike you) and I know for a fact you have no idea what you're 
talking about. Idk what your source is but where I am methamphetamine is much 
more expensive than amphetamine because there's a consistent supply of 


pharmaceutical grade amphetamine. 


"Harder drug" means shit all to me. Just a term used to facilitate the formation of 
prejudices against drugs that don't make corporations money. And yes you're 
absolutely right it is the same argument as 'oxy vs heroin' but you're right here for the 
wrong reason. You have a fundamental misunderstanding of the issue. Heroin is by 
no means 'worse' than oxycodone. There is in medicine what's called an 
'equianalgesic dose' of each opioid drug where morphine is the standard. Heroin is 
more potent than oxycodone. That's all. Both drugs are structurally quite similar and 
work in the exact same way. Heroin is just diacetylmorphine and works in the exact 
same way morphine does (like oxy) but is able to cross the BBB much more 
effectively because of its acetyl groups. So compared to morphine heroin is about 
1000x more potent. But adjusting for dose, an equianalgesic dose of each drug 
produces essentially the exact same effect. No one is 'safer' or ‘better’ than the other. 
If anything heroin is more useful because a lower dose means less side effects. The 
problem comes when it becomes illicit, when people have to just go with whatever 


they're given by some random dude and are unable to test the purity of their batch. 


So again the problem is the law itself and not the drug. Were heroin dispensed as any 
other opioid/opiate in pharmaceutically controlled doses, it would definitely not be 


the problem it is. The fact that it's left to the streets and the state has washed its filthy 
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hands of it is the reason it has had such devastating effects. And actually compared to 
fentanyl and other more recent opioid derivatives, heroin isn't even that potent. A lot 
of ODs have been occurring due to heroin being cut with fentanyl because it's so 
cheap. But again dose control and poor manufacturing practices (BECAUSE IT'S 
ILLEGAL) have led to disaster. 


If you look at the cohort of people who use methamphetamine, there is no denying 
that the most common outcomes are tragic. I am talking about illicit recreational use, 
although truthfully I don't think pharmaceutical meth is any safer long term. 

You are much more likely to die, go to prison, or otherwise be institutionalized if you 
start using meth. Some people are able to use occasionally but many get addicted 


quickly and ruin their lives in short periods of time. 


These drugs change the way we behave through conditioning, we are not wired to 


take them. 


Neither of us thinks it is healthy to use meth. However, bluntly telling people not to 
take it is poor strategy. People take drugs for a reason. If you want to have a more 
positive influence then try to educate people on why you think it's bad or at least 
establish a dialogue. Saying ‘just don't do it' without offering any reason because it 
seems obviously to you why ‘it's bad' is lazy and counter-productive and just 


complicit to the stigma on drug use which further alienates drug users from discourse. 
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86 
Intoxicated gibberish dribble 


02 04 21 


Diazepam tablets taste like chalk. Delicious sugary anxiolytic chalk. Makes drinking 
fermented grape juice easier, too, and the effect is additive. Fantastic combined 
GABAergic alteration of one’s consciousness. Especially attractive to the anxiety- 


afflicted (neurotic) man, whether one knows it or not. 


Ethanol is, pharmacologically, a dirty slut. Bukowski knew that way before nerds 
began studying binding affinities to different receptors. So does my dad, a proud 
alcoholic, without ever having studied it. And my grandpa before him, a guy who is 
now 85 and only just starting to exhibit symptoms of alcohol dementia. My 
addictions are more fashionable than theirs are. My genetics are half as different, and 


my upbringing was not half as bad. 

Intent becomes clear when fear is relinquished. 

Addiction is the stimulation of dopaminergic neurocirculatory pathways. 

The object of one’s addiction is circumstantial and for the most part determined by 
factors outside of one’s control, past and present, whether one knows it or not. Past 


trauma can, and often does, no matter how ostensibly insignificant or brief, affect the 


present mind set. 
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Horse with a bagel in a stable is staple and nothing else is of any concern; words are 
agents of ideological manipulation and the blank page is the canvas of the occult. 
This is consequently a good thing. How else is one to express themselves but through 


an unrestricted medium? 


They burned books a lot throughout history. Too much power for one man to have, to 


freely express himself on paper in the language of the time and place? 


Preconceived notions, familiar and warm to us, unfortunately always trump idealism. 
Like in war and nationalism, one is always eager to shoot down alternative ideas as 


‘the bad guy’ in the convenience of unfamiliarity. 


We idealise those we admire. We admire traits we do not possess. If we did possess 


them, they would not impress us so much. 


We are not important no matter the actions and thoughts leading to other conclusions. 
We are about as significant as ants and as vain as cats. We simply make a big name 


for ourselves. That is all. 
We are only as important as the actions that define us. We tell ourselves and each 


other a whole lot more, and then we die, customarily making a big deal over our 


deaths, and the cycle unceremoniously starts anew. 
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87 


Heaven and Hell are on Earth 
(and are merely the 
psychological conditions we 
impose on ourselves) 


08 04 21 


"The few who are different are eliminated quickly enough by the police, by their 
mothers, their brothers, others; by themselves. All that's left is what you see." 


Charles Bukowski 


Dearest friend, 


I am glad you afforded me the opportunity to talk to you once more and presented me 


with such a rich tapestry of ideas. Here's what I think about all that... 


"In Western culture success is solely defined by how much money you have. Doesn't 


matter at all how you get that money. 


So we have a kind of social Darwinism in place. People equate success with luxuries 
and attitude. Those in possession of such qualities i can only imagine feel perpetually 


smug and worthy. But the grass is always greener. Unless daft, even the financially 
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successful man will take his blessings for granted and seek out something more than 


fame and fortune. I mean, that's the story of Gautama Buddha. 


On to most of us - the undesirable and lower section of the socio-economic sphere - If 
you're looking rather glum or otherwise weak, you're customarily looked down upon. 
Similarly if you're dressed as a transit officer, or an accountant, a real estate agent, for 
example, you likely feel ashamed for the looks you get from pity. That's because 


you're emulating a rat. Fat cats need rats for snacks. 


This is all it comes down to: "you quite literally need money to survive and unless 
you want to spend your life as a social outcast and/or incarcerated as a 
criminal/mental patient (I guess the fear of God alone isn't enough these days) you'd 
better buckle up, sacrifice any dignity and self-respect you might have possessed, and 
find yourself a menial and degrading job that barely pays a living wage and, no 
matter what you're doing, directly or indirectly involves you being a literal bitch for 


corporate fat cats." Dante and Socrates had a few words to say about those guys. 


You might be misdirected into thinking you're 'doing your part for society' but you 
know deep down you're wasting your best years dressed ridiculously, always feeling 
depressed and ashamed fulfilling a role a monkey could probably do just as well with 
just as much enthusiasm. If you haven't already been replaced by a machine, well you 
will be. Because that's all you're worth to the people who enslave you. But you're a 


good little bitch, aren't you? Delusion. Misguidance. Stockholm syndrome. 


It's all in the body language. Your body language reflects those people who shafted 
you into the unfortunate position you inhabit. Now you're bitter about it and only 
comfortable to talk about it after several alcoholic beverages. 


But you allow yourself to be positioned so because you once decided it would be 
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easier to take the path of least resistance, and to live your life as a willing participant 
in borderline poverty sometimes referred to as 'the middle class', rather than have 
some courage and stand up to perceived injustices. I mean unless you're completely 
brain-dead you must have noticed a thing or two by now. You just shove the negative 
thoughts back away into the unused recesses of your mind and continue to play along 


like the pathetic bitch you are. 


That's all well and good. You were raised for this, was it not so? You weren't smart 
enough in school. Your parents probably weren't the best at parenting. There were 


other problems left unaddressed. Maybe not. Even still... 


Duties, rights, laws, conduct, virtues and "right way of living" - you were fooled into 
misinterpreting every single one of these supposed goals in life to the effect that you 


are effectively on par with your colonist ancestors, except now we have cars. Cool... 


I just feel bad for the natives. But its too late. You morons have been around long 
enough. The thing is, I can hardly blame you. The body is extremely versatile, mind 


included, and when we're brought into consciousness we simply adapt. 


So we're products of our upbringing and environment, the people who raised us, the 
indoctrination model of education and televised media and social norms and stigmas. 
We're no more than that sans some pseudo-intellectualism to make ourselves feel 


wise. 


There are always exceptions, but very rarely. Tupac Shakur was the rose that grew 
through concrete. But he learnt from his family who were guerrilla militants. Shot up 
at a traffic light by an unknown assailant. Like Bukowski said "the few who are 
different are eliminated quickly enough by the police, by their mothers, their 
brothers, others; by themselves. All that's left is what you see." 
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Your circumstances define you, and if you struggle you will suffer more, but at least 
you will feel alleviated by the removing the idealistic shackles and thinking 
independently. But the unfortunate reality is the impressionable morons will always 
outnumber the rational people. The turnover rate is too high. The system is too 


rigged. 

It scares us to think of 1984 or Brave New World, because we acknowledge we're 
slowly itching towards it. But we already are that and we're very much living it. The 
only difference is not everyone can be aware like Winston. Most people just go with 
it. Who wants to look like a crazy person by going against the grain? Certainly not a 


coward, that much is clear. 


Almost everyone I know is a coward. So am I! But at least I'm honest when I speak 


my mind. That's about all I got going for me. The rest is futile." 


Best wishes 


Your dear friend 


219 


$8 
Sit and think with the shrink 


15 04 21 
Patient lackadaisically enters the stuffy antique office and sits down without a word. 
He kept up the same sullen and apathetic composure for the entire session. 


"Good day. Nice to see you again. And how are you feeling?" Asked the psychiatrist 


with as much enthusiasm as his dreary state of mind permitted. 

"I want to die." Responded the patient nonchalantly. 

"Do you have any intention to hurt yourself or anyone else?" 

"No. Like I said, I just want to die." 

"You may think you do but that's just a symptom of your pathology." 
"What is my pathology, doctor?" 


"Your diagnosis is manic depression. We've been through this several times. Are you 


feeling okay?" 


"I really hate that question. I just want to die." 
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"But what about your loved ones?" 


"I'm sure they'll manage." 


"I see. You don't see that line of reasoning as selfish in any way?" 


"What do you mean by that?" Said the patient inquisitively. 


"The act of suicide is frowned upon." He said tersely, almost begrudgingly. 


"How so...?" 


"You know this. Suicide is commonly seen as disrespectful to others." 


"How's that? It's my life, not theirs." 


"To whom are you referring when you say "them'""? 


The patient's eyes turned blank and he did not respond. 


"We've been through this before. You don't remember?" Urged the psychiatrist. 


"Maybe. Maybe not. Indulge me." 


The psychiatrist was patient. Each minute he spent here with this lost cause was 


worth just over $7 and the session was only for one hour. He simply sighed and 


employed that same old adage. 
"By killing yourself you will deeply hurt those whom care for you." 
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"Remind me who they are again?" 


"Well there's your mother for a start, your girlfriend-" 


"Thanks for reminding me. I'd almost forgotten." Interrupted the patient with a 


sardonic tone. 


"So you don't care for your beloved? Would you not feel guilty?" 


"I... care. So much as words permit. But how could I feel guilty if I'm dead? I 


wouldn't feel anything, would I not? Nor would I suffer." 


"So in other words you don't care?" 


"Im by no means a callous individual. But I do believe I have become cold-hearted. I 


wouldn't want for any unnecessary harm. I just want to die." 


"Why do you want to die?" 


"I've simply had enough." 


"Had enough of what?" 


"I can't say for sure. All I know is I want to die. I think people would be better off 


without me. It would be a relief for them, my beloved, as you call them?" 


"And what do you call them? 


"My beloved." 
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The psychiatrist looked at the clock with a subtle sidelong glance and felt a sense of 


relief. 


"Im afraid our time here is almost up and I look forward to seeing you-" 


"There's still 5 minutes left." 


The psychiatrist shuffled in his chair uncomfortably and mumbled something under 


his breath. 


"What was that?" 


The psychiatrist repositioned his spectacles to give the impression of intelligence. 


"If you continue to fetishise your sadness, you know well the probable outcome." 


"The mental hospital? Well how do you propose I stop fetishising my sadness?" 


The psychiatrist was upset. 


"Sir, there are many recreational activities you could partake in alone or with friends, 


you could join a community or learn a skill... the possibilities are infinite." 


"I know that. But you didn't answer my question." 


"How to stop fetishising your sadness? Well you could think of something different 
for a start. Change your environment? Not everything is rooted in past trauma. In our 


culture this is an uncomfortable topic to talk about." 
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"But then why am I here?" The patient responded wanly. 


The clock had ticked over the mark. This annoyed the psychiatrist who customarily 
liked to end his sessions early. Without a word he scribbled out a script and handed it 
to the patient. There was a mutual understanding. Some kind of tacit exchange had 
taken place. The patient frowned still more, took his script, and exited the room. As 
he left the psychiatrist called after him in a relatively enthusiastic tone (perhaps glad 
that conversation was finally over for now), "see you in 6 weeks. Please see reception 


on the way out for payment." 
The patient obliged. Left feeling the same as before. Wondered for the umpteenth 


time whether his coming here was worth it in the slightest. These thoughts proceeded 


mechanically and without consequence he carried on his life of quiet mundanity. 
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89 
In the name of ‘safety’ 


17.04 21 


Be safe out there! What with all the criminals. God bless the country we inhabit. 
Loyalty and progress. All in this together. Everyone filling their own role. What a 
perfect world we inhabit. The imperfections are scarcely worth mentioning. But 
together we will illuminate the dark with our measures of light. Good vs Evil. How 


wonderful we are. How honest and kind! 


“Are you sure it’s safe?” 


These words came from a wide-eyed woman. Her heart was beating very fast, and her 


thoughts raced. 


“Fret not my dear, for I have taken all necessary precautions. You will not be harmed, 
and I will ensure nothing out of the ordinary occurs... however in the interest of not 
omitting the truth I will warn you: if bad does happen, God forbid, that matter will be 
dealt with accordingly, and the perpetrator will suffer for his... ahem... or her sins in 
accordance with the infallible system of justice our ancestors erected into this great 


civilisation of ours.” 


The wide-eyed woman felt a flood of relief. 
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“Oh Lord, it calms me so to hear such words from such an upstanding citizen as 


yourself. What of your accolades, and to think you’re so selfless!” 


Her benefactor smiled magnanimously. 


“Dear, it is only my sense of duty to uphold the standards expected of an authority 
such as myself, and in doing so protect you from the opportunistic vermin that lay in 
wait to commit sin. Tainted souls such as theirs have no place in our humble society, 
and I will exhaust the bounds of my power to protect such a sweet and endearing, and 


might I add charming, woman such as yourself.” 

He blushed and then continued to speak. 

“Anyway, I will not hear any more of your ingratiating remarks, for my pride is 
nothing to me, and to speak solely about myself is a grave romanticism. It is only my 
duty that I must perform. I am sworn by it, and nothing else matters. I would lay my 
life down for you despite all else, and with no expectation of personal gain.” 

“How brave!” the woman swooned. 

“Now, shall we?” 

“Why, of course!” 

The words that came from such a wonderful leader of men were immensely 
reassuring to the woman who previously felt dread. Blossoming with newfound joy 


and a sense of security, the impressionable woman took his arm and together they 


entered the supermarket. 
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90 
On God 


18 04 21 


God is the pain of the fear of death. 


Fyodor Dostoevsky, Demons 


Personally I think God is what we call the manifestation of consciousness. Because 
we’re abruptly hoisted into life. Following that, “God” is within all of us, and other 
animals too. We aren’t special nor do we have special claim to intelligence. How do 
you measure the intelligence of another organism, not understanding how it operates? 


We don’t even understand ourselves. 


We like to think we do. We like to think we’re civilised. That’s just it. Pride is all. 
Pride and greed will be our undoing. Because we can’t just be content with nature. 
Because we’re indoctrinated from birth to be superstitious and impressionable. To 
take adages at face value is to see wisdom in folly, to be dependent, gullible, not 


think for oneself. That’s my view, at least. 
I’m too cynical to believe there is an immaterial part of us that lives on after death. 


Personally I think this train of thought is how we reconcile our fear of death: by 


romanticising it. 
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But like Douglas Adams said, “/sn't it enough to see that a garden is beautiful 
without having to believe that there are fairies at the bottom of it too?” Life is 


beautiful and death is natural... 

..and like Epicurus said: “When we exist, death is not; and when death exists, we are 
not. All sensation and consciousness ends with death and therefore in death there is 
neither pleasure nor pain. The fear of death arises from the belief that in death, there 


is awareness.” 


In my opinion, this is true. 
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9] 


Mental illnesses are perfectly 
natural reactions to the unnatural 
world we find ourselves in — 
short word to a friend 


22 04 21 


"Hit the nail on the head with "the age of consumers"”. "How much it can squeeze 
out of you before you shrivel up and die" would be an honest slogan for all 


corporations. 


“WAR IS PEACE 
FREEDOM IS SLAVERY 
IGNORANCE IS STRENGTH” 


I have hope too, I guess, but I double-think, and I doubt myself a lot, and I begin to 
wonder if people are right in their attitudes towards me. In my mind I want to be 
honest. But there's more to it than that. I'm biased. Everyone has an ego. Tbh most of 
the time I am completely cynical of practically everything. Depressive episodes suck. 
I'm also cynical of mental illnesses fundamentally being pathologies. Like that book 
"The Myth of Mental Illness". I haven't read it. Makes sense for stuff like autism and 
dementia where there's clear symptoms. But current understanding of depression, 


anxiety, PTSD, schizophrenia, ADHD etc is lacking. The barrier between the 
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therapist and the patient is too great. The more you know, the more you realise you 


don't know. 


My belief is that mental illness is not a dysfunction in homeostasis, like current 
scientific theories all focus on - academia always approach mental illness with the 
supposition that it's a disease state of the mind. For example, an earlier theory, the 
basis for the prescription of SSRIs/SNRIs (first-line treatments for depression and 
anxiety) (they make a shit load of money off these and that's a discussion for another 
post), is that depression is simply a lack of monoamine neurotransmitters in the brain 


(mainly serotonin and noradrenaline). 
My belief is that mental illnesses are perfectly natural reactions to the unnatural 


world we find ourselves in. We're abruptly hoisted from eternal unconsciousness and 


just adapt given the random circumstances we found ourselves in." 
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92 
Short take on why (most) 
charities are bullshit 


23 04 21 


I don’t know what’s worse. Seeing ads for products targeted at “consumers” (because 
that’s all we are, right?) or these ads that use pathos to make you feel guilty and 
possibly extort a few bucks from you and you can’t even trust it without 


extraordinary research on your part. 


Who knows how the money itself is spent? Some organisations are outright dodgy. 
Charity itself, while noble in intent, seems to be just a great, big band-aid effect 
because if the people with real money and power truly wanted to tackle poverty 
they’d be going against the very forces that afforded them to the advantageous 


positions they occupy in the first place. At that point pride and greed come into play. 


Not to mention the mental gymnastics that must go into becoming a tyrant and 
simultaneously thinking you’re a good person and glorifying yourself (Steve Jobs 
comes to mind) as you bend the knee to investors and maintain the interests of the 
elite above all whom always value their own financial security and social status over 
real world problems like poverty which are the direct result of wars fought simply 
because some dicks have childish disputes about claims to money and power. But 


don’t mind me, the blind kid I see every day in my news reel needs 50 cents. 
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93 
The 'debate' on the 
Tasmanian salmon 
industry 


23 04 21 


The “debate” will go on (how is it even a debate?) Meanwhile money talks. The 
benefactors of this industry will inevitably be left at an advantage, even if they “lose” 
20 years from now. The “loss” will be only ceremonial in nature. Any punitive 


measure will be a slap on the wrist as if all they did was steal a loaf of bread. 


The blood money will then likely be fed into the next generation of shady 
investments and nobody will bat an eyelid until someone who isn’t a coward says 


something AFTER the damage has been done. 


Don’t count your chickens before they hatch. Don’t pretend like you don’t know how 
this goes. Even before the industrial revolution humans were greedy pieces of shit by 
nature. Now we have the means for mass production and enslaving the masses and 
normalising this all the same. So nothing has changed but arguably it’s gotten worse 


and the cycle will just continue. 
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Humans are a force for evil in this world. Intelligence and civilisation are our curse to 
bear. Personally I’m ashamed on behalf of all the organisms whose ecosystems we’ ve 


completely fucked for the most childish intentions (greed and pride). 


Salmon industry is just one damn facet of this grotesque spectacle I’Il be watching 
until I die, and then those after me whom will inhabit a slightly more dystopian 
world. We are living only a fraction of a blip on the cosmic calendar. The cosmic 


dance continues. 
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94 
Alex's Monday Night 


26 04 21 


After a full day of pretending to be someone he was not, Alex was exhausted and 
frustrated. He firmly closed the front door behind him, anxiously making sure not to 
slam it lest he be caught out for who he really was by other inhabitants of the 
household who, much like himself, fed off others’ misery. He wore a frown that was 
unbecoming, which he artificially turned into a plaster smile when someone entered 
his vicinity. This inauthenticity was his main defence mechanism. What he was 
protecting was uncertain even to himself, but he would nonetheless foster this 
attitude, likely until the day he died. His uniform felt uncomfortably tight and wet but 
despite these circumstances he was able to feel pride and relief at having completed 


another workday. He took a deep breath and sighed. 


The house was silent. It was a Monday evening, so that all the weekend’s festivities, 
as were tradition every weekend, were truly ended and the atmosphere had 
transitioned accordingly to its reciprocal: morose silence. These conditions somewhat 
furthered Alex’s mood. “At least I’m not the only one who is having a hard time.” 
Somewhat cheerfully, he showered and changed clothes. He expected by doing so he 
would feel refreshed. However, as the warm water trickled down his body, his 


neuroses tickled at his mind and his thoughts took an unpleasant and sordid turn. 


When alone Alex would just be himself — sullen and depressed. He understood this 


well in that such a state was ignominious and shameful, and avoided such 
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occurrences wherever possible, so that when unhappy he tended to go out of his way 
to portray himself as happy. When he was happy — usually the result of either 
psychoactive drugs or gossip and scandal not at his expense — he relished in this 
mood, and took every advantage afforded to him whatever the cost to other people’s 


feelings. 


Although he himself was disingenuous, except in fleeting moments, he was intolerant 
of authenticity. In this fashion he would shoot down all expressions of originality by 

whatever means necessary to justify feeling good. This would typically amount to his 
belittling, berating, humiliating or otherwise ridiculing whomever he had power over, 


by whatever perceptions were at his disposal, whenever possible. 


He entered the kitchen glum and impatient, ready to bounce on the nearest scapegoat 
if one were to present itself. He turned on the kettle and began to prepare rice, his 


mind seething in irrationality. 


Someone entered the kitchen. At the sound of footsteps, Alex did not respond but 


groaned inward. 

“Hey Alex. How was your d- “ 

“Man, I told you to stop leaving meat products in the fridge! They stink! If you’re 
going to eat meat at least have some consideration for everyone else in this house!” 


he snapped. 


Immediately after, having felt that sweet rush of alleviated distress, Alex changed his 


tone: 


“Sorry man. Don’t worry about all that. I’ve just had a really stressful day.” He 
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lamented. 


The scapegoat only nodded his head and continued to gawk. 


“Yeah, hard day at work, so much to do...” continued Alex. “Anyway,” he said with 
a pained voice, “I was just making some tea, but do you wanna smoke weed and 


drink beer?” 


“You know it, Alex. You know it.” Affirmed the scapegoat, smiling somewhat. 


“You’re a good friend. You know that man?” Before the scapegoat had the chance to 
respond, Alex decided to finish relaying his thought. “Most people are just so 
inconsiderate. It really is just too much.” He said mournfully, with plastic emotion. 
“Anyway,” he stated with an abrupt change of tone, from miserable to cheerful, “let’s 


get high!” 
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9S 


Massacres of indigenous people 
in post-colonial Australia 


30 04 21 


I stand accused of hating my country itself. I assure you, if I were born anywhere 
else, I’d foster hatred in a similar way. Why? It’s not the country I hate. It’s the 


people. 


Aboriginal Australians arrived in Australia 40,000 to 70,000 years ago from 
Southeast Asia. They had their own culture and knowledge of the land and managed 
to make habitats of every land mass in Australia from the northern rainforests to the 


central desert to the southern islands. 
Skip forward tens of thousands of years. 


“On January 26, 1788, Captain Arthur Phillip guides a fleet of 11 British ships 
carrying convicts to the colony of New South Wales, effectively founding Australia.” 


(Source: history.com) 


Several months pass. It’s 1788. The convicts... ahem... our ancestors decided 
Australia wasn’t big enough for themselves and the Indigenous people whom had 
been there for tens of thousands of years prior. So began the “Australian frontier 


wars’. This is the name we give to genocide we committed against the natives. 
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At least 311 massacres over 140 years were documented resulting in the deaths of a 
minimum of 40,000 indigenous people and 2000-2500 colonists. These massacres 


were carried out by the British army and various branches of Australian police. 


This went on as late as 1934 and is now seen as nothing short of a state-sanctioned 
attempt to eradicate aboriginals. Massacres occurred in different locations all 

throughout Australia but were particularly gruesome in Queensland because of the 
higher population density of aboriginals. This has led some scholars to believe the 


aboriginal death toll may have been much higher. 


The aboriginals were not recognised as having property rights under British law. 
However the British were supposedly instructed to live in harmony with the natives. 


Despite this... 


First we transmitted to them smallpox and other diseases they had never been 
exposed to such as the common cold, flu, measles, venereal diseases and tuberculosis. 
Through this means half of their population was wiped out or weakened. Then 
squatters and their livestock moved inland, supported by British troops and 


Australian police. About a third of these conflicts happened in Queensland. 


From our arrival in 1788 it only took us until 1934 to commit genocide on the vast 
majority of the indigenous population. Then we had the gall to call it the “frontier 


wars’ instead of the “frontier massacres’’. 


The results of this conflict? 

- No treaty was signed. 

- British control over Australia was established (oh we’re “independent” now? How 
lovely. How stupid can you be?) 


- Indigenous Australians were dispossessed. 
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- annihilation of the indigenous population through British-introduced diseases, 
starvation, killings and forced migrations. 


- disruption of aboriginal culture and assimilation of the aboriginal survivors. 


Most of the massacres were done using firearms but there were alternative 
approaches. For example there are over 9 documented incidents of settlers 
intentionally leaving out poisoned consumables in choice spots leading to mass 


poisonings of aboriginals. 


The officially recorded reasons for these massacres? Punitive responses to the killing 


of settlers by aboriginals or the theft or destruction of livestock. 


In addition to massacres there are numerous recorded incidents of rape and torture of 


aboriginals by the British during this time. You need only research it yourself. 


So at what point did we stop being British occupants and start being Australians? 
Was it before or after we raped, tortured and massacred the native inhabitants of this 
country? Fuck you for calling yourself “Australian”, fuck the status quo of this 


country and fuck ubiquitous nationalism. 


Perhaps the only reason why you have pride in your country is because you have 
nothing else to be proud of because you're a rat in a maze on the hunt for cheese and 
you've never achieved anything remarkable, let alone had integrity to stand up for 


something or someone, for yourself even! 


Cue multiple tangents. 


Christ, man, it's sad, the mental gymnastics you use to always protect yourself but 
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never love anyone, let alone yourself, And they call me depressed? 


I feel like Daria trying to explain this basic concept that wasn't even suggested to me 
once in the twenty years I was forced to endure learning absolutely nothing important 
(at the slowest possible rate)... if anything taught to be retarded (dictionary.com 
definition: backwards in position, condition or belief) (I just made that up but it 
actually does mean something like that in any pre-COVID era (Pre-Global 
Implementation of Actual Brave New World/1984 (But Worse) dictionary one picks 
up (and in current Medical Dictionaries)), and is also still used to this day in lingo by 
medical professionals to describe patients and conditions... so is 'spastic'... so don't 


tell me nothing...) 


...*cough* excuse the tangent *cough*, Ministry of Truth... Surely it's not long now 


before that's unironically an official State Department. 

Twenty years of useless education: thirteen in primary school and high school and 
seven in tertiary education. In all this time the most interesting thing I learnt in 
retrospect was that my brain is likely now a 'primordial soup' of useless f**king 
information. Thanks Ministry of Education. Is there a Ministry that is not useless? 


Sorry, that was a useless question that I asked, and a rhetorical one, too... 


OK, no more tangents... 


I'll wrap it up. 


I suggest rather than feeling ashamed you prefer to feel pride in glorifying the 


country you just so happened to be born into. 
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If you were alive in Australia between 1788-1934, God knows you’d have helped to 
eradicate the aboriginals. Let’s not even imagine your being an aboriginal. It’s not 


like you possess the necessary empathy for to consider that scenario, anyway. 
You were a convict then and you’re a peasant now. It’s not even about the money. 


It’s about your ideas and attitude. Like the John Lennon song “Working Class Hero”. 


I suggest you give that a listen. 
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96 
“T'll pray for him’ 


04 05 21 


y) 


Actions speak louder than words. 


“Pll pray for him. I'll pray for him. I'll pray for him.” 


The old woman knelt in the pews on the verge of tears. Her thoughts were with her 


stray family member. 


As she knelt and prayed, an authoritative priest in white garments led a sermon at the 
front. His tone was grave and his manner was severe. This was not a man of humour. 


He continued speaking with a monotonous tone and a righteous riff. 


“Pll pray for him. I'll pray for him. I’ll pray for him.” 


The desperate and kneeling woman in the pews paid not much heed to the words of 
the priest. She performed all of the actions expected of the mass with ease, for the 
repetition was second nature to her, but her mind was focused elsewhere. Merely her 
presence in the church was sufficient grounds for her acting spiritual. At any rate she 


had good intentions. 


“Pll pray for him. I'll pray for him. I'll pray for him.” 
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The church was the only place the woman could truly meditate, only she saw her 
actions as prayer, and would never call it meditation. She believed she had no time 
for meditation. She believed God would have her back if only she kept to her narrow 


track. Pangs of anxiety came and passed. Of doubt she had no tolerance. 


To doubt one’s prescribed beliefs was to commit a cardinal sin. The holy house 
purportedly served to protect from the devil and, amongst the holy, doubt was 


undoubtedly the devil’s device. 

Of these thoughts she had none, for she lacked the capacity of doubt, seeing it always 
as an evil that destroys and never mends. The priest knew best, after all. He was a 
man of God. 

“Pll pray for him. I'll pray for him. I'll pray for him.” 

The sermon ended and the single file line of church goers walked drearily from the 
church’s grounds, stopping only to lend brief and ceremonious words and gestures to 
their fellow spiritualists. The priest stood by the doors, staring pensively into the 
distance, as usual giving the impression of wisdom with a mind blank. 

As the woman began to wake from her trance she found herself outside the gates, 
making her way toward her car. A scruffy looking man reeking of chemicals passed 
her by and inadvertently bumped her shoulder as he passed. He seemed not to notice. 


Her reverie completely disturbed, the woman turned around with scorn. 


“Pll pray for you.” She said loudly, bitterly and out of spite. 
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The man kept walking as if nothing had happened. Possibly he had not heard her. 


Seething, striding, heart and mind racing, the woman located her car. An unbiased 
observer may have surmised some great misfortune had befallen her. She sat down in 


the driver’s seat, immediately locked the doors, and begun to drive home. 


Later that night the woman was saying her evening prayers, knelt on the floor beside 
her bed with a bowed head. Her emotions were in turmoil. She felt hot rushes of 
anger and frustration followed by waves of apathy and despair. She wept and then 
regained composure, remembering God was looking over her. She breathed a shaky 


but deep sigh of relief. 


Her voice was still slightly shaky and her mind uneasy. Nonetheless she continued 


her prayer... 


“Pll pray for him. I'll pray for him. I’ll pray for him.” 
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97 


The reprehensible nature of the 
collective caused by 
unacknowledged mass psychosis 
and deliberate measures of 
control by the ruling elite 


08 05 21 


Of all the acts that occasion merit, yours are among the least respectable. Nobody 
will look back on your accomplishments with pride. They will look back on your 
actions as stale and lame if ever they look back at you at all given your 
insignificance. Yet you wear your badges, adorn each other with medals, and circle- 


jerk all the same. 


If you work as a banker, used car salesman, insurance agent, defence lawyer, a 
practitioner of advertising or marketing, or some other otherwise unscrupulous 
occupation, I am talking to you. But I am also talking to anyone who mindlessly toils 
to have the system function. Even those who are shown the least respect for bad 
reasons, and even those who are shown the most respect for good reasons. See, good 
intentions and evil acts, are not mutually exclusive occurrences and can certainly be 
delineated, although they seem to be inexplicable. Even when good acts occur which 


do merit recognition, there is a sinister underlay happening here. 
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You know the system I am referring to, the one that indoctrinates us from birth, 
enslaves us and sucks us dry, while depending on the impoverishment and 
disenfranchisement of the masses, all to the direct benefit of the ruling elite. It is a 
meme at this point — “society”. Of course, in public you would not say so, for fear of 
disadvantaging yourself, but you know I am right. Maybe you would even agree with 


me in private, given a mask and some alcohol. 


I truly respect criminals more than charlatans, and believe me, you are a charlatan. It 
is only that you have been indoctrinated to think because what you are doing is 


normal, it must be OK. 


However, there is no pit of ethical depravity you would not sink to, as a component 
of the machine, if only you were told it was the right thing to do and given the 
smallest of nudges — the consistent debauchery of your social superiors is sufficient 


testament to that. You are under control. 


It must strike you as a red flag that you were taught to ignore instinct, not ask 
questions, and allow yourself to be led blindly by whatever likely psychopath or 
cretin found themselves in a position of authority above you in the hierarchy, but you 
proudly march forward in the name of your country, in the name of doing right. Right 


is whatever you are told it is. 


To a soldier, the right thing to do is to kill his enemies. Who are the enemies? 
Whoever you are told they are. What is more, you are the enemy to your enemies, 
and the right thing they were told to do, was to kill you. It is incredible how readily 
this paradox is accepted. It is amazing how effective nationalism is as a tool to 
control the masses. It boggles the mind how one can be swayed so easily and still 


have personal pride. You just happened to have been born into your country, was it 
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not so? Would you not feel the same way if born into literally any other nation? I 
suppose a coward is someone who betrays themselves, so as to not experience 


discomfort. 


The prospect of shame must be too much to bear for most. The easiest thing to do is 
to dispense with one’s personal spirit and drudge onward possessed by the spirit of 
the community. In a word, to follow the general direction is to sell your soul. The 
benefactor of the orchestrated impoverishment, disenfranchisement, and genocides of 
which I speak is and always has been the ruling elite. Big Brother smirks smugly 
down upon you, only you perceive his smirk as a smile and his smugness as kindness, 


exactly as he intended. 


Someone once said something to the effect that the worst kind of monster is someone 
who does not know they are a monster. Perhaps from your perspective, that is a 
fitting adage for me — I am out of line, am I not? Well, so be it. At least I am 
independent. At least I am secure in myself. At least I think for myself. At least I can 


speak my truth without a mask. At least I am not a coward and a charlatan, like you. 


You must think I hate you, and my blood must boil, but I think I rather pity you more 
than despise you. I am fallible and biased, influenced by past events. I may not be 
speaking with complete honesty, but I think I am, and I like to think my aggression is 
on behalf of the natives whose blood you shed, whose women you raped, before you 
enslaved and dehumanised them, and laughed as you did so, and on behalf of the 
organisms whose existences you unashamedly stubbed out or put in jeopardy, and 


continue to do so, all for a little slice of that pie, and after all that glorify your actions. 


You are wholly mistaken. Most of that pie is reserved for the ruling elite. A select 
few. You will barely get a fraction of the dregs lest you are successful amid the 


vultures and rats. You are being played. You have a choice. Release the shackles and 
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take measures to dismantle the establishment or continue in your soon-to-be historic 
ignominy for the sake of personal convenience in your short and only life. Let us be 


honest, though. We both know your answer. Need I say more? 


“True courage is about being honest with yourself, especially when it’s difficult.” 


Mr Robot, S1E6. 
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98 
On Patriotism 


15.05 21 


"Thank you for actually commenting something constructive and not launching an ad 
hominem attack at me like the other guy. It's a good thing to be disillusioned so far as 


,d 


nationalism goes.’ 


"Travel is fatal to prejudice." 


Mark Twain 


I'm sure there were some people possessive of morals when told to commit murder in 
the name of their country. But I assume they were few and far between in every 
period of history. I was criticising the complicity of the masses in state-sanctioned 
genocide. Kudos to the exceptional few like your ancestor who did what they thought 


was right rather than have blind faith in authority. 


I haven't missed my mark. I said exactly what I thought. How can you be proud of 
being an Australian in light of recent events? Like I said, when did we become 
Australians? The aboriginals were around for 40-70 thousand years. We just waltzed 
in a few centuries ago and destroyed life as they knew it. Their culture was almost 
completely lost, knowledge previously passed down through word of mouth gone 


forever. 


Now aboriginals have the highest rates of incarceration, diabetes, heart disease, and 


alcoholism directly caused by the conditions we imposed upon them in gestures we 
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see as magnanimous. They're anything but that. They're rubbing salt to the wound. 


It's like killing someone and then simply going to a church and confessing and feeling 


better off for it. 


I'm sorry but writing "Sorry" in the sky once a year and forcing modern aboriginals 
into housing commissions, and handing out borderline poverty payments (thinking 


New-start income level poverty or worse) doesn't cut it. 


I've seen what it's like out there. It's ugly and - as you said - racist. Efforts to 
assimilate them into our culture have ultimately bred resentment and yearning for 
true justice. Honestly in my opinion I think they deserve at least half of the continent 


back. Draw a line or something. Whatever it takes to make amends. 


I'm not - and did not - I believe - attack anyone individually. I was criticising the 
complacency of the masses. It's not the individual's fault, torn from the womb and 
eternal unconsciousness, thrust into the status quo and expected to make do. We are 
biased and fallible. We are gullible. We eat up social narratives and go on pretending 
everything is just dandy. Murdoch owns 70% of Australian TV and radio. Do the 


math. 


I recognise your benevolence. But good intentions do not necessarily lead to good 
outcomes. In fact, it's usually the opposite. Hitler had good intentions for his country. 


No? 


We're viewed as racist and unfriendly because that's what we are. We condone 
policies that force immigrants to die at sea or find themselves in dentention centres. 
Speak to the average Australian and see the stereotypes come out. "Stick clappers" is 


what my old friend used to call aboriginals. I always laughed because I knew he was 
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just joking, but there was always a sinister undertone of fear in ignorance I couldn't 


ignore. 


According to Oxford dictionary patriotism means "devotion to and vigorous support 
for one's country". Nationalism has a similar meaning. I truly don't see the difference. 
As Voltaire said, "Jt is lamentable, that to be a good patriot one must become the 


enemy of the rest of mankind." 


Arthur Schopenhauer wrote that “Zhe cheapest sort of pride is national pride; for if a 
man is proud of his own nation, it argues that he has no qualities of his own of which 


a person can be proud." 


Kotoku Shiisui agreed with Confuscius by saying: "J am as convinced as Mencius 
that any man would rush without hesitation to rescue a child who was about to fall 
into a well... A human being moved by such selfless love and charity does not pause 
to think whether the child is a family member or a close relative. When he rescues the 
child from danger, he does not even ask himself whether the child is his own or 


belongs to another." 


Shisui argued "Patriotism is a discriminating and arbitrary sentiment confined to 
those who belong to a single nation state or live together within common national 


borders". This sentiment is fostered by militants in their drive for war. 


You said "keep in mind the past, then work from now on to improve standards of 
living, health care, education, and all the things many white Australians or those of 
different ethnicities take for granted, maybe then we can show and receive respect to 


the original owners of this country." 


To that I say Chomsky would like a few words. The education system in Australian is 
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an outright propaganda model, as is mainstream media. It's designed in such a way to 
make machines of men and keep the wheels turning. Health care here is convenient 


compared to the US. That's about all we got going for us. 


Improving standards of living is impossible because the ruling elite depend on the 
impoverishment and disenfranchisement of the masses to exploit and stay in their 


respective positions of power. 


Ever wonder why in this modern age of electricity and aeroplanes, there is still 
massive poverty? 30% of Australians live below the poverty line and a further 40% 
are not far off from that. In the US 1% of the population owns 70% of the wealth 


(10% own 90% of the wealth). Does that not cause alarm bells to ring for you? 


Like Noam Chomsky said (Language and Politics (1988)): "J think it only makes 
sense to seek out and identify structures of authority, hierarchy, and domination in 
every aspect of life, and to challenge them; unless a justification for them can be 
given, they are illegitimate, and should be dismantled, to increase the scope of 


human freedom." 


Therefore, I believe there is no security of freedom in the future led by the current 
establishment. Standard of living, health care, education, what have you, will only 
follow the ruling authorities who dictate the course of these ventures. The only way 


forward is to dismantle the establishment. 


I am too cynical to believe we can move forward as we are. Hypothetically, if I had a 
button to erase humanity from the face of the Earth without harming other organisms, 
I would be very inclined to press it. We are a sinister plague. “The worst kind of 


monster is a monster who doesn't know they're a monster." 


22 


99 
Unrealistic Expectations 


22 05 21 


In light of being told I place unrealistic expectations on humanity for the nth time but 
actually processing it for once and reverting to self-abasement - a coping 


mechanism. 


"Damn, I really had to think about that. You’re probably right. 

I often remind myself of a Chekhov character. The most irritating one who 
romanticises everything and self-loathes and dispels all contrary ideas in this way, by 
digging inwardly deeper at the expense of everyone else. And feeling justified in 
mental gymnastics fueled by self-hatred. 

Even by saying that. 

Change is good. 


I’ve always been cringe and had a snowflake attitude. 


I pushed everyone away. 
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It’s just too much for me. I’m convinced I’m simply waiting for death. I like the 
phrase “it’s about the journey and not the destination” but I don’t practise what I 
preach. 

I am a hypocrite. We all are, I think. 

The more you know, the less you know. 


I basically just hold the same prejudices taught to me by my abusive father. 


But that’s no excuse for my character. It’s only a way of shrugging off personal 


responsibility. 


I’ve read enough to know I don’t know shit. God knows I was told I was dumb more 


than enough and internalised the idea. 


Good thing I was born a peasant with no influence. 


I do like to hold onto the purity. I feel it’s really all I have at this point. Not purity, 


but honesty? At least I think I’m telling the truth. What’s really going on in my head 


is convoluted. I’m confused and conflicted. 


There is one thing - the fleeting glimpses of divine light. 


“Blessed are the pure at heart, for they have seen God.” Or something like that. 


At least let me have that. 


Someone once told me, as a compliment, “it’s like the world hasn’t gotten to you 
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99 
. 


yet 


I take pride in that independence. But misanthropy is one of the costs. Irrational 


attitude stemming from dysfunction within myself which I project onto others. 


A cyclic nightmare in which I live. I created it. My beautiful hell. 


You reap what you sow. 


Writing helps me to think these things through. I don’t discuss much IRL. I resent 
people in general and I’m far too cynical to involve myself socially. Im no political 
activist or revolutionary. I’m not special. (See I say that, but fuck knows what I really 


think... the ego and all that.) 


At best I’m someone who expresses themselves poorly in writing. See the cringe. I 
can’t talk without it. I really am the irritating Chekhov protagonist. Even by saying 
that. 


I don’t trust confidence, especially in myself. The feeling of certainty in it strikes me 
as off-putting. When I had a manic episode, I relished in that certainty and the 
confidence that comes with, the wisdom you perceive yourself as having. But in 
hindsight it was ugly. Like you said, I am the dictator. Without having known. Even 
now that I know, I'll still indulge. Even before I knew, I still kinda knew in my own 


way. 


I’ve explored my neuroses through poetry and prose and I’ve changed for the better 
to some extent. But fundamentally I'll always be this way. Maybe I simply impose 
these restrictions on myself. Shit, I know I do. Mental barriers. You are your own 


worst enemy and all that. The root lays in past trauma but the growth lays in present 
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consciousness. 


Thanks for at least trying to pierce my husk. You kinda got further than most. See, I 
do think I’m special. 


I pushed all of my friends away. I used whatever means necessary. I had some really 


good friends, too. 


I don’t like myself and I’ve felt uncomfortable in my own skin since as long as I can 


remember. 


I do these pieces all the time and sometimes it feels cathartic. It does a little bit now, 
even if you don’t read this, even after I forget - the effect will last, probably, even just 


a little. 


I just saved some poor psychologist a headache by typing out my thoughts before 
becoming frustrated, defending my discordant beliefs and moving on with the burden 
of unresolved bitterness. I really hate myself. I also love myself. It’s in this fog of 
confusion I forever see myself and seems I’m unable to see the bigger picture. 


" 


Anything past myself. Narcissist just like my dad raised me. -_- 
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100 
The Dogma Of Success 


27 05 21 


“People who don’t actually know chronically poor people always assume the poor 
are simply down on their luck and getting oppressed. When you actually know poor 
people you quickly realise why they are poor... Poor people are poor because they 


make bad decisions. 


Some examples of bad decisions that lead to poverty include chronic drug use, not 
finishing high school, having kids when you can’t afford them, having kids out of 
wedlock. Examples of good decisions that pull one out of poverty include seeking 


gainful employment and working 40 hours a week.” - some poor sap. 


According to this premise, the onus is on the individual to escape poverty, and work 
hard at it, too. All contexts and circumstances are omitted so the reasoning seems 


sound. 


Most people agree. 
At least those who are not free. 


They are the fettered. 
It is a great tragedy that the person who finds themselves poor should think slavery to 
the rich their only way out of poverty, the only way to live life, and in manifesting 


this attitude begin to resent their own peers for their apathy and inaction. 


Zot 


I believe this problem stems from how the average person defines “success” as 
quantifiable by money and power. By money I mean currency to manipulate others 
and by power I mean ability to manipulate others, into fulfilling your personal 


desires. 


The problem is solved by revisiting first principles. Remember in school when you 
were explicitly told your measure of success was directly proportional to your ability 
to perform the exact tasks laid out before you? I do. You really didn’t have a choice 


in the matter. Yet you unwittingly internalised the dogma. We all did. 


The dogma of success. This nifty idea helps one to justify a lifetime of nose to the 
grindstone with minimal compensation. A gift from the rich to the poor - the tool that 
allows the average person the cognitive dissonance of thinking themselves successful 
while also dismissing their fellow humans as irredeemable, who refuse to be slaves, 


who are unsuccessful, who in turn foster a reciprocal resentment. 


In this way the dogma of success polarises poor people and jeopardises the prospect 
for unity and meaningful discourse. On one hand, it is only intuitive to strive for the 
best opportunities one is afforded, and on the other there is only disillusionment and 
apathy. In any case the average person is really trying their best, and it would be 


wrong to fault the individual for systemic problems created by the ruling elite. 


In our Brave New World of normalised slavery and manufactured consent, the true 
meaning of success is irrelevant, not pragmatic or efficient, just another brick in the 
wall, an article of no consequence, a dust-covered tome preserved in a library 


someplace. So it goes. 
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101 
Spite and comeuppance 


02 06 21 


“Tgnorance is in many cases a greater cause of suffering than evil intentions.” - 


Socrates 


“Tf you're reading this, I hope your abuser is miserable. Karma always comes 


through.” - a hurt person. 


Is there truly a good reason to ever wish suffering upon another person? I’m asking 
this as someone who has harboured spite in the context of past abuse. It might have 
made sense at the time, within the context of abuse, for it’s only natural to reciprocate 
contempt, but to hold onto the sentiment after the fact is to bear a grudge, to take 


upon yourself the burden of ill intent. Two wrongs don’t make a right. 


From George Orwell’s 1945 essay ‘Revenge is Sour’: “Who would not have jumped 
for joy, in 1940, at the thought of seeing S.S. officers (Nazis) kicked and humiliated? 
But when the thing becomes possible, it is merely pathetic and disgusting. It is said 
that when Mussolini's corpse was exhibited in public, an old woman drew a revolver 
and fired five shots into it, exclaiming, ‘Those are for my five sons!’ It is the kind of 
story that the newspapers make up, but it might be true. I wonder how much 
satisfaction she got out of those five shots, which, doubtless, she had dreamed years 


earlier of firing. The condition of her being able to get close enough to Mussolini to 
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shoot at him was that he should be a corpse.” 


So, the notion of “getting back’ at one’s abuser, while enticing in theory, while 
seeming to be a resolution to one’s hurt, when the act itself becomes possible it is 


merely pathetic and disgusting. 


The avenger will disagree and see inevitable consolation where sinister ends justify 
sickly means. Not until one has enacted one’s whim might one realise one’s mistake, 
that in harbouring and inflicting spite against one’s abuser, whether directly or 
indirectly, over the sound of a single gun shot or the course of many grueling years of 
pettiness, one becomes no better than one’s abuser. Rather one binds oneself to one’s 


abuser in grotesque fashion. 


One who treads this path will not find satisfaction, only emptiness. One’s wounds 
will remain, festering, and nothing will have been accomplished in spirit. The only 
true way forward from abuse is to forgive one’s abuser, for in doing so one learns to 
let go of the associated tension, frustration, anger and despair. The abuser is no longer 
present, so in not being able to forgive, one keeps with them that needless hurt which 


is made worse over time by festering. 


When one finally learns to forgive their abuser, charged emotions suddenly give way 
to pity. One becomes wistful for what one has forgotten in one’s mental anguish, and 


capable of rational thought where previously emotions clouded one’s judgement. 


Would it not then be preferable to forgive and carry on in peace, than cry an oath of 
comeuppance and commit to spite and grudge and subsequently act in a pathetic and 
disgusting manner, after all has been said and done? That is a personal matter for one 


to decide for oneself. 
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102 
The Burden 


11.06 21 


I resent our society's attitude to mental health issues. It's all hushed up. We listen but 
we don't feel. Say, someone troubles the dull and decent lives of our bleak and 
sensible citizens by calling himself a burden. Well, we'd tend to agree. Privately, 
there is head nodding. But what we tell that person, who has intuitively declared 
himself a burden, is always something along the lines of: 'cheer up, chap! Your 
feelings matter more than your observation itself. Your feelings are valid.' See how 


the main article has been dodged? See how the response has devolved to rhetoric. 


The stuff is in the statement. Someone who thinks himself a burden, even if they 
never even were, will begin to unconsciously adopt characteristics of a burden. When 
one finally recognises this, these new qualities will simply be seen as fresh evidence 


for their plight. 'I am a burden!’ 


And then the cycle starts anew. One complains some more. One expresses suffering 
some more. One is placated by benign benevolence some more. One is looked at 
funny some more. And in the end, one has become even more of a burden than when 


this whole shemozzle began. 


See, people are cowards. Especially in our culture. No one will tell you to your face 
you're a burden. You must fall over yourself a few times before you pick it up. But if 


you continue to throw out your arms for help, you will never learn to fall. And that 
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makes your falls all the more severe. 


So, you're a burden. Well accept it. Most burdens, myself included, use this 


knowledge as an excuse to act out, to protest their very nature. But this is mere spite. 


Oh? I'm a burden, huh? I'm wasting space? I'm unwelcome, yet nobody will 
acknowledge it... Are they gaslighting me? Am I in a grotesque Truman Show? 
Better start acting like it then! If I already am a horrible human being, then I can do 


you one more! 


If you'll allow me, I'll spitefully lash out, until one of these cowards finds the nerve to 
be real with me and not just look at me funny, awkwardly lying to save face and 
avoid confrontation, in order to preserve their dull, quiet lives, without the fear of 
having to challenge themselves at all, thereby becoming vulnerable to humiliation. 
Safe in their comfortable, private bubbles, they clench rosemary beads as they share 
the tacit conviction that I'm a just another wack job loony, worthy of nothing less 
than condescension and certainly not respect, that if 'things get any worse' so to 
speak, referring of course to my precarious mental state, the most adventurous one of 
the lot must only out himself just enough to have me shipped off to some loony bin, 
some controlled place of isolation from which we all turn our heads, and never feel 


inclined think of me again except in some vague fantasy. 


They will tell the kids, the only ones who might be curious, that I've 'gone away on 
holiday’ (and various other nauseating euphemisms) and the one who bravely sent me 
away will be rewarded with the emotional equivalent of service medals and 
commemorative ceremonies. He who exemplified the ideal man, who saw and swiftly 
dealt with that threat to our pretend utopia. He was able to move past our funny looks 
and judgemental thoughts, in actually applying the principles we were all taught to 


hold (which then must be correct, that is of course if one loves his country (that 
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sinister, binding emotional blackmail of patriotism - the state is inseparable from the 
community) ) - someone who thinks he is a burden is just that, and let us torment him 
by facilitating his direction as he forges his way into insanity. Let us drag the self- 
aware burden down with us, the blissfully ignorant burdens, for we do not see 


ourselves as burdens and therefore are not. 
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103 
Walk with the lively dog 
and the dull man 


11.06 21 


The night is dark and gloomy. My feet are bare. Street lights loosely mark the 
direction of the road, but it's really the dog I'm following. Amused, I pay attention to 
his antics. Walking through the grass, stopping as he sniffs bushes, I submit to his 
will. I am servant to meet his every whim. This is animal nature after all. A 
fascinating affair. Ears are pricked up, his nose constantly in motion. Lord knows 
what he sees, hears and smells. Yet he's on a leash. The implication is that he doesn't 
know what's best for himself - that we, his superiors, consider this restraint necessary 
out of fear. Perhaps he'll run off, chase something and not return, after all. Wouldn't 


that be inconvenient? 


I continue to walk, pensively, in a rather solemn mood. Meanwhile in silence I 
listlessly endure mindless chatter. Incessant babble. Benign and benevolent, of 
course, but nonetheless vapid drool. These are hobbies of the dull man. The utterly 
clueless charlatan. One who lives to indulge his pathological state. A living being, 
mindlessly taking up space, on some whim or another, indulging in decadence, doing 
as he was told, being a good boy for big brother. One who deliberately shies away 
from any controversial discussion. Seemingly content with his delusions, he joyously 
torments his unfortunate listener with an endless barrage of vain, macho, stories. 


Maintaining his facade of bullshit, meant to impress. For the greater good. As the 
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statesman himself would approve. 


Pettiness. Childish vanity. And it's all innocent enough, so that it's unreasonable to 
cast the man into doubt. Why bother, even? It's all in good fun, yes? He's doing his 
best in life, right? Yet he continues to blurt absurdities. This meaningless dribble 
defines the night. Spoils the serenity of the walk. Takes from the breeze blowing 
through the tree tops. The stars in the sky. Yet here I stand in obstinate silence. And 
then there's the dog, who is oblivious to the philosophies of the human whom has 
claimed him as property and leads him by a collar and leash, out of insecurity, 
uncertainty or confusion. Profoundly naive through and through. It's a muddle. 
Perhaps my thoughts are just profoundly negative (yep) and none of my expressions 
hold any value to the pragmatic man, the man of integrity and honour. The one who 
abides and follows. And he can hardly be blamed for doing so. The effect is all. This 


is just a walk. I've made it about myself. The dog leads on. 
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104 
Slivers of divine light 
penetrating the murky fog 


17.06 21 


Today is beautiful and I don't often say so. :) 


My beliefs are arbitrary and inconsistent. My pride prevents true empathy and my 
ego always shines through. What is convenient to me is inconvenient to others and 


vise versa. I am a contrarian for the sake of being unconventional. 


I harbour a deep repugnance for the society in which I live - instilled in me in my 
development by my father and fostered by myself. I use this harboured repugnance as 
justification for my antithetical and resentful attitude towards society in general. In 
this way I sympathise with other contrarians easily enough - from marginalised ethnic 


rappers to political dissidents. 


I am stuck acutely aware of societal flaws in all their manifestations and allow these 
perceptions to seep into every facet of my conscious mind to the effect that my world 
view is profoundly negative and for personal convenience I usually apply this 


negative attitude to other people. 
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I've severed almost all relationships with friends and my pride prevents me from 
mending past wrongs. Not only that, but I anticipate they would not forgive my 
actions, if I ventured to try, although my actions were precisely meant deliberately to 
burn bridges (who would believe that?) and I suspect I abandoned them because I 


was afraid they would abandon me. 


It's not all bad, though, as the light always manages to find a slit in the roof through 
which it may shine, for however long, yet it is appreciated. This Dionysian contrast 
present in my consciousness mind may yet lead the way to what Nietzsche called "the 
great health", but I suspect this idea is delusional, for there are no grand gestures in 
the real world. The best I can hope for is to be content, even fleetingly admist 
stretches of suffering and apathy, devices whom may be conducive to a more 


satisfactory life, which as far as im concerned is my ultimate goal. 


The more I read and write, the less sure I become of my ideas and the more careful I 
am of the way I convey myself. But ultimately I'm just a child - we all are - and in 
making the sense of the world the child must babble and strut and whine and tantrum, 
for by doing so frustrations are relieved and one feels oneself satisfied in having 


expressed one's true feelings. 


"Life is but a walking shadow, a poor player that struts and frets his hour upon the 


stage and then is heard no more." 


William Shakespeare, Macbeth 
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105 
Charlie's Locket 


22 06 21 


Charlie clutched to his chest his golden locket, an antique from olden days, a 
heirloom inherited from family. All of his other possessions were the property of the 
state and the bank, entities which made sure to let people know they were different 
things and not an entourage of control, but Charlie kept close his locket. However, 
one day Charlie decided to open the locket to see what was inside - a thought he had 
never acted upon. Upon opening the locket, much to his surprise, a crumpled note 


sprung out as if it were a spring finally relieved of strain. 


It read: "Once upon a dystopian time there was a sellout charlatan selling snake oil in 
the town square known as ‘ads on Instagram'. Oftentimes sellout charlatans disabled 
comments on their ads, thereby making sure to censor all dissenting opinions, while 
still misleading a significant audience with their promises of commercial bullshit, 
flimsy as cellophane. Having made their fortunes in similarly unscrupulous pursuits, 
sellout charlatans were now offering a fraction of their dirty money in a small but tidy 
sum, to whomever could incorporate the symbolic “locket” into an original narrative 
regarding the dystopian state of affairs suffered by modern society. Of this piece they 
would take all rights of intellectual property, justified in having paid out that small 
but tidy sum, and use it to humanise themselves and present as original work to 


appeal to the zeitgeist. 


Of course, the irony in this was glaring - a small but tidy sum (the carrot) led by an 
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arm of industrial capitalism (the stick) - in summary, the encapsulation of the 
dystopia of today. For the fundamental evil of capitalism is 'one must have a job’. A 
commission with no promise of payment or preservation of ownership was a job, 
after all, for what else would writers write but propaganda funded by the state and 
associated institutions, from universities to industry to military - all claiming to be 
indispensable and imperative to humanity's 'progress' but corrupt and backwards in 
nature all the same. All dissenting parties were traditionally tied up in legal affairs 
invented to distract, belittle and intimidate, at which dirty and bloody money was 
customarily thrown at in the fear that the dissenting party may influence others into 


thinking common sense. 


The otherwise well-informed contrarians, regardless of their education and 
ideological output, were simply ignored, as propaganda blared through the otherwise 
silent streets - for nobody acted oneself (to do so was a great sin, bested only by 
finding oneself) and yet everyone bickered with the urgency of doomed chickens in 
coups, as they nonchalantly ate broiled chickens in cups. But all of this was “normal” 
for human beings and to claim otherwise would be to excise oneself from one's 


cultural affairs as if one were a tumour in wont of removal. So it goes." 


Charlie promptly ripped the cursed scroll from its root and burned it with his lighter, 
revealing beneath a lovely picture of a rose in bloom. He smiled at this image, 
clasped the locket shut and immediately forgot all he had read within, going on about 


his life as if nothing had changed. 
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106 
The honour in being a sell- 
out 


01 07 21 


I have no respect for sell-outs. I.e. anyone who participates in society as Big Brother 
would have them. Mannequins whose strings are constantly pulled but are none the 


wiser and likely won't ever be disillusioned as to the fact. Allow me to elaborate. 


This ain't a story. It's a rant about neglected morality in Western culture. 


The fundamental evil of capitalism is that one feels one must have a job. But is it 
worth it to be a common slave to make bread? To be a sycophant? Morally, is it 


worthwhile to have a job? 


The standardised $30/hour salary is the modern equivalent of peanuts - the slave's 
take. Of course, we're conditioned to think otherwise - to believe we must seek out 
and hold a job - any job, for nobody truly cares for your well-being unless they're 


obliged to, they want something from you, or you share an extraordinary connection. 


So I've heard enough to know the consensus in our culture is that to perform a job is 


what one must do, no matter who, or else one is merely a useless appendage of our 
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society - something to be ashamed of, something that goes against our cherished 
beliefs, chiefly propaganda instilled into us from before the age we were able to 


formulate memories. 


No matter if you're disabled. That exemption only applies if your disability is plainly 
visible, and even then one is expected to jump through hoops erected by the 
authorities to keep power close to their chests. Take your mediocre pension - half of a 
living wage - and be grateful lest the pride of some powerful dickhead is wounded 


and your livelihood is put at stake. 


You are a mannequin whose strings are pulled arbitrarily by a person, turned 


machine. In this capacity, the machines have already outnumbered the humans. 


A person becomes a machine when they finally lose the last part of their soul - an 
inadvertent feat achieved once all sense of individuality has been replaced by instilled 
conditioning, whispers to one's ear, subliminally and directly, through the day and 
night, through family and strangers, and friends and enemies alike. All the same. So it 


goes. 

Is it truly honourable to hold a job, to sell oneself out to make one's bread, or is that 
just what we're told by the authorities who happen to hold power over us at this 
specific point of space and time? 


Is it truly honourable: 


To hurl one's dreams into the air in a grand gesture, as if to say "fuck it!" (Better just 


do as they say.) 


To sell out just to survive, and in doing so to mislead people who are not poised to 
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take the same opportunities afforded to you - people who may admire you and/or 


aspire to be like you? 


Is it truly worth becoming a role model who conscientiously endorses corporate 
values, well, whatever arbitrary product or idea one is instructed to endorse, at any 
rate unscrupulous - namely, influence the youth to be sycophants and charlatans in 


their adulthood, and to feel unashamed in this capacity, because it's normal, right? 


Because what else would one do with one's only life in the time and place they 
happened to be born but obey each and every word from the authorities who lay 
claim to our minds and bodies, in such subtle and insidious ways, that one may never 
even realise one is a sell-out, a reprehensible leech wrought of cowardice and 
confusion, drenched in the figurative blood of one's peers, who has failed oneself and 
everyone else, but would still celebrate over trivialities, always pretending, and after 


all this believe one has been a force for good in the world. 


"To do evil a human must first of all believe that what they are doing is good, or else 


it's a well-considered act in conformity with natural law." 


Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn, The Gulag Archipelago 
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107 
Vainly declaring oneself 
“progressive” 


06 07 21 


If you pride yourself on being "progressive", you're vain. For example just look at me 
- I post memes for attention and survive off government welfare and familial support. 
No declaration I could make, no flag I could brand my display name with, no grand 
gesture, no witty quip, will ever change the destination of my life, the circumstances 
of which were largely predetermined by factors outside of my control, and it's the 


same for you. 


We are so vain, in fact, bred that way, that most of us have lost sight of anything that 
truly matters beyond our own ideas - abstractions of the mind. Fame and fortune are 
worthless and yet many of us spend our entire lives chasing illusions. "But what if?" 
Chasing the dragon like junkies. Fools walk the tight-rope, take face value as given, 
and pretend to be in control. You do not control the cosmos. You are the cosmos 


experiencing itself subjectively. 


We are stragglers in the cosmic shore, wading and shuffling about in confusion and 
gullibility, headless chickens splashing about, ready to accept the next most 
promising idea from the most persuasive person, taking not much care in our 
movements in our never-ending hurry to do precisely nothing, not taking any notice 
at all as the youth thrash and struggle, and the dead float unceremoniously to the 


surface. ... 
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108 


A bitter analysis of Western 
society by an easily dismissible 
cynic who hardly knows what's 

best for himself and yet thinks he 
knows better than everyone else 


16.07 21 


"All these snakes, rats and weasels, who are waitin' for us all to die/Just to see who 


qualifies" 


Mac Miller 


Raps tight. 
Gives advice. 
A good little bitch for the deep state. 
Money sprouts 
sell-outs. 
Manifestations of hate and disgrace. 
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Privately, acting friendly as if they thought you their equal, they shared with you their 
shrapnel and scraps. They prescribed you rights, meant to create the illusion of justice 
and impartiality. Just as they predicted, like rats in a cage we kept on pressing the 


lever. 


Pressured by talk of equality, the "democratic" ruling class reluctantly took off your 
chains, but much to their relief, you yourself put them right back on, as if it were only 


natural for you to assume the role of a slave. 


Only this time around, you were a slave who did not know he was a slave, and you 
unwittingly passed this erroneous mentality on to your offspring, the collective effect 
leading to the dystopia of today, as it's seen clearly through the eyes of the 


disillusioned, or utopia through the myopic eyes of the covetous and exploitative. 


The only real difference between classical and modern slavery is the psychology of 
the latter is more malicious. You will find modern slavery where ever you choose to 


look, if you allow yourself the insight. 


Unlike its predecessor, this modern form of slavery does not discriminate. This 
system boosted eligibility for civil, industrial and military work as well as nationalist 
morale. This intellectual standardisation is convenient for the state. All a government 
proponent need do to pander is utter with some level of conviction the words "we're 


all in this together." 


Whoever you are, so long as you're physically competent enough to change the sheets 
on your bed, be assured that bureaucracy will take care of you, equally hierarchy will 
disregard you, and invariably you will be made a slave, just like everyone else, a 


slave to the interests of the population that birthed you. 
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You really have no choice in the matter, you see. Although you get to feel slightly 
more dignified than the classical slave, in being allowed the privilege of wearing a 
stifling polyester uniform made in China, 10 hours out of every day, to drink 
uncontaminated water, eat fresh food gathered by other happy slaves who should be 
lucky to be employed as such, or possessing the deed to the particular for-profit 
construction job you chose to sell your soul to the bank to for which you're allowed to 
call your own so long as you're up to your neck in crippling debt, a phenomenon so 


common as to earn the neat-sounding title "mortgage". 


All this, unless of course you are an upper-class slave, who merits more perks due to 
lineage or charisma. That is a slightly different matter, involving less poverty and 
more brainwashing. Because of course every one knows the life of a wealthy man 
from a prestigious family must be worth more than that of a base peasant of 


unremarkable reputation whose birthright is second-hand clothes and fake jewellery. 


Of course you will be given due courtesy for your service - the occasion to be called a 
"worker" (synonym for modern slave) and the shallow but sure respect that comes 
with, at least from your peers recognising with empathy (a rare emotion in the West) 
how hard-done-by you are. All the same you are a part of the “work force” and 
simply “doing your part” for your society (as if you ever cared one bit but only had 
the words seared into your brain subliminally probably every day in preschool alone). 


"So what do you want to be when you grow up?" (How the fuck should I know?) 


Due to the way our brains were conditioned from birth by our infallible and 
benevolent government and their champions of dogma, unwavering unto death in 
their principles, or at least those they know are okay, if not believed necessary, to tell, 
we are quite iffy about associating with people outside of our own social caste, and 
tend to follow this rule of thumb to avoid being diminished and ostracised by our 


peers and family. 
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You might feel ashamed manning a mop in a subway station, in a humiliating 
uniform made from the poorest material, as strutting and clicking fancy frills reeking 
of cologne pass you by, constantly reminding you of what your conditioning over the 
years has had you believe, that you did not succeed, and they did, and for that fact 
itself, and for their ignorance as to the fact, you feel forever resentful, undignified, 
and inferior, hidden behind an expressionless farce, the act of "work" (coerced to 
perform acts for minimal compensation - slavery!) but the moment the opportunity to 
interact like an actual human being presents itself you shamelessly drop the act, as if 
you were never even, in your own eyes, a failure and a disgrace, and sport a nice 
mawkish attitude to appease that ostensibly important interlocutor, just like you lick 


the rim after you've finished sucking the government's balls. 
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109 


One of the letters I wrote a year 
ago to parliamentary members 
concerning the dehumanising 
conditions of psychiatric care 

facilities in Australia 


16 08 21 


... to which the response was rhetorical and gratifying, and not worth mentioning... 


To: @parliament.nsw.gov.au 
To whom it may concern, 


Please appreciate the following complaints I am lodging against NSW Health (at least 


F hospital) and the request: 


I would like to request, based on my own experience as a former patient of , the 
mental health division of hospital, that more funding be applied in lieu of these 


facilities being understaffed (or rather just the one I myself experienced, but I 
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presume it is a similar scenario elsewhere). 


More nurses must be employed for proper care to be given to patients. The 
fundamental rift in communication between patients and nurses resulting from mutual 
mistrust is harmful to both patients and staff (reminds me of the Harvard Stanford- 
Miller experiment a little bit). Effective communication is the best therapy. I didn't 
see a single psychiatrist or psychologist my entire time as a patient there except Mr 
_____ and he only asked me questions and assessed my state of mind. He did not 
employ CBT or any other psychiatric techniques relevant and appropriate in the 
situation described, and I lacked access to any other. My own doctor would not speak 
to me on the phone. The receptionist there told me it was out of her hands. I was 


essentially trapped for 5 days against my will. At least that's how it felt. 


Furthermore, as far as I saw, Official Visitors, whom are meant to be independent 
from NSW Health, did little to nothing when I observed them other than take a few 
pictures of things that looked clean and perform their duties. When I approached one 


I was not helped in the slightest in that scenario, but that's a story for another day. 


All of the activities listed neatly on laminated sheets on the walls, among the 
inspirational quotes, are redundant, because they are not observed. I was a patient for 
5 days. We were allowed into the gym once and it was only myself and one other 
patient who attended. No chaplain was made available as it said on the sheet. I was 
not allowed the chance to talk to a holy man, despite that it was listed on the activities 
sheet - which itself was displayed proudly outside of the common hall so that every 


patient and staff member saw it each and every day... 


...for the most part all anyone ever did every day was wake up from their anti- 
psychotic-induced sleep, make their way to the activities room and watch TV and use 


the iPad to listen to music all day, and drink decaffeinated beverages constantly as 
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well as puff on poor quality nicotine sticks or use nicotine replacement therapy. The 
rest was heavy sedatives (benzodiazepines and anti-psychotics for the most part) and 


dehumanisation. 


In summary I am requesting immediate funding for staffing of more nurses (and 
doctors if possible) at__—_—«, the mental health divisionof___ hospital. My 
experience limits my scope to this facility alone. I doubt I will see another, but if I do 
I will be sure it will be a dehumanising experience such as that I experienced in 5 


days of involuntary psychiatric confinement in 


Please do the right thing. 


Warmest regards, 


Oliver Vieri-Pignatelli 
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110 
On (selling myself) self - short 


17.08 21 


Black tarp in the night, 
as you flutter in the breeze, 


you cause me great fright. 


Everyone’s style is unique. So is how we perceive the world. 
I see so much optimism - it’s nauseating. Sappy and sickly sweet. 


Genuine kindness is heartwarming but tepid and superficial kindness is deceptively 


malicious. At least I think so. 


Maybe not malice - “never attribute to malice that which is adequately explained by 


stupidity.” 


The simple truth of my whole essay here is that I’m projecting my jealousy - for I 
envy the lives of the jovial and simpleminded (optimistic people) and wish I wasn’t 
such a headache for myself and everyone around me by thinking in such ways and 


expressing myself so. 
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“Where tis folly to be wise...” Then again I suppose it’s only my ignorance and vanity 
that make me feel snarky as if my artistic taste were superior. But of course. Every 


person is an individual with an ego. 


Too much conscientiousness and deliberating makes one a neurotic mess who 


projects oneself to the detriment of others. But that’s only natural. 

We experience the world subjectively through our own sensory and cognitive 
apparatuses and all that is real to us are illusions created by the mind. So of course it 
makes sense that the person who attempts to uncover the world must start and end in 
their own mind. 

That’s just life. 


So it goes. 


PS. That last line was a Vonnegut reference. I haven't read for months. But that stuff 


digests easy and flows just as well. 


PPS. Talking about flowing... This first drink of the day is dedicated to Bukowski, 


whose writing also flows, however crudely. 
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111 


“The sedge is wither'd from the 
lake, and no birds sing.” 


20 08 21 


In literature the greatest error is to misspell a word, and in academia the greatest 


error is to look a fool. So, in either case, they go on pretending. 


The Yeats quote in the title is from the preface of Silent Spring by Rachel Carson, a 


book written in the 60s about the harm of pesticides. 


In Australia to this day, upper Murray-Darling catchment cotton farmers routinely 


use pesticides which are known to be harmful, for profit. 


Here is another quote found in the same place, by E.B. White: “7 am pessimistic 
about the human race because it is too ingenious for its own good. Our approach to 
nature is to beat it into submission. We would stand a better chance of survival if we 
accommodated ourselves to this planet and viewed it appreciatively, instead of 


skeptically and dictatorially.” 


The general adage goes that God allows the innocent to suffer but unscrupulous 


people such as the upper Murray-Darling catchment cotton farmers to reign free. 
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This is because God is not a humanistic entity with a conscience and deliberations of 
His own. It was simply necessary to invent such qualities in such an important figure 


to make Him a suitable divine candidate. 


A puppet in the heavens, and a wizard adorned in white and gold forever pulls at His 
divine strings. A puppet show to add entertainment to information. Whether the 
information is correct is dubious. But I spy with my little eye, some people are 
making a lot of money, that’s for sure, and the gullible people do seem to be led very 


much astray. 


The way we capitalise ‘God’ and ‘Him’ shows how we ascribe the greatest 
importance to things of which we are uncertain, which may not even be true, just 
because we are following the lead of promise and charisma. We’re enjoying the fancy 
puppet show. We humans really aren’t much different to monkeys or dogs. Think 


about it. The chief difference is vanity. 


Christians weren’t unique in their ability to create and believe in fictional stories, and 
there were hundreds if not thousands of unique gods worshiped throughout history by 
independent cultures. It seems the dogma that governs men is drawn entirely from 
circumstance and scenario. An orator or scribe was there at the right place and time. 
Ceremonies were performed. Stories were told. People sang and danced. Whether any 
religious dogma is valid is uncertain, but there is an inherent power to religious 
behaviour that seems to derive from environment. It is what it is, because of how it 


was. Cause and effect. 


It’s just that Christians have, in modern Western culture, managed to almost 
monopolise spirituality, and taint it with their dogma. There’s no malicious intent, 
though. It worked for them. It may work for you? (The fate of the impressionable and 


benevolent...) 
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So there’s your reason why God allows the innocent to suffer and the guilty to reign 
free. Because He is an unfalsifiable entity necessarily fabricated by our ancestors and 


passed on as truth. You’re just another link in the chain. 


Spirituality is ripe in the realm of the living, but only when certain conditions are 
met. The tree and the bird are customarily both in touch with their own spirits. And 
even the cockroach - shown by Kafka - has a spirit. But humans really seem to 


struggle to find their own spirits. 


Eastern philosophy suggests a spiritual interconnection between all organisms. On 
some level we (the living) are all one and the same. This universal consciousness 1s 
called ‘God’. How we’re connected? I don’t know. But I go with my gut, and this 


definition of ‘God’ makes more sense to me. 


I venture to suggest ‘the spirit’ is the manifestation of your true self. God bless you if 
you ve lost your true self. All the best in your recovery. I’m speaking to myself, too. I 
have no conception of what it’s like to know yourself. The final stanza of the Bob 


Dylan song explains why (The crudest writers are the most trustworthy): 


"Although the masters make the rules 
For the wise men and the fools 


I got nothing, Ma, to live up to 


For them that must obey authority 
That they do not respect in any degree 
Who despise their jobs, their destinies 

Speak jealously of them that are free 


Cultivate their flowers to be 
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Nothing more than something they invest in 


While some on principles baptized 
To strict party platform ties 
Social clubs in drag disguise 
Outsiders they can freely criticize 
Tell nothing except who to idolize 
And then say God bless him 


While one who sings with his tongue on fire 
Gargles in the rat race choir 
Bent out of shape from society’s pliers 
Cares not to come up any higher 
But rather get you down in the hole 
That he’s in" 


Bob Dylan, It's Alright, Ma (I'm only bleeding) 
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112 
Suicide and Authority 


24 08 21 


"My favorite poet was Aeschylus. And he once wrote: 


‘Even in our sleep, pain which cannot forget 
falls drop by drop upon the heart, 
until, in our own despair, 
against our will, 
comes wisdom 


through the awful grace of God."" 


JFK following the assassination of MLK Jr, in a consolatory speech in Memphis 


Up until perhaps the end of 2019, I was convinced I would take my own life 
eventually, in some way or another. This sentiment was expressed in much of my 
writing. However, although I still experience suicidal thoughts on occasion, it being a 
common symptom of my primary diagnosed condition, major depressive disorder (or 
so I'm told by practitioners who learned from recent literature), I have since decided it 
likely that I lack the means and drive (but certainly not the caprice) to perform such 


an act, even if I were on all kinds of drugs, as it were. 
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I have plenty of experience as a psychonaut (what a respectable boon that is), and 
even after spending years consuming potent psychoactive slurries (trust me, I've 
gotten A LOT better now), I have at this point realised the perhaps inconvenient truth 
(because I was simply attempting to will myself to die to no effect other than 


suffering) that I want to live! 


So, to recap, after almost dying countless times in various ways in the tides of my 
time (you don't want to know, or wouldn't be interested), even after ALL that, I still 
believed I would take my own life. But now I absolutely do not and although I still 
experience suicidal thoughts, I know in my heart I would never act on that impulse. I 
have too much to live for, which I neglected to see in the darkness and nihilism of my 


past. 


So, if I do “commit suicide’, unless I happen to change my mind in the foreseeable 
future, which I will duly take note of if it occurs, I'm sure it will not be my own 
doing, but an act of vengeance, out of spite, perhaps for my ideas, and how they 
manifest in my expression, by an unknown party, in an unknown way, but I'm not 
afraid of death, and at least I will have gotten my work out to the world up until now 
- however lacklustre, mediocre, dull, or undeveloped, and however read or ignored. It 
makes little difference to me personally. The joy is in the act of creation. Everything 


else is secondary. 


Consciously, I see no benefit in excessive recognition or the mindless accumulation 
of wealth, and I envy only the man rich in spirit and principle. I primarily regard my 


writing as a coincidental manifestation of my explorations with truth and expression. 


Perhaps this is paranoia but I can think of more than a few people who very much 
dislike me for things I've said and done. I know at least one person who quite literally 


threatened to do ghastly things to me should he ever find me, and I know them to be 
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one character to make good on such a stern promise. My behaviour is as provocative 
as my writing, and perhaps subconsciously I'm gratified in acting provocative. Lord 
knows I've provoked people out of spite, but typically I do not intend to provoke, and 


I'm becoming increasingly better at managing my behaviour. 


As I've said many times before, I tend only to say what I believe to be truths, even if 
they happen to be inconvenient truths which may be perceived as offensive, and I 
take the response as it is, knowing I did everything in my power to stay true to my 
principles. I'm very careful of what I say, so as to minimise the chance of 
misinterpretation, but I always have been misunderstood and I expect I always will 


be. 


See, if you omit inconvenient truths, you are dishonest. Hence, people drawn to 
positions of authority tend to be dishonest by nature and prone to corruption. 
Therefore, be weary of claims to authority, for they are likely ill-founded. The 
authority will not necessarily act in the best interests of the people they claim to 
represent. (An authority is a party who influences thought. I realise that is what I'm 
doing right now. In that sense, I encourage you to not blindly accept statements I utter 


and to foster a healthy amount of skepticism, and to do your own research.) 


If you read the works of Gandhi, you are immediately struck by his convictions. For 
example, the respect he had for the customs and religion of his ancestors. I grapple 
with this conviction of tradition in particular because my country lacks such rich 
heritage. (Although to be fair I suppose my genetic ancestors were from Italy and 
Croatia, and in that sense I'm going about it all the wrong way, but in any case much 
of those customs were lost in translation, and by the time I was born, the families that 
birthed me had already changed and forgotten too much of their ancestors' wisdom, 
and it was not really passed on, saving a piece here and there, so as to produce a 


useless and confusing patchwork of knowledge). 
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It's been 230 odd years since Australia was colonised and the native Aboriginals 
displaced by the British (in abominably boorish ways, of course, at least on par with 
what the Spanish did to the native American Indians) - the former explains our 
superficial culture and customs, and the latter the collapse of the former greater 
Aboriginal culture, and heralded the decline that led to their ancestors who we see 
today, especially because of the way that our government ignores their every word, 
and continues to discriminate against them, as always, although it does everything in 


its power to make sure to influence public opinion on that matter! 


Speaking of my country, Australia, well we've practically become China in terms of 
policies which target freedom of speech. For example, it's no secret the current 
pandemic was used as an excuse to quickly push through unprecedented and 
draconian surveillance laws (in such a short period there was no time to even 


organise a protest). 


I suppose this piece has come to its natural conclusion, because I can't think of 


anything else to say. Thank you for reading. 
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113 


Systematic deconstruction of a 
dumb article on therapeutic 
ketamine 


28 08 21 


I can see which way the wind is blowing, and I’m very much enjoying the breeze. :) 


O 


Please note in the title “dumb” is my opinion, and I meant it in the strictest possible 
sense, in that I believe the article to be misleading (intentionally or unintentionally) 


and therefore detrimental to public discourse on the issue discussed. 


I am reviewing an article found at the following link: https://melmagazine.com/en- 


us/story/ketamine-addiction-treatment 
All information sourced from the aforementioned link appears in quotation marks. 


All of my statements are limited by the scope of my opinion and I do not possess any 
legitimate authority to condone the use of illicit or prescription drugs, nor to 
denounce the opinions of legitimate authorities such as those I will presently mention 
for the express purpose of evaluating the gist put forward by the article found in the 
link above. 
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It’s just a story, bro. 


That being said... 


"Well, yeah," began John, annoyed, and continued unimpressed: "technically all the 
data is from official psychotherapy, 70% success rate for alcoholism used properly, if 


I remember correctly. 


Although, I feel this is kind of silly in the minds of many drug users who have been 
trip sitting their friends for years on various substances, concoctions even, and I’m 
sure if authorities had citizens’ best interests in mind (and not just how to maximise 
profits) they would provide information similar to how safe sex is now officially 
condoned as opposed to abstinence, how to mediate someone’s session on ketamine, 
how to be patient, how to listen to and subtly guide their thoughts as opposed to 


projecting your own and ruining their introspection. 


Ultimately, they know people are going to do it regardless of its legal status so it’s 
intellectually dishonest of them to turn the other cheek, but it’s money they’re after, 
see. I suspect a better system will be established in a few decades, after the vampires 


have been satiated. 


Because the problem - and the reason this is even an issue - is it costs $500+ for a 
single dose of ketamine through legal avenues. That’s a 20x markup from the street 


price. Must be at least a 1000x markup from the dose of manufacturing a single dose. 


I say this because I’m in a position where I know as fact therapeutic ketamine would 
be of immense benefit to me, to treat major depressive disorder, but my options are: 


give them money I frankly don’t have or try my luck elsewhere. 
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All they did was take the (S)-isomer of ketamine and say “this is esketamine. It’s 
great! Unlike that nasty racemic ketamine stuff. Give us all of your money.” Dude, 
people tended to prefer that isomer anyway. Like yeah it’s good research is finally 
picking back up for psychs and ket, I am grateful for that, but the fact alone doesn’t 


make the current state of affairs any less ridiculous. 


Perhaps not as big a scam as the NHS thing going down in the UK atm to the tune of 
80+billion (see Russell brand’s latest YouTube video for more info) and I do 
appreciate that ketamine is making the rounds it ought to make through the legal 
system, but this is simply a huge slap in the face to anyone who can’t afford it, and 
the vampires have no mercy or leniency either. Illegal? Bad. Full fucking stop. 
Shunned in real life. Banned from our social groups. Criminal record. But as soon as 


you have doctor’s authority (because you literally paid for it) suddenly it’s OKAY. 


Experienced this with medical cannabis. Smoked for 10 years, always stigmatised 
against by most, and then as soon as I’m prescribed it for legitimate medical reasons, 


suddenly it’s socially acceptable. 


Really goes to show that whatever laws are enforced by the powers that happen to be 
at the time and place you happen to inhabit aren’t necessarily reflective of moral 


values. 


What is condoned by the law and/or socially acceptable is not necessary “good” (e.g. 
chronic use of alcohol or cigarettes, or over-consumption of sugars and fats) and what 
is condemned by the law and/or socially unacceptable is not necessarily bad 


(responsibly dosing an illegal drug without medical authority). 


Dose makes the poison - the fundamental principle of toxicology. The rest is 
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psychotherapy. 


The article - 


“" Attempting to self-administer ketamine to overcome a nicotine addiction can lead 


to further substance addiction and even fatality,’ Mackey explains." 


Fatality from sub-anaesthetic doses of ketamine... what, in 70 year olds with heart 
conditions? In some insane drug cocktail complete with CYP enzyme-inhibiting 


drugs? Used chronically? 


I concede ketamine is very psychologically addictive and this should not be 
understated. But that’s a part of the bargain you make when you take any drug. It’s 
called risk evaluation, and you certainly don’t have to be a medical professional to 


possess the capacity. 


“Ketamine can place a person’s mental and physical health in extreme jeopardy, and 


no medical professional or expert would advise to attempt this.” 


No shit. The guy’s desperate to quit smoking. What a deceptive ‘addiction therapist’. 


I like how they tried to play the “lol he read some dumb article on vice about it and 


decided to take matters into his own hands, what an idiot” card, too. 


The second guy from Canada doesn’t add anything new to the conversation. In fact 
he’s being misleading in saying no studies exist for people, because plenty of 
psychotherapy was performed in the 60’s with all kinds of substances to varying 


degrees of success. 
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Lord knows (and the public record knows) what the CIA did in the late 50’s and early 
60’s with all kinds of drugs and it’s no coincidence the war on drugs was declared as 
soon as the CIA lost interest in using them for military purposes (they were 
particularly interested in LSD and unironically attempted turn it into a truth serum 
and, when that failed, a chemical weapon. So much shady shit. That’s just the tip...) 
We’ve known this information for decades. It’s only just starting to gain traction 


again. 


Hahaha then they pick the worst-sounding, most out of context comments they could 
find, and use them to represent the entire community of alcoholics trying to cure their 
addiction with ketamine, and conveniently pick one that suggests you will just 

develop another addiction if you attempt it (not a bad warning to heed, mind you, but 


the way they employ it is dishonest. That’s journalists for you). 
And then they go on to take the poor guy on two packs of cigarettes a day who has no 
idea what he’s doing who snorted ket every day and trivialised the process of therapy 


to a few meaningless dot points and attempted to therapise himself... 


And apparently a conclusion has already been warranted based on a few anecdotal 


reports :) 


“Taking shortcuts or looking for the easier, softer way usually only leads to relapse.” 


You don’t say. This is another way of saying “give us money or jump all of these 


hurdles and probably fall over. We don’t care!“ 


Fantastically dull read. Wonderful." 


John finally shut his mouth. 
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Trent's brain switched back on. "You really never shut the fuck up, do you John?" He 


put out irritably. 


John grinned victoriously. He won today. 


296 


114 


Source: from some 
[REDACTED] 


30 08 21 


Real estate investor 
Wholesaler 
Developer 

Credit Specialist 


Used Car Salesman 


Imagine being proud of having achieved any of these titles... reminds me of that 


picture I saw of a tick dug into another tick. 


Parasites feeding off each other for the sake of survival. Only human parasites feed 
off unnecessary resources such as finances and assets, whereas animal parasites 


strictly seek nutrients. 


In this way, through malice or stupidity, motivated by greed and hubris, humans 
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make for much more vicious parasites than other animals. 


We command more than we deserve or require, and meanwhile hide from our own 
sight the masses of people disadvantaged in every conceivable way from malnutrition 
to pathogenic disease to simple first-world poverty (the further out of sight they are, 
the better, for, should they be closer, it would be inconvenient for public image, 


especially poor people and foreigners). 
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115 


“Get a grip, mate.” 


31 08 21 


“But but I have anxiety, get a grip mate, this is the internet, not your weekly "anxiety 


anonymous group" - what a tosser”’ 


Caustic intolerance of mental health 
makes for a pit of despair in oneself 
for we are all one and the same 


and life is just a silly game 


Apparently it's gay to express your anima. Such a sophisticated culture we are part of. 
Spartan men fucked each other and were the most feared population in 400BCE 
Greece. We're all so insecure and intolerant and try to hide it but you can't fool 


yourself. 


Say anything personal and honest. I dare you. Stake your reputation on it coward - 
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and watch people die inside, shrivel up with discomfort, before explaining to you 


they aren't your therapist and quickly changing topic. 


In this era it's seen as greedy to talk about your own problems, as if all you wanted 


was sympathy. 


Ignorance goes hand-in-hand with arrogance, particularly when you have no 
understanding of an issue and yet purport to be capable of handling it without coming 


across as a brash bull-headed wanker. 


There's very few people I trust in this cunt of a world. Fuck people. Seriously. They 
executed Socrates for speaking truth. That's all the fuel I need for my hatred of 
people. 


Also I'm just venting because some people were mean to me on the internet. Also, I 
have the ability to shamelessly say whatever I want, forget immediately, because my 
reputation is a garbage fire, so I really don't have much to lose in the way people 


think of me. 


That's all I got. If you read this, thanks. 
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116 
Guy 


02 09 21 


There was once a guy who foresaw lofty dreams for himself. However, through trial 
and circumstance he found himself vastly disappointed - tediously toiling for a wage 
meant for poverty, fraternising with similarly unfortunate individuals, and allowing 
all financial and social benefits to flow the top of the hierarchy (of which he was very 
much at the bottom, and always would be by virtue of his cowardice, save a 
unremarkable promotion here and there) and from this perpetual anguish his only 
effective escapes were: taking illicit psychoactive drugs (whatever he could procure - 
usually bikie meth, a yellow gooey substance reeking of chemicals from incomplete 
chemical synthesis), skiing, and larping as a beer connoisseur (to mask his severe 


alcoholism), sometimes all at once (when skiing was in season, of course.) 


The guy had convinced himself that, in his one and only life, he was content to cycle 
between misery, despair, boredom, apathy, and fleeting elation simply because he 
perceived “everyone else is doing it” and “it’s the right thing to do” or, more 
pathetically, “what else am I supposed to do?”. Fools tend to manipulate themselves 
with vague adages. In this case the beneficiary was the boss - the person who took 
painstaking efforts to appear a sufficient leader to the fool and his foolish peers (the 
‘work force’ - a bold name for modern slaves), and in doing so preserve his perverse 
sense of pride derived from a neurotic sense of social superiority and sadistic 
behavioural tendencies. Of course all this was to the guy’s detriment. Curiously, the 


guy seemed to know but not to care. 
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He wanted to be a ski instructor, a scientist, a paramedic, someone of worth, but 
“never got around to it” and “this will have to do”. The lofty dreams gave way to 
certain tedium and the guy slowly built upon his resentment for the world as his 
brittle facade gradually wore away like sand blown by the wind of time. In earnest, 
although he wouldn’t mention it unless completely piss drunk or in grave confidence, 
he resented people who were more socially and financially superior to himself, or 
more artistically successful, anyone else whose status threatened his ego. The guy 
took great lengths to hide his sordid thoughts. Cognitive dissonance allowed him the 
ability to maintain a perverse sense of pride and yet socialise with charisma all the 
same, his seen mouth lying as his unseen mind harboured vehement hatred for all of 
humanity, himself most of all. Seeing through the cracks, his acquaintances made 
sure to distance themselves, adding to his prevalent loneliness and despair, in 


knowing nobody truly cared for him - but he made do all the same, remarkably. 


He long since indulged his regrets, of which there were many, and deemed himself 
worthless and spent - in body and spirit. Countless opportunities had since passed 
since his incurable mental affliction, but perhaps more tragically, he was no longer 
capable of seizing upon new opportunities, for by the year he grew more calcified and 
stale - mentally and physically - and would inevitably allow for his bleak situation to 
worsen to the point of no return, lose that spark that once flashed pearls from his 
eyes, and surrender to the unfortunate circumstances he himself carelessly involved 
himself in. The rest of the guy’s life was pretense, silent suffering, certain boredom 
and frustration, fleeting moments of joy and insight, comorbidity, and eventually 


death. A tragic life, but then again whose life isn’t tragic? Life is tragedy. So it goes. 
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The saviour and guns — 
nationalism is just collective ego 


08 09 21 


“For you know the grace of our Lord Jesus Christ, that though he was rich, yet for 


your sake he became poor, so that you through his poverty might become rich.” 


2 Corinthians 8:9 (NIV) 


Good and bad that we don’t have guns in Australia. 

Good because it’s more difficult for people to commit senseless acts of violence. 
Bad because if shit hits the fan, we getting massacred by assault-rifle armed feds, 
whereas in the US at least the people will be able to defend themselves against state- 
sanctioned genocide. 


Implausible? Look at history. 


But nah let’s keep doing as we’re told by ‘the man’. 
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Suppose one day a true saviour will emerge. A rose will grow through concrete and 
not be tread upon, but inspire more to grow, until a field of flowers is born. A 
romantic future - a feeling of escape from the cold, cynical, and detached dystopia of 


today. 


Perhaps before we fall over running around naked chasing our own dicks, someone 


will be born into an opportune environment, time, and place - a true saviour. 


Perhaps someone who understands that, in Christian terms, Jesus and God reside 
within every man, and therefore every man is a manifestation of God and Jesus, and 


may act and practise biblical principles accordingly (isn’t that the ‘right’ thing to do?) 


Perhaps someday somewhere someone with Tupac’s courage and command, 
Lennon’s wit and charisma, and Gandhi’s clarity and wisdom, a modern saviour will 


be born. 


Perhaps this person will capable of leading men towards better philosophies and ways 
of life, and like Alexander the Great spearheads an actual revolution to be celebrated 
for centuries and not simply stand like a beaten dog, looking away as he presents a 
tepid ideology to his master - the state - who will let short a cackle, smile wanly and 


simply squash the proposal. 


Perhaps in true Dionysian fashion this person finds what Nietzsche sought and 
conquers Dostoevsky’s psychological trial by fire - whereby (in Crime and 
Punishment) torments and suffering lay in stake for the one who wittingly commits 
an act of wrongdoing, succeeds, and manifests as Alexander (whereas Dostoevsky's 
protagonist failed, suffered dramatically, and eventually died in the wraps of insanity, 


and silent surrender). 
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Perhaps force is a necessary weapon for man in the arsenal in the eerily under- 
acknowledged battle of man vs. government (no, they are not people too, much like 
how companies aren’t people, simply because, impressionable and unfortunate as 


they are, they think and behave as androids would). 


The war of man vs. government has been waged now in various forms for millennia, 
and seems to be culminating now, post cold-war, in the age of the atomic bomb, 
bomber drone, and nuclear submarine, in full-blown espionage upon citizens, massive 
meta-data storage and analysis, and of course complete emotional and psychological 


grip and physical subjugation of the people. 


Authoritarianism seems to have won this heartbreaking battle of attrition for now (all 
the same for them - bureaucrats don’t have hearts), but one can only hope the right 


time and place come, and a true saviour is born. 


Perhaps the hypothetical saviour may be born centuries or millennia from now. 
Maybe never at all. Maybe a lineage of saviours is in play and I underestimate my 
ancestors and contemporaries. After all, I referenced several people who the title 


“saviour” could be reasonably attributed to. 


The saviour may be born in your country (God bless your country, right? I bet that 
makes you proud. Better than all the rest, right? At least that’s what they told you, 
and you believed them, gullible as you were, and killed otherwise innocent men for 


them, didn’t you? “For your country” Or not.) 
Nobody else cares, though. Nationalism is just collective ego. Suppose the saviour is 


born in a country you’re xenophobic against (ever wonder why all representations of 


Jesus are white-skinned when he was undeniably of Arabic ethnicity?) 
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In any case, the hypothetical saviour might benefit from incredible luck, it being the 
case that we nailed a man to a wooden cross because he was perceived as a threat to 
the power of the contemporary authorities, and two thousand years later half of us 


worship and idolise him. 


The lesson learnt here is that we are all factually idiots, it being the case that we are 
97% genetically similar to chimpanzees (and think how they behave for a second) 
and mustn’t tread farther the bounds of our principles lest we experience Newton’s 


third law, in the most unpleasant way. 


From that wise guy from Mr Robot: “when we lose our principles, we invite chaos.” 


“Mahatma Gandhi and Martin Luther King are great examples of fantastic 
nonviolents who died violently. I can never work that out. We’re pacifists, but I’m not 
sure what it means when you're such a pacifist that you get shot. I can never 


understand that.”’ 


John Lennon 
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118 
What are you in for? 


09 09 21 


The joy of creation or talkative money: what is your incentive to make art (any 


medium including writing)? 


Is it to pursue your dreams, and be content knowing you did right by yourself, your 
principles, the best you set out to accomplish, in spite of all circumstances, or is your 


incentive to sell out? 


If the latter, do you not know that the value of money is deceptive, you have been 
gravely misled, and the numbers in your bank account are no more real than your 


comprehension of reality? 


You have every right to sell your work and enjoy the fruits of your labour. Just don’t 
expect respect. Don’t let shame affect you in that way - don’t get offended when you 
aren’t shown respect because you reap what you sow and therefore your situation is 


only natural. 


And if you weasel your way out of this truth using cognitive dissonance, just 
remember, as you laugh over tears of intoxicated joy and a round of beers, slurring 
and exclaiming to your peers (but mainly to deceive yourself) your explanation, that 
you never truly cared, but that you were only apathetic, and merely glad to be in 


possession of a fraction of wealth before your days flash into black. 
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Only at this point of the conversation you won’t be laughing, because you will have 


told yourself the truth. 


"Dear sir, 


This may come across as an odd and offensive question but I have to ask: 


Why get a book published, thereby leaving people with only one option to witness 


your creation: to pay for it. Doesn’t this cheapen the art itself? 


Weren’t the pride of creation and the satisfaction with the result the goals of the art? 


Or was the money the chief incentive? 


I ask because I would like to know your opinion, as I struggle immensely with this 


basic principle of sharing and perceive much greed in the field. 


I respect a great deal of authors who wrote for work, but it always struck me as odd, 
especially in modern times, as it seems monetising your work devalues it in some 
way, or at least restricts access to literature from lower socioeconomic readers, in 
much the same way as universities have monopolised access to scientific research 
articles, to which individual subscriptions cost ludicrous amounts, so in effect one 


must be a student or academic to access research. 


Another thing that comes to mind is anti-piracy. Punitive measures inflicted by the 
state for the sharing of copyright material. Just let people watch and listen to their 


favourite bands. You have enough money as it is, bureaucrats. 
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Sorry I went off on a bit of a tangent there. I’Il wrap it up. 


To be completely honest I completely avoid boosted content on this site simply out of 


spite. 


I once entered a contest and it felt like I just got scammed in RuneScape by a 


seasoned swindler. 


You don’t have to respond to this. I obviously had something to get off my chest. 


All the best. 


Your friend" 
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119 


Letter to a friend — the tedium of 
life, imperfection, regret, 
loneliness, the shadow, and the 
demon 


09 09 21 


"One does not become enlightened by imagining figures of light, but by making the 


darkness conscious." 


Carl Jung (Integrating the Shadow, Individuation) 


"Please correct me if I’m wrong in my interpretation. 


You’re tired of the tedium of life. You’re uncertain of the future and that scares and 
confuses you. You often think and feel these ideas. But the only way you make these 


feelings known to others is through your art? I empathise with that much. 


“Familiar place where judgement finds jaded eyes” - woah - you’re deeply upset, and 
you recognise it. You accept yourself as you are. You knew what you’d see in the 
mirror. Yourself. And it can be uncomfortable to acknowledge personal truths. Most 


people lend to delusions. 
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The curse of imperfection and attractiveness, never knowing “what if” - an insidious 
curse. Obsession with image “who am I?”. I feel you, man. The negative thoughts 


recur frequently thereby consolidating their influence on your self-image. 


Regret - that’s a sore one. Sorrow for the lost and gone. “Could I have done things 
differently?” Regret is a hurtful trap and one inflicts upon oneself because one 
believes one deserves to suffer. The frustration that comes with not being able to find 
your true self. You can’t find yourself if you don’t know where to start of lack the 


necessary motivation which can be hard to come by. 


Loneliness. That cold and uncomfortable feeling of butterflies in your stomach. “Am 
I even worth it?” That rabbit hole goes down far when you’ re in bed with no 


obligations and staring at the ceiling. :( 


The shadow. Jung talked about integration of the shadow. I find it very hard to resist 
my shadow as well. It’s like a siren who leads one to certain misery, while also being 
an actual part of yourself. The shadow often manifests when one faces trials in life, 
loneliness, and despair, and takes over your personality, behaviour, and thoughts, as a 


demon would to possess you. 


Your shadow took you over because you were down. Interestingly, on a tangent, I 
believe many supernatural stories are metaphors for real phenomena - for example, 
demons are known in mythology to possess with lesser difficulty those people who 


are mentally weakened. 


You dispelled your shadow - your demon - by practising gratitude and overcame the 
horrific affair. ’'m glad for you. That shit takes so much willpower. It’s like trying to 
meditate. Jeez. I think I wrote more than you! Provocative story. Thanks for the 


read oon 


SL 
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Plastic Thneeds (displace seeds 
and make for dystopia) 


09 09 21 


Oh, yes. It’s all true. All of it. 
Dr. Seuss — 'You never know the value of a moment until it becomes a memory.' 


Disclaimer: contains references from The Lorax by Dr Seuss. 


Pulp of paper and plastic 
Plop down the sea wall 
To join the offal and roe 


(You don’t want to know.) 


Did you know there’s a new motherfucking biome in the ocean called the 


plasticsphere? I doubt any classical fiction authors thought of that. 
Did you know what patent leather is? It’s leather covered in plastic. Treated cow skin 
dipped in melted plastic bags. “Cretin - get back down and polish those plastic bags 


on my dead cows so I look fancy to my distinguished peers.” 
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Plastics are typically gross, sticky, and malleable polyester molecules which easily 


break down. Therein lies the issue. 


Plastic comes from petroleum oil, which is derived from drilling directly into the 
Earth with heavy machinery, and much lighter scruples on part of those who are 
involved, after which the ‘product’ (good job men!) is sent to some section of the 
booming military-industrial complex where it can be further processed and refined 
into the most successful commodities come spending, it being the case the buyer 
decides the demand, based on their own perverse schemes, need I say, to pursue 


profits. 


For example approximately 20,000 tonnes of indigo are produced annually, 
synthetically from benzene (which is from petroleum oil). Colonist subjugation of 
indigenous populations and bloody wars were fought over the stuff only a few 
hundred years ago, giving an idea of its value. This is just one product used in 
research and industry, ostensibly for the betterment of mankind but truthfully for the 
sake of the relentless greed and chicanery of the rich and the egotistical pride and 


hubris of the powerful. 


Typically with all commodities (may as well be called Thneeds) the intention of the 
seller (the Once-ler) is singularly to make money from targeting gullible people 
(that’s most of us - they conditioned us that way) with tacky marketing principles 
while circumnavigating industrial, economic, and environmental issues (they see 
these things as jokes, and only care for their own visceral feelings, pathetic emotions, 


and to maintain their grotesque egos). 


So, rather than a forest of beautiful Truffula trees, we have landed upon menageries 


of Thneeds bought on whim with blood money by the Once-ler, in all of his various 


313 


human forms, from hip hop artists to politicians to common workers (*ahem* slaves). 


Collectively, we are now the Once-ler, and isn’t it funny how, just the same, we never 
show our faces, but only hide in our spot of comfort as we attempt to manifest our 
desires - the only valuable things we dare speak of, lest we are criticised for 


possessing common sense and a basic sense of morality. 


In our world, psychopaths are showered with money, power, and idolatry, for 
fulfilling roles which make them personally liable for the machinations of immoral 
company behaviour (companies are proxies - money laundering fronts - dishonest 
institutions presenting as honest (I’m talking also about churches and universities, but 


one might say they aren’t quite as evil as let’s say BP Oil or Monsanto. You get the 


point.)) 


I’ve always said companies weren’t people. People wouldn’t do the things that are 
happening, that have happened, that will happen, to themselves, to others, and to the 


world. 


It'll be a whole lot less sadder once we’ve dispensed of the necessity for emotion and 
embrace our destiny to become androids. The body is a machine that is roughly 38% 


efficient - currently more efficient than any other machine. What next? 
And you venture to hope for the human race? Quaint. I don't suggest you give up on 


it. Maybe just accept it, and perhaps learn to improve it? Is that asking too much? I 


suppose so. 
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121 


The current state of Western 
mental health treatment 


12 09 21 


A quick review of psychiatry - a modern joke we all must suffer. 


It doesn’t work. Try again. Yeah I know you made some money and friends. Get over 
yourself and do what’s best for everyone. Stake your possessions and reputation on it 


if you’re a real person. Unless you’re real, your life means nothing. 


The current state of Western mental health treatment; a quick review of psychiatry - a 


modern joke we all must suffer 
I don’t seek to generalise but sometimes it is necessary. 


I am speaking about most medical practitioners in the field of psychiatrist, at least 


extrapolating from those I have interacted with. 
The hypothesis of this piece is that psychiatrists are predominantly frauds. Most don’t 
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even realise, but some must. I like to give the benefit of the doubt. 


In my opinion these individuals would never admit their chicanery because they 
genuinely believe themselves through double-think, as psychics and homeopaths 


must. 


Who would want to admit they’re a charlatan after enjoying years of peer-validated 
and financially-backed success (from being a con artist) (and yet somehow a 


conscience)? 


Pride. Respect. Community. Family. Self-worth. Charlatans guard these resources 
vigilantly, strive to keep homeostasis with life, struggling desperately with the wrong 
tools, false principles, knowing these personal attributes to be that which they are 
guarding from others only for their own sake - cowardice and greed. But that’s most 


people, really. 


The problem isn’t the practitioners themselves. Also, at least the genuinely skilled 


ones attempt to use empirical methods (but they certainly charge more ;)). 


Just like a politician in politics, the practitioner in practice is not at fault for values 


endorsed by the establishment for which he toils. 


The practitioner represents a working image of the goals of his own institution (his 
master) - and, as in any tyrannical regime, there are steep punishments for biting the 
hand that feeds, no matter how coarse the hand, or how poor quality the food, such 
that he dare not step out of line for fear of such harsh and merciless respite, suffered 
historically by our ancestors for various petty affairs. The practitioner knows and acts 


accordingly. 
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In this way our dilapidated medical system functions, while maintaining its 
importance and the social superiority and anticipation of respect, as the dystopian 
establishment, which it is a subsidiary to, continues brashly to flourish in a slow and 


gruesome spectacle like the growing of a robotic cancer. 


These are the reasons why I believe contemporary psychotherapy is, most of the time, 
a waste of state, professional, and patient resources, and like Arsenic as a medication 
(not a hundred years ago?) has a very low success rate, and one might rather expect to 
be poisoned than to be cured his ailment. Reasons why psychiatry and psychology 


suck: 


1. tedious and unnecessary discussion of patient profile (usually this alone takes up 
50 mins out of the full hour, almost as if the conversation were only to entertain the 
practitioner and they deliberately behave in such a way just to get through the day - 
but then again this is only anecdote, although I don’t doubt most patients experience 


the same). 


2. insufficient time to explore issues, so a meaningful resolution is rarely reached. 


3. rarely ever discuss uncomfortable issues, including root issues which must be 


address in order to treat the condition itself. 


Patient is made very aware they are a patient - this is diminishing. Therapist is also in 
a prime position to gaslight, deliberately or inadvertently, to a vulnerable person, with 


no supervision. 


4. bandaid treatment with drugs, whether they be antidepressants, antianxiolytics, 
antipsychotics, or mood stabilisers, and this is considered first-line treatment even in 


the absence of talking therapy. 
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5. finally, the professional behaviour taught by the establishment is all just very 
clearly an act, as demonstrated in the book Myth of Mental Health, or in the Psycho 
Psychiatrists scene in A Bit Of Fry And Laurie, so the therapist may well swap with 


the patient to achieve similar results. Stanford-Miller prison experiment, anyone? 


I myself am a pharmacy graduate and I recall there was a big emphasis to “act 
professionally”. There was something sinister present in that vibe, and in those 
classes. The most prestigious building I’d probably ever been in, and yet the most 


sinister. 


It felt a bit like a Ministry of Truth training program. The answers didn’t truly matter, 
although that was how the situation was presented, but it was only your confidence in 
“acting like a professional” that was accounted for in terms of marks, despite what 


you actually said. 
It's nothing to do with the patient's health. It's about authority and control. So long as 


you could act sufficiently authoritative in that prestigious and sinister room in which I 


was trained to be a pharmacist, that was all the marking criteria required. 
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122 


Reasons why psychiatry and 
psychology suck 


12 09 21 


These are the reasons why I believe contemporary psychotherapy is, most of the time, 
a waste of state, professional, and patient resources, and like Arsenic as a medication 
(not a hundred years ago?) has a very low success rate, and one might rather expect to 


be poisoned than to be cured his ailment... . 
Reasons why psychiatry and psychology suck: 


1. Tedious and unnecessary discussion of patient profile (usually this alone takes up 
50 mins out of the full hour, almost as if the conversation were only to entertain the 
practitioner and they deliberately behave in such a way just to get through the day - 
but then again this is only anecdote, although I don't doubt most patients experience 


the same). 
2. Insufficient time to explore issues, meaning a meaningful resolution is rarely 
reached. Patient is made very aware they are a patient - this is diminishing. Therapist 


is also in a prime position to gaslight, deliberately or inadvertently, to a vulnerable 


person, with no supervision. 
3. Rarely ever discuss uncomfortable issues, including root issues which must be 
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address in order to treat the condition itself. 


4. Bandaid treatment with drugs, whether they be antidepressants, antianxiolytics, 
antipsychotics, or mood stabilisers, and this is considered first-line treatment even in 


the absence of talking therapy. 


5. And finally, the professional behaviour taught by the establishment is all just very 
clearly an act, as demonstrated in the book Myth of Mental Health, or in the Psycho 
Psychiatrists scene in A Bit Of Fry And Laurie, so the therapist may well swap with 


the patient to achieve similar results. Stanford-Miller prison experiment, anyone? 
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123 


The practitioners of math and 
Science no matter their morals 
are the assured survivors in the 
land of bureaucratic and 
government dystopia 


14 09 21 


Hmm, what is a dream 
if not a glistening bream 


Someplace fauna teem. 


Apparently in the Blombos Cave in South Africa rocks were found scratched with 


geometric patterns dated to 70,000 BC. 


Between 35,000 BC - 20,000 BC in Africa and France, the Lebombo bone (a baboon 
fibula) was a supposedly the first tool used to measure time - according to “The 
Universal Book of Mathematics” the Lebombo’s bone’s 29 botches suggest it may 
have been used as a lunar phase counter by African women, possibly making them 


the first mathematicians. 


321 


From 20,000 BC in the Nile Valley, the Ishango Bone (also a baboon fibula) was 


possibly the earliest reference to prime numbers and multiplication in Egypt. 


The ancient Sumerians of Mesopotamia developed a numeral system in 3400 BC 
using weights and measures, the Egyptians wrote the earliest decimal system in 3100 
BC, and in 2600 BC the Sumerians wrote multiplication tables on clay and 
performed geometry and division. Around this period Babylonian numeral begun to 


be traced. 


Old Babylonian mathematics were performed on clay tablets between 2000-1600 BC, 
including lists and tables, problems and worked solutions. Babylonians knew 
geometry and arithmetic and the Pythagorean rule was in widespread use during this 


period, over a thousand years before the birth of Pythagoras himself. 


Euclid, the ‘father of geometry’, wrote ‘Elements’ in the third century BC, within 
which he deduced the theorems which are now Euclidean geometry - the basis for 


much modern mathematics. 


There are too many examples to write about, but the reader understands the gist. 


Since industrialisation took root much outstanding science has been performed by 
many great people (perhaps too much in the way of environmental harm in 
hindsight). E.g. Viete, Descartes, Kowa, and Leibniz took important steps towards 
modern algebra. Newton and Euler invented calculus in the seventeeth and eighteenth 
centuries. The laws of thermodynamics were realised in the nineteenth and twentieth 
centuries. Maxwell’s equations were only proposed in the nineteenth century and are 
central to our understanding our electromagnetism, optics, and electronics - all of 


which branched into their own fields and lent to industrial applications. We take a lot 
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for granted and generally act with great complicity to that we perceive as wrong and 


surrender to complacency. 


Certain particles manifest as waves - vibrations. It has been shown that light behaves 


as both an a particle and a wave. Don’t ask. Nobody actually understands. 


Atoms such as oxygen and hydrogen manifest naturally as molecules of water (H20) 
(2 atoms of hydrogen and | of oxygen (atoms themselves ALL just conglomerates 
supposedly of protons, neutrons, and electrons (the number of each of these literally 
determines what the atom is, whether it is isotopic, or radioactive)), and there are 
even smaller discovered particles - quarks - perhaps more, but most undiscovered and 
theoretical, as stated by the “uncertainty principle’, if the momentum of a particle is 
known exactly, then its location must be uncertain, and vise versa... This is all 


according to contemporary dogma. 


In my limited understanding of the situation I gather quantum mechanics has perhaps 
confused us more than anything. Heisenberg’s uncertainty principle was proposed in 
1927, same year as the Born-Oppenheimer approximation (which suggests that the 
wave functions of atomic nuclei (the centre of the nucleus - protons and neutrons) 


and electrons can be treated separately). 


Much like in the youthful field of psychiatry, we must concede we still don’t truly 
understand the mind, although (especially authorities in the field) often pretend to - 
worth noting is the fact that Einstein (who discovered general relativity, special 
relativity, and the photoelectric effect (all revolutionary discoveries in astronomy and 
physics)) rejected quantum mechanics before he died. Perhaps he simply didn’t 


understand, and did not wish to present as a charlatan. 


As far as I know, since the aforementioned discoveries and associated inventions 
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such as the atomic bomb, since wartime the affluent (but not amiable unless you are 
amid their higher caste and abide their collective values) societies made their way 
economically from wartime rationing to relative and brief prosperity and then 
(unfortunately for peace in general) the construction of the concrete jungle (‘Jay 
Franklin - The Rat Race’ for more on this), suburbia, the (deliberately) enforced 
legislative oppression of socioeconomic minorities, and let’s not even talk about what 
happened during the cold war and declassified CIA operations involving MK-Ultra 
(the actual search for a truth serum during the 1950’s (to be used as a biological 
weapon, of course. They really favoured LSD. They called refined and activated 


injectable colourless THC fluid ‘sugar’. That’s the tip of the ice berg, too.)) 


Meanwhile (to this day since the drug prohibition laws of the 1900's-20’s), to 
television and the mindless self-indulgence of the model dull and sleepwalking 
consumer (still here since 1950 - so it’s been over 70 years - such that we who are 
possessive of conscience among the docile and unthinking are few and must feel 
“abnormal” by nature of our thoughts). Now we’re headed the fast-track to a hellish 
and consuming dystopia of deindividuation, the loss of the spirit, and the gradual 
submission to the bland and useless monotony - Big Brother meanwhile watching and 
improving like AI on steroids. All this for the product of nothing and price of 
nothing. Stand by, sunglasses on, popcorn in hand, and enjoy the fiery show, until a 


spectacularly bright beam of light melts the flesh from your content body. 


Like I said, the difficulty in quantum mechanics regarding the uncertainty principle is 
related to our understanding of the function of fundamental particles. Once we begin 
sufficiently to observe the microcosm, in some fractional and reductionist way, 
suddenly we make “break-throughs” (that or sensationalism) and lose clarity of the 
macrocosm or vise versa (to observe the macrocosm is to observe the microcosm e.g. 
astronomy vs. particle physics) (the more you know the less you know). The 


magnification knob on the microscope is turned. Like Louis Pasteur said, “in the 
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realm of scientific observation, luck is granted only to those who are prepared.” 


Like non-coding DNA in the nucleus of a cell (central organelle of each cell 
containing genetic information in the form of DNA), appearing to be functionally 
useless but making up most of the DNA in our nuclei nonetheless, much of an atom 
itself is empty space. Tiny electrons occupy and traverse randomly a vast cloud 
which surrounds a large and proton-neutron nucleus bound by nuclear forces. The 
rest is empty space. This means most space in molecules are empty. Surely not 
completely empty, for even regions of deep space are believed to contain some 


density of particles - no? 


Said best by George Orwell in his 1945 essay “What is Science?” - “in practice the 
scientific workers of all countries line up behind their own governments with fewer 


scruples than are felt by the writers and the artists.” 


Full text: 


“But is it really true that a ‘scientist’, in this narrower sense, is any likelier than 
other people to approach non-scientific problems in an objective way? There is not 
much reason for thinking so. Take one simple test — the ability to withstand 
nationalism. It is often loosely said that ‘Science is international’, but in practice the 
scientific workers of all countries line up behind their own governments with fewer 
scruples than are felt by the writers and the artists. The German scientific 
community, as a whole, made no resistance to Hitler. Hitler may have ruined the 
long-term prospects of German science, but there were still plenty of gifted men to do 
the necessary research on such things as synthetic oil, jet planes, rocket projectiles 
and the atomic bomb. Without them the German war machine could never have been 
built up. On the other hand, what happened to German literature when the Nazis 


came to power? I believe no exhaustive lists have been published, but I imagine that 
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the number of German scientists — Jews apart — who voluntarily exiled themselves 
or were persecuted by the regime was much smaller than the number of writers and 
journalists. More sinister than this, a number of German scientists swallowed the 
monstrosity of ‘racial science’. You can find some of the statements to which they set 
their names in Professor Brady's The Spirit and Structure of German Fascism. But, 


in slightly different forms, it is the same picture everywhere. 


In England, a large proportion of our leading scientists accept the structure of 
capitalist society, as can be seen from the comparative freedom with which they are 
given knighthoods, baronetcies and even peerages. Since Tennyson, no English 
writer worth reading — one might, perhaps, make an exception of Sir Max Beerbohm 
— has been given a title. And those English scientists who do not simply accept the 
status quo are frequently Communists, which means that, however intellectually 
scrupulous they may be in their own line of work, they are ready to be uncritical and 
even dishonest on certain subjects. The fact is that a mere training in one or more of 
the exact sciences, even combined with very high gifts, is no guarantee of a humane 
or sceptical outlook. The physicists of half a dozen great nations, all feverishly and 


secretly working away at the atomic bomb, are a demonstration of this.” 


— ‘The Collected Essays, Journalism and Letters of George Orwell’, “What is 


Science?” 1945 


https://orwell.ru/library/articles/science/english/e_scien 
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124 
The Big Bad Marijuana Drug 


15.09 21 


I am prescribed cannabis by a current practitioner in a legal route for legitimate 
medical reasons and I do not drive as per Australian law regarding medical cannabis 
and driving. I am not an illicit user of cannabis but I used to be. (Nothing has 
changed, but now I have a piece of paper saying I'm allowed to consume cannabis, 
and I'm missing a bunch of money from clinic and therapist fees, oh and the quality 
of cannabis available to me is much better :)) Also people find it harder to judge you 
when you have a legitimate doctor's authority and aren't just trying to rough it on 
your own - in the latter case the stigma, prejudice, and tacit looks of disapproval are 
horrific - as if you are lesser for being a drug user. But suddenly you're prescribed it 


and it's OK. Make sense? 


Watch now as the big bad marijuana drug that was talked shit about all throughout 
our childhood and adolescence becomes as legal as alcohol and meanwhile psilocin 


(mushrooms) will become the new medical cannabis fad. 
Since the early twentieth century, the official agenda in the US was that psychoactive 


drugs (including cannabis and mushrooms (but not cigarettes and alcohol)) were 


dangerous and must be restricted. This was orchestrated. 
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Heck - legislation was introduced deliberately to the detriment of lower 
socioeconomic groups (blacks and Mexicans in particular) (and then later on in the 
60's they intentionally flooded the ghettos with crack cocaine to make it easier to 


arrest and send blacks to private prisons). 

These drugs were deemed to possess "no medical value" and demonised by 
authorities, as soon as the CIA was done with their little mind control experiments in 
the late 50's-early 60's. They were oh-so interested in LSD, and cannabis (which they 
refined into an injectable form and called 'sugar'). 

It's no coincidence these drugs became illegal in the late 60's - when the war on drugs 
was declared. The government learnt from alcohol prohibition. They saw the 
opportunity for political leverage and firmly grasped it like any self-respecting slimy 
and desperate politicians would. 

They’ ll do whatever they want to you, and you'll take it, and so will I, because in our 
tragic lives, we are not afforded freedom, but swiftly pick up the scraps and attempt 
to maintain our dignity and the delusions that come with this lifestyle. 

“We are all in the gutter, but some of us are looking at the stars.” - Oscar Wilde 

So now after a firm century of deliberately misleading anti-drug legislation, 

and almost half a century of wasted research opportunities 


(God knows what we missed out on, and if we'll ever find it again), 


(cont. next page) 
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we've all us lemmings hopped onto the lemming train and sparkled down lemming 


lane, 


constantly distracted by silly games, and yet acting as though it were all the same - 


because us lemmings are simply told what to do, 


and in our innocent nature don't question the rules, 


makes in the mind for a silly spool, 


and the Animal Farm turns the lemmings fools. 
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125 


Is it simply just THC that causes 
the psychoactive effects of 
cannabis? A short discussion. 


15.09 21 


A short discussion in defiance of the proposed "entourage effect" between 


cannabinoids and terpenes. 
Disclaimer: '?'= 'Delta'. Format issue. 


“Tt’s not alcohol, more THC doesn’t make you “higher” in the same sense more 
alcohol makes you more drunk...What matters most is usually what strain you’re 
smoking. The profile of each strain produces the effect, not the THC content.” - 


random person. 


”This is partially false - it is not that simple. You can talk about terpene profiles but 
medical cannabis is used successfully for many conditions, not just bodily ones but 
also psychological. There is a big difference in which oils are inhaled (or otherwise 
administered) depending on temperature as far as vaping with temperature control 


goes, at least. 
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There are terpenes and cannabinoids (for example limonene, CBD, and ?9-THC) - 
oils - which are vaporised in the presence of heat. However, the cannabinoids which 
are believed to be the most psychoactive have higher boiling points compared to 
those of the terpenes, and who knows what happens in the presence of 1000*C 
heat(?) (the temperature which occurs in in a bong, I assume) to the cannabis 
material, and the resultant smoke. (Low key I prefer the bong despite it being 


unhealthy to combust carbon :(..) 


In pharmacology, the dose is the difference between a medicinal agent and a poison - 


both are still drugs, only the dose has changed. 


Yes, it's more complicated with cannabis because of the entourage effect - a synergy 
in effect resulting from the presence of different terpenes and cannabinoids. 
However, most terpenes and cannabinoids aren't psychoactive, and therefore terpenes 
are more relevant in in vaping with temperature control - but let's look past that 
(because in mental health, CBD and terpenes are not going to do much, not being 
psychoactive, and I'm sure this is the case with most if not all other cannabinoids 
other than ?9-THC and ?8-THC, but I'm no expert, and perhaps the entourage effect 


does contribute significantly to the psychoactive effect caused by ?9-THC.) 


?9-THC is regarded by pharmacologists as a neural stimulant, depressant, AND 
psychedelic. If you know anything about psychedelics, you know that they are 
heavily dose-dependent drugs. Dose, set, and setting make for the tone of a 


psychedelic trip, whether it's a 50 mg cone of THC or DMT. 


The dose is absolutely important with cannabis. Tolerance develops fast but before 


that, the high can be intense. Everyone has their own unique physiology. 
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Edit: so I suppose the point I'm trying to make is that it is THC that creates a 
psychoactive effect, nothing else, especially when the cannabis is simply combusted, 
and that for mental health disorders, where the drug must enter the brain to be 
effective, THC is perhaps the only useful compound in most strains of cannabis. I'm 
sure there are a few more mysterious players that also enter the brain but I'm not an 


expert in that field. 


To be absolutely clear I am only saying that I believe ?9-THC is the only useful 
compound in cannabis (aside from a small effect of ?8-THC and perhaps the 
entourage effect with other cannabinoids and also terpenes) for major depressive 
disorder based on my own experience. I'm only speaking for myself. I absolutely see 
the value of non-psychoactive cannabinoids and terpenes in the treatment of many 
disorders, just off the top of my head - MS, scoliosis, and fibromyalgia. But most I'm 


ignorant to. 


My point being the terpenes may be having an effect in the CNS, but that effect is 
wholly determined by the dose of THC taken. They are, after all, not very 
psychoactive on their own... Therefore, why not explore the pharmacology of THC 
on its own and as a control while adding individual and mixed terpenes to ascertain 
empirically the differences in effects?...to probably validate whether the “entourage 


effect” is accurate whatsoever?...” 
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126 
School shootings 


16.09 21 


"No, I wasn’t personally affected by any of those shootings in the same way you 
weren’t personally affected by anything that happens outside of your bubble. I was 
probably at home, smoking weed, and playing video games, or sleeping every single 


one of those shootings. 


Pathos. Where were you when thousands of Middle-Eastern children were 
slaughtered by armed soldiers during the last 20 years? Where are you now, what 
with all the other tragedies that plague our world? You know they haven’t completely 
starved out, the people who inhabit third-world countries. Perhaps they’d appreciate 
some more death, ruins, and shrapnel, so “the good guys” (how the US government 


thinks themselves) can maintain political leverage? 


I perceive your piece was written out of spite and to inspire guilt - hence my 
matching tone. In all seriousness, though... yes, gun violence is a significant issue in 
the US. However, so is the constitution of the US. The people have a right to bear 
arms to protect themselves against the government, which is becoming increasingly 
authoritative, and not just the contrary. Therefore we are at a stalemate - if the ruling 
class (who customarily wants it both ways) can’t order its masses, and yet guns are 


continued to be made available, what do you expect to happen? 


School shooters are typically people who suffered and simply took revenge. “Never 
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attribute to malice that which can be attributed to stupidity.”” When we’re young we 
make stupid decisions, and when circumstances afflict one in incomprehensible ways, 
how do you expect one to respond? Frustration and vengeance are natural in “nature” 
(as though we weren’t a part of it). Furthermore, the US government kills more 


people on a daily basis with drone strikes alone than any school shooter’s tally. 


Who’s the real moral culprit here? A kid who got bullied and found his way to a gun, 
or state-sanctioned, multi-billion dollar-backed military operatives with auxiliary 
intelligence agencies and think tanks and the military-industrial complex? What’s the 
real problem? Where’s your focus? Is it: kids shooting up schools, or are we simply 
seeing the effects of a post-industrial dystopia whose proponents tote propaganda to 
kids as “normal” from age 4... (and then people like you exist, but I can hardly blame 
you for following ideas you believed to be right, for what reason is there, as a child of 
all people, impressionable and not cynical, to doubt what people say to you? You 
grow up with the very same notions internalised. Pavlovian conditioning.) Then 


maybe hypothesise a solution...? 

Because right now, all you’re saying (to me) is: “guns are bad because people get 
murdered and therefore we should make them illegal and guilt-trip people while 
we’re at it”, whereas clearly there is more nuance to the situation, as I have 


demonstrated. 


QO" 
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127 
Event of no consequence 


16.09 21 


"Faith is of the heart, not of the head. When the heart is ungoverned by reason, 
charlatans have powerful tools to deceive[.. . .] Yet of all things I desire nothing 


more than an end. I beg you, maker... put an end to me. We beg you... show mercy." 


- Dragon age 


The final sounds he heard before his senses went black were sharp scratching and 


grating followed by fading tinnitus. 


He expected this to happen for years, yearned for it, romanticised and fetishised it, 


but falsely anticipated a great feeling of relief. 


What he failed to notice was although as he was very much relieved, in such a state it 


was impossible to feel... anything. 


It occurred to him in this metaphysical abstraction of reality that it was his feelings 
that really mattered all along - from which he would always dissociate - and, in this 
dreaded state which eternally bound its subject to motionless and deaf silence, relief 


was only coincidental and worthless. 
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He inflicted that final pang onto his loved ones, some who felt the waves of that pang 
for years after, others who regarded it only a temporary inconvenience in exchange 


for the taking away of that miserable and mirthless nuisance (finally!), 
but his own pain laid in retrospect to that event, for he pictured those singular tearful 


faces, who would finally begin to mourn for that which they painstakingly waited for 


- it being the case they also expected that event to occur for a long time prior. 
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128 
A brief history of LSD and 
lysergic acid and the Eleusinian 
Mysteries of Ancient Greece 


17.09 21 


Soul: 'spirit; heart; essence; core.' 


'dosis sola facit venenum' - Latin: 'only the dose makes the poison' 


The inventor of LSD - Albert Hofmann - wrote a book called “LSD - My Problem 
Child”. In the book, he discusses some very interesting ideas regarding what he refers 


to as “The Eleusinian Mysteries”. 


These were initiation ceremonies held annually at the holy sanctuary of Eleusis in 
Ancient Greece for the cult of the Goddesses Demeter and Persephone (Goddess of 


the harvest and agriculture, and her daughter, Goddess of the underworld). 


Some of these ceremonies involved drinking a special brew called kykeon which was 


made of water, barley, and penny-royal. Note barley. 


Ergot is a fungus that grows on barley and contains lysergic acid which is the 
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precursor to LSD (semi-synthetic), itself psychoactive. The consumption of ergot- 
tainted barley was the cause of St Anthony’s Fire in 944 AD and killed 20,000 


people. Dozens of similar tragedies were recorded historically. 


Anyway, fragments of ergot were discovered in a temple dedicated to the Eleusinian 
Goddesses excavated in the Mas Castellar site of Girona in Spain and also within a 


vase and a man’s dentures. 


This evidence suggests the Ancient Greeks were getting high off substances, likely 
derivatives of lysergic acid, which were pharmacologically similar to LSD. Probably 


ergot-tainted barley. 


As you say accounts of visions are ubiquitous throughout history and frequently 


influenced by drugs, especially psychedelic drugs like psilocin mushrooms and LSD. 


These ceremonies lent a special emphasis to visions. This is likely due to the nature 
of psychedelic drugs, which “open the doors of perception” as Aldous Huxley said 
and often cause spiritual experiences involving visions (or otherwise open-eye and 
closed-eye visuals) given “the right dose, set, and setting”, as Timothy Leary once 


advised. 


It’s not just the visuals - particularly at higher doses there’s the potential for other 
significant sensory alterations such as related to colour and geometry, and even 
synesthesia (where you see sounds, etc.), or even experience additional spatial or 
temporal dimensions. The value of the effects of these drugs is predominantly 


subjective. 


Alexander Shulgin, the legendary chemist, said of LSD in his book TIKHAL, “Jn the 


case of LSD, it seems presumptuous to attempt to select typical comments for 
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quotation. Literally thousands of reports are in the literature, from early exploratory 
research, to clinical applications for treatment of autism, of alcoholism, or mental 
illness, to assisting in psychotherapy and in the dying process, to the adventures of 
the military in both intelligence and chemical warfare, to innumerable anecdotal 


tales of pleasure and pain. Dozens of books have been devoted to these topics.” 


In any case, psychedelic drugs like LSD are far less intoxicating in the way alcohol 
is, and much healthier in terms of harm and addiction potential, despite the contrary 
perception of much of the public. LSD and magic mushrooms are both about to be 
approved for medicinal use in the US. Recent research makes psychedelic drugs look 
like the panacea, and in many ways they are, given how interesting their effects are, 
and perhaps this is what gave the ceremonies of The Eleusinian Mysteries their 


significance. 


According to the English transcriber Thomas Taylor, "the dramatic shows of the 
Lesser Mysteries occultly signified the miseries of the soul while in subjection to the 
body, so those of the Greater obscurely intimated, by mystic and splendid visions, the 
felicity of the soul both here and hereafter, when purified from the defilements of a 


material nature and constantly elevated to the realities of [spiritual] vision." 


According to Plato, "the ultimate design of the Mysteries ... was to lead us back to the 


principles from which we descended, ... a perfect enjoyment of [spiritual] good." 
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129 
Sobriety (or how I justify 
my addiction) 


18 09 21 


“Daren’t you fall prey to temptation lest you suffer the scorn and shun of your 
supposedly holy brothers. You may take up the drink on occasion so long as you 
demonstrate remorse in the wake of sin.” - what I suppose the philosophy of AA is. 


As if drinking a fermented beverage were a shameful sin. 
Anyone who knows me would know exactly where this is going. 


One positive thing I can say about the sobriety mentality is that I admire the 
necessary determination. I just personally don’t think it’s worth it (like at all) and I 
think it’s lame as fuck but you’re free to practise and preach whatever you want, just 


as I am doing. Bless. 


Letter to an evangelist preacher of sobriety - 


"It is unfair to make a comparison between career professionals acquiring experience 
throughout the years and addicts accumulating morbid “days since x” (days since the 


addict had fun, too, probably, or didn’t hate them self for the invariable stigma of 
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their family and peers and the effect that has on their mental health) and torturing 
themselves with abstinence and probably coping in other ways, but so long as you 
don’t drink/use you’ve earned your badge of ostensible success, which one ought to 


take pride in. 


Professionals don’t suddenly lose all their skills and knowledge when they stop 


practising/relapse once. 


People take breaks from their careers in the same way as their lifestyles. 


“Yeah go sober guys!” (But accept our religious ideology first) - this is the thought 
structure behind AA, and I can only assume yours is the same. Evangelists do tend to 


prey on the weak. 


Starting to think the sobriety mindset is more of a panic mode. Same mentality as 
sexual abstinence which is still taught in churches and probably some schools, just 
without the chastity belts, and with less perversion. Because we’re modern now. 


Sophisticated. Civilised. La-de-la. 


None of that means shit. People acquire all kinds of addictions, physical and 
psychological. To food, to porn, to digital media, to drugs (including nicotine, and 
caffeine, by the way). Heck, even sucrose sugar is arguably a drug by definition (a 
substance which upon entering the body, changes the way it works) and substantially 
more people die from diabetes and heart disease as a direct result of their diets than 


anything else, including drug-related deaths. 


“The dose makes the poison’ is a basic principle in toxicology. No matter the 


substance. You can die from overdosing on water. It happens frequently at raves. 
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Addiction (to anything) is a convoluted psychological problem that you can’t just 
solve by leisurely waving your hand and exclaiming, “yeah good work guys wow 20 
years sober wow that’s such an accomplishment and you must be so proud God 
bless”. It’s a sad and dishonest affair and you know it. Your pride just won’t let you 


acknowledge you might be wrong, having held such firm convictions for so long. 


The path of least resistance is to simply give up on oneself, dismiss oneself as 
worthless, ignore one’s gut feeling and blindly follow the words of someone else, 
likely a charlatan with ulterior motives, but at the very least someone with vested 


interests in beguilement. 


Of course there is a major element of genetics related to reward system circuitry 
dysfunction involved in addiction, and typically people have multiple psychiatric 
conditions, not just one. “/t’s congenital” regarding addiction is the equivalent of a 
fat person excusing their poor diet and lack of exercise with the words “J just have 


big bones”. 


Yes... There is a proven genetic element at play. There is also a proven 
environmental element that, as far as I know, is thought to be more significant - 
namely children learn behaviours from their carers by imitating behaviour 
demonstrated right in front of them every day for the two decades they’re forced to 
spend in that hell. Think about that next time you preach to children about the evils of 
drink, ya goddamn hypocrite. 


Just use in moderation. It really is that simple. Jesus Christ, man. You don’t have be 
to all alpha and masculine. Embrace your anima. Having a feminine side doesn’t 
necessary make one gay, in fact it’s quite normal. 


One has more power than one thinks. Granted many addicts don’t have adequate 
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social support, but this is a pathetic substitute. Curious how the church and 
mainstream media narrative would have you think you’re just a worthless piece of 


shit and to fear God and Big Brother. 


Then to be so bold as to act sour in the face of criticism... weak, man. Evangelical 
religious people seem to have no capacity for ideological change or even basic 


discourse and really are, in real life, like the Mormons in South Park. 


Cloistered amongst themselves, on the surface welcoming and wise, but eventually 
the mask slips in plain sight of the disillusioned. Only the disillusioned make it that 
far. The rest fall dreary lemmings from that precipice so coveted by the self- 


proclaimed “men of God”. 


Take drugs. Drink alcohol. Just be safe and responsible about it. It’s not hard. Fuck 


me. 
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130 
Nobility — delineation of 
real and fake 


19 09 21 


"I'm not that nice 
I'm mean and I'm evil 
Don't call me nice 
I'm gonna eat your heart out 

I've got some work to do 

Baby, I'm ready 
I'm ready, ready, ready to blow my lid off 
Yeah 
Go fuck yourself 
You heard me right 
Don't call me nice again 
Don't you have somewhere to be at seven thirty? 
Baby, I'm ready 
I'm ready, ready, ready to blow my brains out 
You die 
And words don't do anything 
It's permanently night 
And I won't feel anything 
We'll all be laughing with you when you die." 
MGMT, When You Die. 
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" 


Robert F. Kennedy: "Only those who dare to fail greatly can ever achieve greatly. 


Charles Bukowski: "Are there good governments and bad governments? No. There 


are only bad governments and worse governments." 


(Inner dialogue expressed in parentheses) 


The plant takes what it can from the sun. Just like us. 


If there’s only a little bit of sunlight, the plant will stay alive, in its stunted form. 


If no sunlight, the plant will quickly wither and die. 


The plant has no complaints. The plant is noble. 


Noble here meaning, ‘suffers silently’. 


Learn from the plant, you (and me). Please? 


This quality - nobility - differentiates humans from plants. 


Humans are not noble. Some are born who call themselves noble, but this definition 


relates simply to their lineage and no remarkable qualities or skills, only inheritance. 


One does what one can with what one perceives to possess (or not possess). 
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Maybe once every decade a truly noble person is born, but then certainly trod upon 

by their peers, out of jealousy, spite, perceived advantage (humans act like any other 
animal, savage to the bone until you mention one of the lemming buzz-words such as 
“civilised” or “society”, and then they immediately recollect themselves and act as if 


they were such a thing - a most unnatural affair). 


I can think of a few noble people. I’m sure you can too. George Orwell. Albert 
Einstein. Nelson Mandela. Mahatma Gandhi. Joan of Arc. John Lennon. Shakur 
Tupac. Ned Kelly. Gautama Buddha. Shit, even Russell Brand. 


I say these people staked just about everything (certainly their reputations) and some 
all their possessions, on their principles, and overcame the grotesque nature of 
bureaucracy, corruption, and politics (which are inextricable) to do what they thought 


was right, and with flying colours persevered to this effect - and everyone noticed. 


Why? Because people admire qualities they themselves do not possess, and most 
people are cowards who admire the boldness of character and conviction (because 


they don’t have very much of their own). 


The people who weren’t noticed, who still tried to do right, I wonder? Shot in the 
back of the head and pushed into the ocean at night off an aircraft carrier with a brick 
tied around their ankles and a bag over their head... or simply ignored with deathly 
silence to the direct detriment of their sanity and mental health - just like Nietzsche 


was by all of his peers for his entire career? 


Otherwise, the person who attempts to do what is truly right will be dismissed by the 
powers that be as unremarkable, false, and foreign... and loses all social privileges 


for daring to voice one's own opinion. "What makes you so special?" (Nothing. That's 
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the point.) 

All dissent is promptly squashed. So it goes. 

We have all of us conditioning within our minds, 

impossible to recognise or to untwine. 

Am I mistaken or is it not one’s acts that define one’s character? 

Trod upon for lack of understanding for what one ought to do in life. 

How many did we lose? How many youths were incapacitated by police in the US 
ghettos alone (and fucking helicopters (‘ghetto birds') that fly up to your window to 
suss you out) in the last few decades? How much fear did we inspire, to what effect? 
How many deaths did we cause - deliberately and inadvertently, domestically and 


internationally - how much suffering, for all parties involved? 


Oppression is the manifestation of the frustrations and desperations of the ruling 


class. (I'd have made a "good" tyrant.) 


It’s very obvious African descendants in the US were formerly a slave race, in the 
same way as it’s clear in Australia that aboriginal people were beaten into the dust 
and to this day (probably forever) remain marginalised and disempowered (but 


nobody cares, and only pretend to). 


Those people who do truly care have no eye for political games. 


Loosely deriving from Plato's Republic - the best suited to rule are the least likely to 
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want to, and the less suited to rule are more inclined to desire power due to their 


shortcomings. 


How do I know the oppressed descendants of natives resent authority? 


You can see it in their eyes - the hatred for the establishment that afflicted their 
generation with death, disease, rape, pillaging, displacement, cultural decimation, 
poisonings, and continue to propagandise generations to come, influencing them to 
the "white" culture of alcohol, diabetes, and heart disease, forcibly removing their 
spiritual connection with the country they've inhabited for tens of thousands of years 
(compare that to how we act toward the thread of invasion - we're all terrified of the 
Chinese (and, low-key, out of spite, I too resent the contemporary authorities, and 
would perhaps rather enjoy witnessing an invasion - poetic justice), all so a few 
hundred years ago, a few hundred white men could cosplay and ego-trip with 
muskets and ships. In retrospect it makes colonists look like pieces of shit - and we 


are their descendants, so what does that make us? (The descendants of pieces of shit?) 


But any reasonable person already knew this at heart - it's a feeling of indignation. 


Anyway... then there’s the tyrant who thinks they’re a noble person, invariably 
confusing their definitions of true nobility with the nobility of lineage, and living out 


their lives to the greater detriment of all who surround them. 


These “nobles” I suppose are born once every year, and have a higher turnover rate 
due to hefty mental confusion, complicity to predetermined power and authority, 
complacency in one’s acts, and low emotional intelligence (seriously, for your mental 
health, it’s probably better to be born lower-class, despite all. Only need to read Pearl 
S. Buck (or be born upper-class and think for oneself) to understand.) 
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It’s better to have no reputation to lose than to have a reputation that depends on 
dishonesty. Eventually, you will be found out and cut down - therein lay the 
anticipation and mental anguish which I suppose drives many forms of charlatans 


(“nobles’’) to their psychotic demises (like King George III). 


The problem is one can’t be sure which one is - the tyrant or the noble person - or 
perhaps the commoner? (Wait I forgot something - the representative of God - ha! 


Don’t make me laugh. We all represent God, buddy). 


At any rate, it's difficult to catch yourself lying, such that the authority of one person 
ought not to be inflated to such heights of power lest the oppressed suffer one's every 
whim. Mass prosperity or mass psychosis - it could go either way (but considering 
the average human's tendency to engage in corrupt behaviour, I would count on the 


latter). 


But is one OK with being a simple commoner (it wasn’t even brought up until now) 
who, in our millennium, is equated in derogatory and comical terms by the ruling 
class, and even the “upper” working class, who (relative to the ruling class) aren’t 
much off from the poverty line by a shred, and yet are as confused and complicit to 


the machinations of the machine as much as the so-called “‘noblemen’’? 


Therefore, if I am correct, then dispense of the idea of nobility, and simply act as you 


would if you were noble, and not just vain and ostentatious. 


It’s my ego speaking. Because I’m honest - you essentially are your ego (ever 


experienced ego death?) I tried to be consistent nonetheless. 


That is all. 
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Ah, that sense of relief, having gotten something off your chest - it’s the only reason I 


do this (I feel like that's a lie). 


Also, I like attention (compensating because in real life even without COVID I’m 
objectively a loser) and apparently, this reason accounts for all of my words and 


actions (yeah, that's not a lie). 


“there is a loneliness in this world so great 
that you can see it in the slow movement of 


the hands of a clock. 
people so tired 
mutilated 


either by love or no love. 


people just are not good to each other 


one on one. 


the rich are not good to the rich 


the poor are not good to the poor. 
we are afraid. 
our educational system tells us 


that we can all be 


big-ass winners. 
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it hasn't told us 
about the gutters 
or the suicides. 
or the terror of one person 
aching in one place 


alone 


untouched 


unspoken to 


watering a plant.” 


Charlies Bukowski, Love is a Dog from Hell 
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131 


Contemporary vs re-emerging 
and past therapies for mental 
health and drug-assisted 
psychotherapy 


22 09 21 


"What am I biased about? I’ve taken multiple SSRIs. P’ve studied pharmacology. I 


worked as a pharmacist. I’ve tripped many times. 
I’m talking about a statistically significant side effect of SSRIs. In the US the FDA 
was forced to require black box warnings on SSRIs because it is well known they 


increase ideation and incidence of suicide, particularly in young men. Look it up. 


Who isn’t mentally ill in Western culture? 1 in 100,000 people? Neurotic coping 


mechanisms are common in adults (Valliant’s classication of defence mechanisms). 


Of course all treatments have their risks - that much is obvious - just like how you 


can overdose on water. The dose makes the poison. 


If you didn’t know the first thing about psychedelics, then I'll tell you: the effects of 


psychs are dependent on dose, set, and setting. 


So2 


Seems to be that in your reductionist view, all treatment comes down to is which drug 


is prescribed. 


However, in the real world, a person walks into a doctor’s office, confesses they feel 
depressed, and is immediately offered a script for an SSRI - first line treatment - 
despite their low efficacy (contrasted to the high efficacy of ketamine, LSD, and 


psilocybin treatments (all in controlled doses)). 


This is typically done even in the absence of psychotherapy. Doesn’t work? Increase 


the dose or try another class of antidepressant or mood stabiliser. 


Also, regarding psychedelics, from research done in the 60s before criminalisation, 
we know that the most benefit is in the drug being taken in conjunction with 
psychotherapy (drug-assisted psychotherapy). So, you are given a predetermined dose 
of a drug, you lie or sit down, and a therapist sits next to you and guides you through 
the trip, facilitating therapeutic goals meanwhile, listening to you and guiding you but 


not directing your trip. Basically just professional trip sitting. 


Huge success was observed in drug-assisted psychotherapy, with long-term and 
lasting effects in treating many psychiatric conditions including alcoholism, PTSD, 


anxiety, depression, psychosomatic illnesses... 


It’s still not legal yet, but some practitioners offer these services, only you must 


provide your own substance, so it’s not strictly professional. 


Once psilocybin is decriminalised, which is already happening throughout the US, 
and Aus is swiftly following suite, then using it in psychotherapy is only a stone’s 
throw away, and we can do away with the ineffective drugs we currently rely on - 


which you glorify - and perhaps be more focused on non-pharmacological treatments 
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like realising how detrimental it is to work 5 days a week, general self care and well- 


being like diet and exercise, and a good psych, CBT, DBT, whatever... 


Also yes psychedelics can precipitate dormant psychotic illnesses like schizophrenia, 


but only if you were already predisposed to the illness (and so does cannabis). 


Taken in sufficient doses, hallucinogens - psychedelics, dissociatives, and deliriants - 
cause temporary psychosis and put you in a state resembling schizophrenia. Contrary 
to popular opinion, this does not mean you will simply commit suicide if you get 


unlucky or something. 


That is just dumb. If you respect the drug, upscale the dose from a fraction of the 
threshold, and just be fucking responsible, generally no harm is done. Arguably 
alcohol is much more fatal - should I link you drunk driving fatality statistics and we 


can compare? ???? Not to mention social and physical harm and addiction!" 


[Future Oli: psilocybin was legalised for medical use in Australia in 2023. However, 


only rich people can afford this treatment. It's the same for ketamine and MDMA.] 
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132 
Genuine honesty vs the 
cultivation of self-image — 
truth and lies 


24 09 21 


Alexander Pope - "The ruling passion, be it what it will, the ruling passion conquers 


reason Still." 


Alexander Lowen - "Suppressing a feeling doesn't make it go away; it only pushes it 


deeper into the unconscious. By this action, we internalise the problem." 


Russell Brand - "The only point of change is an inner one. That's the first thing that 
has to be altered, and I think that can only be done collectively - alone it's too 


terrifying to consider." 


I have nothing to lose by telling the truth (not just the image of truth, but clear-cut 
honesty to the bone inclusive of omissions), to just about anyone, about my income, 
my associations, my living circumstances, my personal opinions on sensitive topics, 
embarrassing things that have happened to me, and my opinion of myself, of the 


opinions of others, and of our culture as a collective. I'll omit my residential address, 
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but my ISP, Google, Facebook, and whoever buys their data, all already have a pretty 
good idea. This is all I am as a person, where my convictions lie, no matter how 
depressing, disagreeable, clunky, and dull, and my worth is equivalent to the 


expression of my convictions. 


So, frankly, there is no privacy, and to be dishonest to others (barring the exploitative 
people, of course, because no good ever comes of that dialogue), to be dishonest, 
even about your self-image, is to jeopardise yourself, for you will soon forget your 
shameful lies, and be left with the cold truths, to be dealt with solely by yourself, on 
your own accord. In other words, to be dishonest to others about your emotions is to 
internalise them and make necessary the act of facing your demons alone, which is 
terrifying and perhaps impossible, especially after the compounding detriments to 


one's mental health are considered, possibly before it's too late. 
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133 
Hatred, empathy, and 
compassion 


25 09 21 


Hard times don't exist in nature the way they do for us. Strife is forged. Fix it. 


Bukowski - 
“There is a loneliness in this world so great 


that you can see it in the slow movement of 


the hands of a clock.” 


Nietzsche - 
"For that man be delivered from revenge, that is for me the bridge to the highest 


hope and a rainbow after long storms. 


The tarantulas, of course, would have it otherwise." 
I resent my own character and this is expressed through my writing. This piece is no 
exception. 


I am hateful (for whatever reason). I had to truly realise it (and its impact) before I 
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begun to work on myself, and it seems I still have infinity to traverse, but I’m 


improving by infinitesimal degrees. 


When you’re hateful it’s easy to engage in avoidant behaviour, alter your state of 
mind with alcohol/drugs (yes, I know alcohol is a drug) and feel no remorse when 


you project your hatred onto undeserving parties. 


Perhaps irredeemable or reprehensible, perhaps not. At any rate, the first step to 
recovering from deep-seated hatred is to recognise certain truths about oneself, no 
matter how inconvenient, and, if one can’t do this in one’s own capacity, given all the 
tools, one is certainly irredeemable, whether or not one wills it to be so, and 


regardless of the detriment to oneself and others. 


I really don’t know what I’m scampering on about. I think my point is that there’s 
always room for empathy and compassion, even for those who lack those precise 


qualities. 


One may not like the sentiment, but I apply the same principles to everyone, 
including murders and rapists alike, even the most reprehensible of the lot who 
commit the most atrocious acts (can’t be worse than any government’s usual routine, 
right?) although I can’t say I’ve ever met one, and would likely be afraid or repulsed 
(not as much as I am from any government), but nonetheless I’d like to think I'd 
strive to see the good in them and thereby encourage genuine goodness of heart to 


flourish wherever it may be, such that perhaps true evil may be prevailed. 


“Happiness is when what you think, what you say, and what you do are in harmony.” 


- Mahatma Gandhi 
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134 
“What are we going to do 
with you?” 


10. 10 21 


“Nothing is good or bad, but thinking makes it so.” 


Shakespeare 


*Please click away if you're easily offended, or else blame yourself for your own 


thoughts !* 


I’ve always found the term “what are we going to do with you?” offensive. But fuck 
that, so what if it’s offensive to me? No matter what is said, someone is bound to 
have their sensibilities perturbed. I know it’s old-fashioned but I believe in free 
speech. Shocking, right? The term I speak of is almost always used in a lighthearted 


manner, but I still find it creepy. Why? 


Simple. Taken at face value, the implication is that you are controllable, and more, 
you should be controlled, by others. Is this a ‘bad’ thing? Yes. Ill explain why. 
Presently, we are groomed to be trusting of authorities - parents, teachers, police, 


politicians, doctors, socially distinguished sycophants, and whoever is your superior 
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at work, to name a few. There is no room for leeway. It’s a black-and-white affair. 


You must stare dumbfounded at authorities and accept without question their ideas 
and commands or else risk being subject to some punitive measure taken purely out 
of spite on behalf of the authority whose pride was wounded at not having received a 
gratifying appraisal. Gratifying because most likely the authority has done absolutely 
nothing to earn the respect they so crave, yet expect it all the same, just as a tyrant 
would, simply because they hold a certain position of power. This is cowardly 
grasping at its finest - the solace of a pathetic, unaware man with no humility, 


originality, or sense. 


So it happens, in virtually any political system I can think of, that such men (and 
women, get over yourself, obviously I meant that as well) occupy the executive 
positions of government. For example, look no further than the contemporary 
oligarchies of the developed world, who only call themselves democracies for the 
romantic flair, and in actuality vehemently support the further establishment of 
authoritarianism, and enjoy rubbing cocks with profit-over-all-else-including- 


morality corporations. 


Not indoctrination, nor social conditioning, propaganda, corrupt executives, forever 
war, and a military-industrial complex pumping in full swing yet unnoticed, are 
strange in this context. It all fits the police state narrative just like in North Korea. 
Let’s just say the next Tienanmen square massacre probably won’t be in China, but 
we should expect it much closer to home given the current political climate, whose 
proponents have now unashamedly adopted the rhetorical use of the pandemic to 


push authoritarian policies into legislature. 


If the monstrous inclinations of such people, or at least the great majority of them 


acting in unison, are any indication of how ‘bad’ their control of us therefore is, then 
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being complicit to the control of others is a very bad thing indeed. Healthy 
skepticism, originality of thought, and open discourse, must be encouraged, lest we 


devolve further in the direction of witch hunts and crusades. 


“Let not any one pacify his conscience by the delusion that he can do no harm if he 
takes no part, and forms no opinion. Bad men need nothing more to compass their 
ends, than that good men should look on and do nothing. He is not a good man who, 
without a protest, allows wrong to be committed in his name, and with the means 
which he helps to supply, because he will not trouble himself to use his mind on the 


subject.” 


John Stuart Mill 
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135 
Nothing has changed. Nor will it. 


1510 21 


“The beginning has given birth to the end 
Everything will stay the same 
The worn-out smiles 
The selfish interest 
Questions of stone in stone 
The gestures that mimic love 


Everything will stay the same 


But my arms still long to embrace the world 
For they have not been taught 


That time has run out” 


Alejandra Pizarnik: The Awakening 


Any health care professional who is sufficiently indoctrinated to not ask probing 
questions and invariably act in defense of the modern health care system, will tell you 
with confidence that contemporary psychiatric institutionalisation is quite different 


from the One Flew the Cuckoo’s Nest variant, some 60 years old. 


Perhaps they are correct. After all, seldom are lobotomies and beatings performed 


anymore, the captives are not in chains, and there seems to be a greater emphasis on 
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human rights. 


But in reality one knows from the Rosenhan experiment that practitioners are 
incapable of distinguishing between real patients and pseudopatients. More 
disturbingly,the study found in earnest the experience of psychiatric 
institutionalisation to be “dehumanising”’. 

Explained, “nobody talks to you”, “nobody has any contact with you”, “the average 
contact between patients and staff was about six and a half minutes long” and went 
on to conclude that “psychiatric hospitals are storehouses for people in society whom 
you really don’t want, whom you really don’t understand, and for whom you’ve lost a 


great deal of sympathy.” 


If the dehumanisation aspect (so the main problem with psychiatric 
institutionalisation, known for centuries) has remained unchanged, which I can say 
from anecdotal experience, it definitely has, then we can be assured from the results 
of the Stanford-Miller prison experiment that the level of cruelty exercised by 
complicit authorities will continue to be proportional to just how inhuman they see 


their captives, reflected in how they treat them (with no respect whatsoever). 


Those with any disagreeable variation in mental constitution will be deemed 
pathological, and will be treated and stigmatised against accordingly, indefinitely. 
The practitioners, who hold themselves in a saintly and noble position, of benevolent 
regard, however feared and gruesome, will in consistent but tacit jabs reinforce to the 
patient that should they not aware of their being insane, then they must be insane, and 
in such a way continue to serve their lives in the manner dictated by the Combine, 
such that Nurse Ratched would be very proud indeed, as they continue unabashedly, 


and even with pride, “to adjust the Outside as well as the Inside’’. 
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"Its no measure of health to be well adjusted to a profoundly sick society." 


"The road to hell is paved with good intentions." 


"Of all tyrannies, a tyranny sincerely exercised for the good of its victims may be the 


most oppressive." 
"Having no solid counter-argumentation to a patient's world-view or interpretation 


of some particular facts, or theories unheard before psychiatrist like inquisitors 


centuries before support their argumentation by brutal force." 
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136 
Intellectual property 


18 10 21 


In hindsight, appears convoluted and nonsensical, but I still notice the validity of the 


points made, and believe them to be important as ever. 


A friend once asked me with some ardour what I 'thought about' intellectual property. 
I believe it to be purely selfish. In its defense people will often say something 
amounting to: 'what non-monetary motivation is there for the desire to use resources 


and create?'. 


There is a valid point here about our culture's reliance on finance; the unfeasibility of 
pure creativity where men only think of financial incomes and outcomes. After all, 
where would scientific research be without this system? However, this is too simple- 
minded an approach. It is taken for granted that money is the cornerstone of creativity 
and even life itself because we were raised to think so; we were conditioned with 
materialistic values; this is the effect imposed on its youth by our culture of self- 


serving greed and excess disguised as 'success'. 


So it may be that we are all unwittingly confined to this state of unthinking 
complacency, insidiously instilled from lost days. This isn't so far-fetched when one 


looks around oneself. Oscar Wilde rightly said: "Imitation is the sincerest form of 
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flattery", speaking of the attitude of men of mediocrity towards those of greatness. So 
maybe even the 'best' of us are complacent and unthinking; perhaps vanity trumps all. 
And what of everyone else: doomed to ill-founded mimicry? It is all a poorly- 
executed stage show, narcissists taking the central roles. In this light all is explained: 
our attitude to money and its inexplicable connection to creative pursuits-or rather 


anything done with pure intent, uncorrupted by bureaucratic and financial motives. 


Furthermore can 'property' really be reconciled as such? Are we all not just 
borrowing (holding on to) anything we claim to be ours? And what of artistic 
appropriation, of conveying techniques and ideas which can be used and built upon to 
the advantage of us all? These are childish justifications of greed. It is tantamount to 
saying 'it's mine!; primal desire disguised as intellect and the self-entitled bitter 


jealousy and that follows. 


I deduce that all claims to property, not only ‘intellectual property’, boil down to base 
greed resulting from us simply not knowing any better due to how we were trained to 
think in our upbringing and being conditioned to an obstinate unthinking nature 
where mimicry is seen as intellect. How vain it is to claim everything that is not 


human. 


What then, you may say, of literary pursuits and other endeavours that don't draw 
from many resources? And are time and interest not resources? Did Dostoyevsky not 
deserve any reward for his efforts, having studied and written all he did for the sake 
of us all, as his duty to mankind? Well, I'd wager he did all that for the sake of art 
itself-but this is beside the point. Again I say this would not be an issue in the 
absence of money as a primary motive for all that we do. For example, in this way of 
thinking time is money and why do anything if not for money? This dispenses of the 
purpose of art itself as an undertaking that brings joy in its creation and output and 


replaces this pure motive with a rotten core of greed. In the end, what is the point? 
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This is self-defeating. 


It's not that I don't want to speak, but if I did I'd suffer in some form-the 
apprehension isn't all; I'd be shut down with silent, surprised looks. At the very least 
I'd be dismissed or made to feel inadequate, probably not by others' malice, but by 
the precedent set by myself: expect nothing from me, much less the manner and 
content of my speech. So that when I feel normal (on benzos/piss drunk) my talking 
would come as a surprise, as well as off-tone and unfitting to the situation. If my 
writing is a reflection of my thoughts then how much more jumbled and verbose is my 


speech, still considering my inferior hearing. This is borderline incoherent and I'm 


trying. 


367 


137 
Calling out people who 
don't care 


28 10 21 


SPELLING ERRORS??? HOW DARE HE!!! 


Block block block block 
Peep above the parapet 
as the meerkat does, 
for similarly curious 
and needless reasons, 


yet, in doing so, you See. 


Inebriated monologue commences: 


"hey mooie considering you're likely my closest friend (sad, right?) might I request 


the inscribing of 'was always a cunt and always will be' to my tomb stone? 


no capitalisations or full-stops because 1 don’t even deserve that much... 


Much less a lot, or an ornamental and structural display. 
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haha funny 


haha sympathy 


Anything a mentally unwell person says is for sympathy - 


you'd so best to believe it (if you had no basic social sense, so that throws out 90% of 
the upper class twits, whom were granted such opportunities, and yet failed so 
profoundly in their grandiose endeavours - pathetic - unfit for my association, such 
high regard I hold myself relative to prejudiced cretin, and I’d put my wager on the 
sensibility and trustworthiness of the shook, scared prison inmate, than on the creepy 
'‘workaholic' (why not try becoming addicted to something you is enjoy, and as a 
bonus is NOT soul-crushing? You have a decision. No matter who you are, you do. 


You're just lying to yourself.) 


shaking from 4-daily coffees, plasticine smiles, painstakingly routing their each and 
every day until they die, never partaking in anything of interest and always mistaking 
pyrite for gold, and prideful all the same, such that should you ever be to one’s 
advantage, you should expect every unscrupulous attack in the Book of the Common 


Man. Much like Douglas Adam’s series, but more scathing and unrelenting. 
to be clear 1 would like you to, postmortem (please be aware I have not disclosed an 
intent and for the record do not wish to, for there is none), write 'was always a cunt 


and always will be’ on my tombstone 


this grub game you're playing ("/'m busy working lol i have a life you know, yeah 


save it") is not cool. 
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and ill never see you again if you keep it up 


same goes for the others 


i tried to make amends 


and frankly, I shouldn't have 


I accept my decision and don't feel as angry as you'd suppose. Enjoy ya lives. 


Blocking you now. 


I swear to God if one more person asks me, after not speaking for me for months or 
weeks, meekly, "heyyyy, how's it going?" How I'm going is I'm enduring your 
disingenuous (not-much-more-than-benevolent), dumb-arse statements, and spiraling 


into depressive thought patterns with intermissions of panic. 


“How are YOU doing, moronic hypocrite?" 
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138 
Cancel me 


29 10 21 


“The world can’t tell you who you are. You’ve just got to figure out who you are and 


be there—for better or worse.” 


Dave Chappelle 
Ahem. Fuck you. 
Cancel me. 
Oh, wait, you already have. 


Because significant decisions are delegated to worthy officials, and the possibility of 


corruption is ignored. 


Think of how whistle-blowers are treated. Like the cop in Underbelly: Golden Mile. 


Like Julian Assange. 


No, I wouldn’t stand a chance in the world of monotonous commercialism and banal 


triviality. 


I canceled myself long ago, 


eval 


if only out of protest, or laziness. 


Than to be told what I can say, to be told what I can’t say, 


I’d prefer to starve, become displaced, incapacitated, have the greatest misfortune 


befall me, and face the guillotine without apprehension. 


To test my convictions all you need do is create the circumstances in which they may 


be expressed. 


I’d prefer to bend the arch of my back as I vigorously inhale amy] nitrate, while the 
generally respected authorities, the ones that just so happen to be there and 
conditioned in that manner, with those standardised uniforms matching their 
standardised brains, as standard as those of chimpanzees, authorities with no 
legitimate claim to power so far as I see, and yet I do see them release their belts and 
pants, and relentlessly, mirthlessly, hatefully, raping my asshole, making sure to 
inflict pain, or worse, ad infinitum, until I submit and repent, to whatever arbitrary 


statement is suggested to me by the very same authorities 


exactly as in the Spanish inquisitions, whose practitioners were respected as modern 
psychiatrists, whom deliberately and, believing themselves justified, in their 
approved and unquestionable holiness, tortured those alleged to be witches, 
indiscriminately, in a menagerie of creative flourishes, and treated with kindness and 


enjoy their luxuries , all the same, just as do contemporary psychiatrists. 
Oy J porary psy 


If you’re into that, and you’ ve left me no options, then do your worst. 


Remember though, I am crazy. You don’t fuck crazy. 


S72 


I'll say whatever the fuck I want, 


thank you very much, 


you boring, stale, inane prude. 


Jealous and envious now in your old age when all you had to do was pick up the ball 


when you were younger. You’re pathetic. 


Just try to stop me - incarcerate me - that’s about the extent of your invention, no? 


(He must be punished! Let’s lock him up in a big house! So dumb yet so proud.) 

I’m ready for that pounding, so do your worst ;) 

If you succeed, I’ll write some uniquely inspired content in there, as did Dickens and 
Wilde, if I don’t get king-hit for being a smart arse, which is likely. I'll probably get 


more reading done, too. 


I surmise in that scenario the future won’t be much better or worse as the present or 


past. 

The same, more or less, just gradually more tiring. Furthermore, I’d enjoy tormenting 
my captors with every psychological weapon I own, and learning how to smuggle 
drugs and fashion weapons, you know, really explore my dark side, and reciprocate 


the dehumanising suffering caused unjustly to me. 


Than to be told what I can say, to be told what I can’t say, 
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I'd prefer to be hoisted into an institution (again). 


Whether it’s an institution whose worthy officials deem their captives to be criminals 
or crazies, without ever having considered their being human, only useless, 
burdensome, off-putting, dysfunctional appendages, due for amputation from the 
civilised and just society the worthy official is naturally acclimated to, in all the 
normal ways. This It’s just another shift for them. You’d better acknowledge their 


importance... 


Canceling someone, while the reasons may be sound at face value, is done only for 
corporate interests, and no sincere expression of the public, whom are being 
manipulated by those who stand to benefit financially by beguiling the masses using 
advertising, marketing, lobbying, profiteering, and various other shady practices, and 


yet due to their positions of power are never properly held to account. 


I have never known the public to see freedom of speech as a negative occurrence, 


except in Animal Farm. 
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139 
Lies to the trained observer 


30 10 21 


"IT can't let my family starve." 
"T did it all for you." 


These are lies to the trained observer. That is all. 


3/5 


140 
The Block (The State of 
Redfern in Sydney) 


06 11 21 


Walking into that shunned block 
Amidst the concrete jungle 

I find myself in a hallowed place 
Among these were men 
Plighted by bureaucracy 

Aboriginal flags fluttering high 

On balconies of dilapidated flats 

The original owners of this land 

Now at the bottom of the barrel 


Each in his own way surviving 


376 


Those from outside peering in 


Scorning this ignominious ghetto 


Squinted eyes in burning contempt 


Hopeless sheep, heads held high 


Following each other as lemmings 


Thinking of nothing in particular 


But their vanities and prejudices 


Squabbling in childlike pettiness 


Caring not much for those values 


So ardently taught in our schools 


No pity, let alone sympathy 


For these wounded brothers 


Comrades, brethren? 
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No. Drug addicts and dole bludgers 


Subject to nationalist propaganda 


This poem was so much better 


Before I accidentally fucking deleted it 


Seeing the world as it really is 


Abject poverty caricatured 


As laziness and ill-fortune 


While the obsequious and docile 


Sit upon their verdant thrones 


Grazing freely 
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141 
An interaction between an 
unagreeable person and a 
benevolent person 


06 11 21 


I can write anything I want here. 
Literally anything. 


Fuck. 


“Ts it not perverse that I fantasise about looking in on the conversation between those 
closest to me after my death? Do I wish for my death to come soon? Are all these 
strange behaviours of mine truly a manifestation of my unease or am I merely 


searching for ways to receive special attention?” 


The wan young man's mind was adrift once more. Into his eyes a flicker of life 
returned and he instantly recognised his surroundings. He sat in the centre of a dusty 
office facing a neatly dressed woman with a serious, probing face. The muffled sound 


of cars passing by outside came back into focus. 
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"Michael? Are you still with me?' asked the psychologist with a concerned look on 


her face. 


Something resembling a soft grunt escaped Michael's lips, as if he had been suddenly 


woke from a dream. 


'Good. I thought I'd lost you there. I asked about your life at home. Are you living 


with your parents?’ 


Michael sighed deeply, slowly exhaling a lungful of air. 'They are divorced.’ he 


answered mechanically. 'I live with my mother.' 


"Very well, and how is your relationship with your father?' she drawled on. 


'I don't speak to him. He is a loathsome narcissist.' he stated sharply, slightly 


squinting his eyes. 


She noticed this disdain and quickly continued. 'And your mother?' 


"We don't get along too well but we are forced to endure each other. She is an 


insufferable nag.' he responded indifferently. 


"Do you have a job, Michael?' asked the therapist in an innocent tone, trying not to 


seem prejudiced. 


A caustic smile crept across his face. 'Funny. That is what she asks me every day out 


of spite. No, I don't. I have been rather occupied.' he added with a sardonic grin. 


"With what?' said she, curiosity shining through. 
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"Taking drugs, listening to music and playing video games. Skateboarding too. 


Sometimes I'll read and paint.’ he shot back coaxingly. 


The psychologist wisely ignored this self-deprecating attempt at humour. 'And why 
do you spend your time in this fashion? Do you not wish to be independent?! she 


retorted. 


The young man frowned. 'I don't know. Beats lying in bed.' He paused, looked down 


and then quickly added: 'I don't think I'm really cut out for work.' 


The magnanimous woman frowned too. She felt pity but succeeded in not showing it. 


"What makes you think so?' she asked with some surprise. 


The sullen man suddenly flared up. 'Like you hadn't noticed!' he scoffed. 'Something 
or another to do with my acne-ridden face, retarded-sounding voice, severe hearing 
impairment, perhaps my relentless social anxiety and depression and my complete 


lack of confidence thereof!’ His face flashed crimson. 


'I didn't mean to alarm you.' she apologised, eyes wide but calm and warm, 'so I see. 
She paused in thoughtfulness, creating suspense. 'Well, your session's just about over. 
Better get out of my office now, spastic. I got other patients, you know. You really 


think you're the centre of the world don't you!' she reprimanded him bitterly. 
The young man was horror-struck. He sat up, rose from his seat and made his way 


out. 'Fuck you, bitch!' he yelled back to her as he slammed the creaky office door 
behind him. 
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142 
Today was a good day 


07 11 21 


It was spring time and the sky was overcast. The birds warned each other of the 


incoming downpour in various high-pitch noises, inscrutable to John. 


John walked outside and embraced the daylight of a new day, however late he woke 
up, not having changed or even bothered with hygiene. Circumnavigating his eyes 

deftly with his left middle finger, he made sure to scrape from them the sleep-grime, 
felt the foul taste in his mouth and measured its bitterness with his tongue like a dog 


licking peanut butter. 


A cat approached a nearby tree and the small, fluttering, warbling birds started to 


freak out even more, their stress seeming insurmountable. 


A silent, jet-black currawong sat lone in the neighbouring Eucalyptus tree, a gloomy 


portent. 


John kept his eyes fixed on the ground as he made his way to take the washing from 
the line, careful of snakes and bees as his legs parted the knee-high channel of daisies 
and daffodils. He brushed past the final foliage and succeeded in retrieving his 


laundry just in time before the first sprinkle came down. 


He quickly checked his pot-plants: the basil was doing well, verdant and bushy, 
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whereas the chilli and tomato looked dead. He made no effort to restore these 


creatures, pitying loss, but taking solace in victory. 


Sitting on his balcony sipping steaming black tea, the rain gradually increased in 
intensity, and the gloomy portent let out a consistent rhythm, as would a whale, 
which was eventually drowned out by the pitter-patter on the corrugated aluminium 


awning overhead. 


“Hmm,” John thought to himself, “I went outside today.” 


His eyes lost their flicker, and his state of mind became focused on the surrounding 
trees and birds, and the ubiquitous sheet of rain stretching into the horizon. His mind 
was blank, and he was doing as he ought, meditating in nature. Today was a good day 


for John. 


‘Today, I diddn't even havvta use my AK 


I gotta say it was a good day (Shhhhit!)' 


Ice Cube 
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143 
What did God do to the 
Sodomites? A review of certain 
biblical extrapolations. 


08 11 21 


Like I’ve always maintained, if you believe this to be offensive upon reading it, or 
suspect it may be given my former works, or your whim, and this is a problem for 
you, then please do not read it. Simple, no? 

Having said that, I do welcome opinions of all forms, and would happily discuss this 
topic, with the best intention, of seeking out the truth, and will attempt to the best of 
my ability to be respectful of others' experience and views, no matter how they 
express (or don't express) it, short of physical violence! 

Let us begin. 

From https://www.biblestudytools.com/dictionary/sodomite/: 

SODOMITE 


sod'-om-it (qadhesh, feminine gedheshah): 


Qadhesh denotes properly a male temple prostitute, one of the class attached to 
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certain sanctuaries of heathen deities, and "consecrated" to the impure rites of their 
worship. Such gross and degrading practices in Yahweh's land could only be 
construed as a flagrant outrage; and any association of these with His pure worship 
was abhorrent (Deuteronomy 23:17): The presence of Sodomites is noted as a mark 
of degeneracy in Rehoboam's time (1? Kings 14:24). Asa endeavored to get rid of 
them (1?Kings 15:12), and Jehoshaphat routed them out (1?Kings 22:46). 
Subsequent corruptions opened the way for their return, and Josiah had to break 
down their houses which were actually "in the house of the Lord" (2?Kings 23:7). 
The feminine qgedheshah is translated "prostitute" in Genesis 38:21,22; Hosea 4:14; 
in Deuteronomy 23:17 "prostitute" (the King James Version margin "sodomites," the 
Revised Version margin transliterates). The English word is, of course, derived from 


Sodom, the inhabitants of which were in evil repute for unnatural vice. 


W. Ewin 
Bibliography Information 
Orr, James, M.A., D.D. General Editor. "Entry for 'SODOMITE". "International 
Standard Bible Encyclopedia". 1915. 


Jeez, callous language, wouldn’t you say? Similar articles appear on Google search, if 


one simply types “God Sodomites”’. 


The article found at https://libertygospeltracts.com/product/why-does-god-call- 


sodomites-dogs/ “Why does God call Sodomites dogs?” concludes with the statement: 


“God refers to sodomites as “dogs,” because of the disgusting nature of their sin.” 


From 
http://www.jesusisprecious.org/evils_in_america/homosexuality/truth_about_sodomit 


es. htm - 
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The word "sodom" and "sodomites" is found in the King James Bible 53 times. So it 
is an important matter to God. The Bible does not take the issue lightly. Many people 
are going to be offended by this article, but the Word of God is crystal clear on this 
subject. Many people will be offended because they've been wrongly taught by 
Hollywood and Godless television shows that homosexuality is acceptable and 
natural, but it is a vile sin. What you see on TV is a lie! What you hear in the music is 
a lie! This is an unpleasant subject, because sodomy is not pleasant. Homosexuality is 
disgusting, as the statistics show. In a moment I will share with you some disturbing, 


eye-opening and unpleasant facts about homosexuality. 


The article goes on to explain: 


“T did not author the Bible, God did. I would never encourage nor applaud any 
violence against homosexuals. However, God made it a capital offense, punishable 
by law. Leviticus 20:13, “Ifa man also lie with mankind, as he lieth with a woman, 
both of them have committed an abomination: they shall surely be put to death; their 


blood shall be upon them. 


[...] 2nd Peter 2:6, “And turning the cities of Sodom and Gomorrha into ashes 
condemned them with an overthrow, making them an ensample unto those that after 
should live ungodly; And delivered just Lot, vexed with the filthy conversation of the 
wicked.” Notice that the Bible doesn't say that Lot was vexed with the “alternative 
lifestyle” of the wicked; but rather, the “FILTHY CONVERSATION” (manner of life) 
of the wicked. Homosexuality is a “deathstyle”! Romans 6:23 says, “For the wages 
of sin is DEATH...” ... 


Dark stuff, no? Such acts that make men bad as opposed to good, perhaps evil. One 


does not know without the benefit of hindsight whether one's acts were truly evil, as 
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history taught us. More importantly, such acts might be affected by reasoning from 
dogma, whether it be the dogma of modern biology, Buddhism, Christianity, 
nationalism, success, or whatnot. In this case we are talking about biblical dogma. 
The point I'm trying to make here is that I do not use that word with any derogatory 


connotation. 


Define:dogma 


dogma 


noun 


A doctrine or a corpus of doctrines relating to matters such as morality and faith, set 
forth in an authoritative manner by a religion. 

A principle or statement of ideas, or a group of such principles or statements, 
especially when considered to be authoritative or accepted uncritically. 


A settled opinion; a principle, maxim, or tenet held as being firmly established. 


Another article at https://www.faithinhisblood.org/sodomy.html includes a 51 minute 


long video by the Pastor of a Church, and concludes with: 


“Any preacher who will not preach against the sin of sodomy or says we should 
invite them into the church ought to be thrown out of the church himself. Any so 
called Christian who gets mad at preachers or other Christians who condemn 
sodomites are sodomites themselves or deceived and blinded and taken captive by the 


devil. 


[...] The sin of sodomy causes nations to fall and be destroyed. In 2 Peter 2:6 he 


wrote that God: Turned the cities of Sodom and Gomorrha into ashes condemned 
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them with an overthrow, making them an ensample unto those that after should live 
ungodly. This is a warning of what God will do to CITIES like Sodom and Gomorrah. 
What God did to the CITIES of Sodom and Gomorrah were an example of what he 
will do to other CITIES and NATIONS that condone the sin of sodomy. Any nation 
that defends, protects and promotes the sin of sodomy is inviting the wrath of God 
upon itself. Sodomy is not a victimless crime or sin. It is a sin that jeopardizes cities 


and nations and all of us. (See also Ezekiel 16:47-51, 1 Kings 14:24) 


[...] The sin of sodomy is condemned by God in both testaments. If God has 
condemned it, then so should we. You are never wrong in condemning what God 
condemns. If God calls sodomites an abomination and reprobates so should we. If 


God commends those who speak out against sodomites we should also. 


In recent years I have seen bad things happen to people who defend sodomites. When 
you take sides with them you are taking sides against God. Nothing good ever 
happens to people who take sides against God. They always lose.” 


So, what does God say about the sodomites? 


Are these people wrong in their reasoning? Probably. 


Is there in inherent danger in potentially misinterpreting dogma, or correctly 
interpreting dogma, so one might gain God’s favour, or the State’s favour, or 
whomever person or whatever construct one worships, rather than to simply think 
critically for oneself, be modest, and affect useful, bold but polite discussions, 
meaningful discourse, and drive away the pettiness and stale air from these 


institutions? Or do we wish to preserve them? 


Dogma aside, maybe there is danger in claiming possessions for oneself, as Jesus 
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Christ warned in Matthews, the book of the Bible which I didn’t see mentioned once 
in any of the articles I read condemning the sodomites, in hateful spurs, supported by 
carefully chosen biblical quotes, which in my own belief, represent only the politics 
of the time, as the Bible is literally a collation of works written over hundreds of 
years by many authors, whom transcribed the spoken word, used to convey 
information at the time, in story-telling, and speeches. It was probably altered 


countless times, too. 


Who really knows? Confucius said: 


Real knowledge is to know the extent of one's ignorance. 


So who does know “the word”, and whose claim to religious authority is legitimate? 


One should be cautious of authorities, and be dubious of claims to authority, lest 


corruption and lesser scruples drip down the pipes of powerful institutions. 


This is common sense. 


The Roman poet Juvenal said: 


Quis custodiet ipsos custodes? 


Literally: "Who will guard the guards themselves?" 


The British philosopher John Stuart Mill said: 


Let not any one pacify his conscience by the delusion that he can do no harm if he 


takes no part, and forms no opinion. Bad men need nothing more to compass their 


ends, than that good men should look on and do nothing. He is not a good man who, 
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without a protest, allows wrong to be committed in his name, and with the means 
which he helps to supply, because he will not trouble himself to use his mind on the 


subject. 


The Bible said: 


But love your enemies, and do good, and lend, expecting nothing in return, and your 
reward will be great, and you will be sons of the Most High, for he is kind to the 
ungrateful and the evil. 


1 John 3:8, ESV 


So perhaps one who quotes the bible should be cautious in their own interpretation, 
and practice healthy skepticism, lest their bias affects what supportive quotes they 
pick and choose to support their arguments, and in their reasoning they become 
callous and hateful, as we have just witnessed in the aforementioned articles. Also, 
what else can cherry-picking be applied to, and how might this be evaluated in 


epistemological terms? 


I end this review with a relevant quote by the legendary philosopher David Hume, 


from his book A Treatise of Human Nature, discussing the 'Js-Ought problem': 


In every system of morality, which I have hitherto met with, I have always remarked, 
that the author proceeds for some time in the ordinary way of reasoning, and 
establishes the being of a God, or makes observations concerning human affairs; 
when of a sudden I am surprised to find, that instead of the usual copulations of 
propositions, is, and is not, I meet with no proposition that is not connected with an 
ought, or an ought not. This change is imperceptible; but is, however, of the last 


consequence. For as this ought, or ought not, expresses some new relation or 
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affirmation, it's necessary that it should be observed and explained; and at the same 
time that a reason should be given, for what seems altogether inconceivable, how this 
new relation can be a deduction from others, which are entirely different from it. But 
as authors do not commonly use this precaution, I shall presume to recommend it to 
the readers; and am persuaded, that this small attention would subvert all the vulgar 
systems of morality, and let us see, that the distinction of vice and virtue is not 


founded merely on the relations of objects, nor is perceived by reason. 


..and from 'No Child Left Behind' in 'Donda’, the album by Kanye West: 


Back again, I used my back against the wall 
Never called on y'all, never count on y'all 
I'll always count on God 
Back again, I used my back against the wall 
Never called on y'all, never count on y'all 


I'll always count on God 
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144 
Why I disrespect goodie- 
two-shoes 


12: 1121 


'Good' people are the thieves of virtue. To revise: 


"The highest virtue is not virtue. Therefore really is virtue. But inferior virtue cannot 


let go of being virtuous, and therefore is not virtue." - Lao Tzu 


"Your good, careful people of the villages are the thieves of virtue." - Confucius 


Thinking you are a 'good' person, or being validated by someone else in that respect, 


is not sufficient to make it so. 


In fact, the opposite tends to occur. Seldom do people commit 'bad' acts without 


'good' intentions. No? 


Let's brainstorm a few examples from the public record, most of which constitute war 
crimes, but were nonetheless carried out in the name of benevolence, and justified by 
measures of national security, by all parties affected, from laymen to specialists, 


children and adults, affected by nationalist dogma, and more or less no major players 
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were punished in any meaningful way - calling into question the legitimacy of the 


justice system itself. 


The Crusades (modern version: psychiatry), The Inquisitions (modern version: anti- 
dissidence disguised as anti-terrorism), The Holocaust, Unit 731, The Cambodian 
Genocide, The War on Drugs, The invasion of Iraq resulting in a million civilian 
deaths, Project MK-Ultra, and the "forever war" (ref: Assange) waged by the United 
States for profit, recently culminating in the military occupation of Afghanistan. 
Sufficient without talking about the 90% civilian death rate from drone strikes? Oh, 


let's gloss over that... *cough Syria and Somalia *cough* 


Your acts define you. If you have to seek validation to know you're a 'good' person, 


and if you distrust your own heart, chances are you're probably not a 'good' person. 


By way of this reasoning I free myself of the delusion, and encourage you to do so 
also. Because only by actively attempting to perform 'good' acts, does one become a 


'good' person, if ever. 


Therefore, if one realises this, one will theoretically become motivated to perform 
'good' acts for the sake of the acts themselves, with no expectation of reward, and in 
doing so will find in their conscience their answer, and satisfaction, without the need 


for intellectual dishonesty, mental gymnastics, or validation. 


Furthermore, in the complacency that comes with the delusion of being a 'good!' 

person, as you're so told by your peers (who in turn use the same reasoning to reach 
the same delusion), you are necessarily complicit to the actions of truly 'bad' people, 
for your naivety and good-will will be exploited, and you will be misled into taking 
actions complicit to said 'bad' people, making you precisely just as 'bad' as they are, 


conveniently without ever acknowledging it! 
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Therefore, think for yourself, possess a healthy amount of skepticism, participate in 
meaningful discourse, and do not trust baseless claims to authority. Or else you never 
know what the Hell you are talking about and worse still you won't even recognise 


the fact. 


"We could have a plague of virtuous people. Do you realize that? Any animal 
considered in itself is virtuous it does its thing but in crowds they're awful. Like a 
cross crowd of ants, or locusts on the rampage, they're all perfectly good animals. 


! 


But it's just too much I could imagine a perfectly pestiferous mass of a million signs." 


Alan Watts 
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145 
Madness as a character 
trait — a brief revision of 
mental health stigma 


ete 6 Ue 


There was a time when I actually had friends (wow!) 


Brittney Spears. Remember when you laughed at the “Leave Brittney Alone” girl? 
Well, she was right. 

Remember when the media used footage of Brittney cutting her long, blonde hair as a 
sign of mental illness, and her name was dragged through the mud, and you all 


bought it, as did I? 


Well now the same imagery is being used to frame her in a sympathetic light - they 


cashed in twice on bought paparazzi footage. 


And yet you continue to lend credence to these snakes, in your complicity and 


gullibility, as I did. 


We were so quick to dismiss the individuality of Brittney, and left her rotting in a 
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binding conservatorship until the age of fucking 39, the sinister details adding 
nothing but horror to the story. 


Why? Because the media told us, once, that she was mentally ill. 


Oh, are we back in One Flew the Cuckoo’s Nest? Nurse Ratched, I asked you a 


question? 


Where exactly do we stand on this? 


Why are we so quick to dismiss the mentally ill as unworthy of our attention, as 


untrustworthy, like ants sprayed with formaldehyde? 


Because we fear that we do not understand. 


We will never learn our lesson. Not in this life time. There is no next. 


That’s just what I think. 


So, who cares? 


“Death is nothing to us. When we exist, death is not; and when death exists, we are 


not. All sensation and consciousness ends with death and therefore in death there is 


neither pleasure nor pain. The fear of death arises from the belief that in death, there 


is awareness.” 


Epicurus 
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146 


Demonisation of illegal drug 
users 1n 2021 —areview of 
stigma against the use of 
psychoactive drugs 


ete 6 ee 


I wrote this in response to an essay regarding “tweekers”, “particularly, well-off 


privileged ones who have a problematic view of body image”. 


I diverted from the premise and made a general response to modern stigmatisation 


and demonisation of illegal drug users. 


“Provocative. I took great offense to the phrasing in this piece. But so what if I took 
offense? I'll outline some of the qualms I had, hopefully in the way of constructive 


criticism, but certainly affected by a nerve touched, to be transparent. 
I gather your points regarding intellectual dishonesty and hypocrisy. 


However, it’s easy to observe from the outside, and speculate, no matter how close 
you thought you were. It’s different to actually be in their shoes - you separate 


yourself from the matter, despite being a “recovering substance abuser” (nice 
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stigmatic terms - seems a tad spiteful). When you assert, “they don’t see what it does 
to them,” how would you know? Did you even ask? They probably sensed your lame 
righteousness and zoned out immediately. Were you ever honest with yourself, an ex- 


user? 


I DO think I can “do” any “hard” drug I choose. Because I have personal autonomy, 
despite the laws, made by the governors, for the governors. Also, it is deceptive to 
differentiate between “hard” and “soft” drugs - from reasoning, quickly this logic 


breaks down. 


Any academic in the field of pharmacology would class alcohol as a “hard” drug, and 
rightly so, and in fact if you really learn about it, it?s much more complicated than 
two labels, but this disingenuity is ignored, because we are so indoctrinated, and our 


cognitive biases always guide our thoughts. 


I genuinely see no difference between one who is addicted to saturated fats and 
sugars, and drugs, whether it be cannabis or methamphetamine, despite the fact the 
latter is neurotoxic. I think we agree on that much. Furthermore, meth is called a 
“hard” drug but is simultaneously prescribed legally for weight loss and ADHD in the 
US. This, too, is overlooked or brushed over lightly. 


In that sense - are you shaming people prescribed the drug for weight loss, or just 


those whom subvert the laws? Seems inconsistent to me. 


Overlooked and brushed over lightly - so are the origins of the dangers of 


psychoactive drugs. 


Fentanyl is multitudes more potent than HEROIN, and yet the latter continues to 


experience demonisation and stigma, such as you have demonstrated, and the former 
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simultaneously used routinely in hospitals due to its low incidence of side effects 
(greater potency on target receptors), and the cause of death of many people, as an 


adulterant of street-grade drugs. 


Let’s explore the latter briefly - why are street drugs dangerous? Unpredictable 
purity, identity and amount of adulterants, which may easily cause overdose 
(especially in the case of fentanyl, which is used because it’s so cheap and effective, 
but in clandestine practice, unregulated, is not necessarily compounded properly, and 


the mixture might become unhomogenous - this is precisely the danger). 


Why are these issues? The drugs themselves? No. They’re just little molecules, 


indifferent to our plight, like sucrose, or ethanol. 


These are issues precisely because of drug prohibition. Because if these drugs were 
legal, not only would less people be needlessly institutionalised on drug charges, but 
drugs would be regulated in their manufacture, and ideally the prices would be much 
lower (I hesitate because despite the tiny cost of manufacture, emerging LEGAL 
therapies such as ketamine and cannabis are unreasonably priced, to the point you 
literally have to be upper-class or dependent to afford it, for no ordinary full-time job 


will cover the costs as you struggle to pay rent and buy food). 


There’s also the underlying supposition that childishness is a bad thing? What, did 
your parents and teachers tell you that, and you internalised it? Seems petty. I 
suppose working a 9-5 as a miserable sycophant is more important than practising 
one’s ‘childish’ traits, like wonder and curiosity, and sincerity. I suppose it’s more 
important to be ‘professional’ than to live life as you please. That’s what makes 


corporations money, no? How dare someone be themselves... 
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From one “blunt, vulgar guy” to the next: you have no idea what you’re talking 
about, and you’re parroting sinister and entrenched ideas which are detrimental to our 


culture’s way of life. You say shame on drug addicts, indirectly. I say shame on you. 


At least you’re honest! 


All the best.” 


"You have enemies? Good. That means you've stood up for something sometime in 


your life." 


Winston Churchill 


"Don't criticize what you can't understand." 


Bob Dylan 


"Do what you feel in your heart to be right--for you'll be criticized anyway. You'll 
be damned if you do, and damned if you don't." 


Eleanor Roosevelt 
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"One mustn't criticize other people on grounds where he can't stand perpendicular 


himself." 


Mark Twain 


"It's too easy to criticize a man when he's out of favor, and to make him shoulder 


the blame for everybody else's mistakes." 


Leo Tolstoy 
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147 
Inane Chatter 


132 11-O1 


Two affluent women sat together drinking coffee, the TV playing softly in the 


background. A man who was visiting had just left. 
“Oh, he’s left,” declared Wanda, sipping her coffee, her smile subtly betraying her. 


“Good riddance!” responded Alice, with glee. “Now we can get back to the inane 


chatter!” 
“Oh, joy!” celebrated Wanda, back in her element. 


She continued, “what is life but a series of mundane trivialities, and what greater 


activity than to endlessly talk of such events in their absence?” 


Alice was nodding enthusiastically. “That’s something he doesn’t understand. Some 
people are just so foolish and self-absorbed, they can’t even experience life... 


imagine that,” she added, pity written across her face. 


“Alice - you feel sorry for that weirdo?” said a resentful Wanda, face scrunched up in 


disbelief. 


“Did you not hear what he said? We were talking about brands of coffee and he 
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started spouting off conspiracy theories about the government.” 


Alice felt cornered by force of will, but relented. “Au contraire, my dear Wanda, he 
just had some good points, that is all, and I often found myself agreeing with him, 
although he was difficult to understand,” she trailed off, recognising the danger of her 


situation. 


As Alice broke eye contact, Wanda’s eyes flashed. She had the upper hand. 


She roped Alice back in (after all, every one needs a companion). “Well, anyway, he 
was weird. I didn’t like him, and I have a good intuition for these things. You should 


know,” she snorted. 


“Oh, absolutely, Wanda. You know I didn’t mean anything by it,” apologised Alice, 


quickly. Smiling, sensing validation, she regained composure, and eye contact. 


Wily Wanda was pleased with the outcome of her manipulation, as always. Leaning 
her head back pretentiously, her eyes twinkled. She was an expert at exploiting the 
good will of others. She suffered for it, morally, but there were many perks, and in 


her mind she supposed she wouldn’t change a thing. 


Wanda’s grand thoughts were interrupted by the ostensibly inferior Alice. She 
simultaneously resented the interruption and appreciated the attention. This 


ambivalence made her face inscrutable. 


Alice was anxious to win Wanda back over, having perceived loss, and resorted to 


gratification. 


“So, I see your horse is doing well in the races,” announced Alice, nodding her head 
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towards the TV. “You always were lucky.” 


“There’s a reason I have a French penny on the porch, my dear Alice.” 


‘Superstition?’ thought Alice. 


She swiftly uttered the next best thing, to some avail. 


“Oh, they’re there for luck. I just thought you liked the look of it.” 


“Indeed, they are. Although they keep quite nicely, too,” answered a chipper Wanda. 


“As for the races, my Basil ought to finish first - it was how he was raised, his breed.” 


Alice was nodding again. “Such a fine horse, might I say. Exemplary.” 


She said this too flatteringly, for Wanda backed up slightly. 


“Well, you reap what you sow.” 


She changed the topic. 


“So, tell me how your darling husband is doing,” snarled Wanda, swirling her coffee 


connivingly. 


Sensing the undesirable shift, Alice dodged and threw a red herring. 


“He’s been quite occupied lately, Wanda. We both worry for the current state of 


affairs, especially in politics, and for the health of the troops. But we always take 
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solace in the fact that we live in the greatest country on Earth, and, as such, only good 


ought to come to us.” 


Wanda reeled it in. 


“Quite, quite,” she agreed, expressively, “Amen.” 


She persuasively performed the sign of the cross on her chest, head bowed virtuously. 


“May God serve those who protect our way of life, for ours is paramount to all 
others, and I say that with absolute confidence, never having travelled, for I am in no 
danger of offending my countrymen, one should hope, as I happened to learn in 
school, and was never once contradicted upon reiteration, until that weirdo came 


along.” 


“You’re quite right,” said Alice curtly, as she briefly dropped her head to her chest to 
hide her small sigh. 


Alice had been played once again. This time she realised. 


‘That’s not what happened.’ The thought kept scratching at her brain, and she 
responded by shaking herself out of said lull, and animating herself toward the 


discussion, no matter its content. 


“And Jeffrey is doing well, mind you?” asked Wanda, who had been carefully 


watching Alice. 


“Oh, absolutely, he is excelling in all of his classes. It appears we chose the correct 


advisors.” 
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“Very well, very well,” said Wanda, satisfied. 


But she noticed the near-imperceptible change in Alice’s demeanour. 


“Something the matter, Alice?” 


Wanda smirked. 


Alice was conscious of being gaslighted, and dissociated in response. 


Her eyes clouded over and her mind went blank, calmly following a rabbit hole of 
thoughts, as if she had suddenly entered a hypnotic state devoid of the dimension of 


time. 


‘What really did happen? I ought not to forget.’ 


A shabbily dressed man entered the periphery of her mind’s eye. Come to think of it, 
Alice noticed it was perhaps the lesser quality of his clothes that vexed Wanda most 
of all, and this may have sowed the seed of unfavourable preconception before 


anything else. 


This was probably the case, as she recalled, the man was kind, considerate, 
handsome, and, perhaps most threateningly of all, smiled generously - something 


Wanda would never achieve. 


It was precisely his passionate nature, juxtaposed with his shabby clothing, which 
grazed Wanda so, and had her caricature him a “weirdo”, having no other recourse 


than to accept and dispossess. 
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Although he had proposed some provocative ideas, he made sure to treat his 
interlocutors with respect, his ideas were typically supported by evidence from the 
public record, and he always invited debate, careful not to be pugnacious, derogatory, 
or snide. Maybe this clear distinction between their characters, annoyed Wanda most 
of all, as she did not like to be made to look bad, even when she herself merited the 


perception... 


“Alice!” Wanda’s shrill voice pierced the veil. 


“Oh! Sorry,” acknowledged a startled Alice, as if woken from a dream. 


“Just what were you thinking about?” prodded Wanda, anxiously. 


“Oh, nothing, just about how I ought to get myself a French penny for my porch. 
That’s all,” she lied. 


She was good at lying, for exactly this reason, in it being a necessary adaptation to 
this particular environment, and, relieved her lie was sold, Alice observed as the 


conversation naturally devolved back to its former lifelessness. 


END 
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148 
Hope 


30 11 21 


JUST quotes taken from the video "Is the Mainstream Media a Threat to Freedom 
and Sanity?" by Academy of Ideas on YouTube (https://youtu.be/SokSIrbgELA), 
which I strongly encourage you to watch rather than read these out-of-context 
quotes, or read the books themselves, if you care to. Sorry. This isn't actually a piece. 


Just a crude appropriation. 


“The modern press itself is a new phenomenon. Its typical unit is the great agency of 
mass communication. Those agencies facilitate thought and discussion. They can 
stifle it. They can advance the progress of civilisation or they can thwart it. They can 
debase and vulgarise mankind. They can endanger the peace of the world... They can 
play up or down the news and its significance, foster and feed emotions, create 
complacent fictions and blind spots, misuse the great words, and uphold empty 


slogans.” 
A Free and Responsible Press by The Commission on Freedom of the Press, 1947 


“The mass media proclaim themselves a supplier, but it really serves as a valve, 


which opens for money or when given permission to by the authorities.” 
Andrey Miroshnichenko, Human as Media 
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“Tf the press cannot mold our every opinion, it can frame the perceptual reality 
around which our opinions take shape. Here may lie the most important effect of the 
news media: they set the issue agenda for the rest of us, choosing what to emphasise 
and what to ignore or suppress, in effect, organising much of our political world for 


Us. 


The media may not always be able to tell us what to think, but they are strikingly 


successful in telling us what to think about.” 


Michael Parenti, Inventing Reality: The Politics of News Media 


“Power is in tearing human minds to pieces and putting them together again in new 


shapes of your own choosing.” 


George Orwell, 1984 


“What we are experiencing now is the emancipation of authorship. Personal 
computers as well as mobile devices have given all individuals the unlimited right to 


share their thoughts with others, whatever their reason. 


... if historical analogies are accurate, then we should expect comparable cataclysms 


following the rise of the internet.” 


“The powers of the old authorities have always collapsed along with their loss of 


409 


sacral control of information. As a result, the social, political and economic status 
quo falls apart. With every release of content, society sheds its old form, like a snake 
Sheds its skin.” 


Andrey Miroshnichenko, Human as Nedia 


“Once a new technology comes into a society it cannot cease to permeate that society 


until every institution is saturated.” 
Marshall McLuhan, Understanding Media 
“Public opinion! I don’t know how sociologists define it, but it seems obvious to me 
that it can only consist of interacting individual opinions, freely expressed and 
independent of government or party opinion.” 
Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn, The Gulag Archipelago 
“So long as there is no independent public opinion in our country, there is no 
guarantee that the extermination of millions and millions for no good reason will not 


happen again, that it will not begin at night - perhaps this very night.” 


Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn, The Gulag Archipelago 
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149 
On Professionalism 


01 12 21 


‘Power is not a means, it is an end. One does not establish a dictatorship in order to 
safeguard a revolution; one makes the revolution in order to establish the 
dictatorship. The object of persecution is persecution. The object of torture is torture. 


The object of power is power. Now do you begin to understand me?' 


George Orwell 


'Turn the other cheek too often, and you get a razor through it. I don't give a shit 
what you think. I know what I think and that's all that counts. I don't try to impress 
anybody but myself. Times move on. You cannot live in the past. Only a fool looks 


back to last year or the year before.' 


Johnny Rotten 


Professionalism isn't about integrity or success, or honour, or even noble intent, no 
matter the manifestation, or what's said (especially by the authorities of the time, 


even more so when they do not substantiate their claims to power). 
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One need only observe. Professionalism is cold and callous. Professionalism 1s the 
quality of being agreeable, gullible even, so that you strictly follow the instructions of 
the puritan whom likely sees you as a mere possession, or tool, just another piece of 
machinery with irritating yearly maintenance (for example the relationship between a 
boss and his employee), just there to make money, and their mask is there to keep 
you leashed, and gauge your potential value as a reliable money-making sycophant 


(but also invariably based on whim stemming from personal pride and ego). 


Money is perhaps the only valuable thing to such people devoid of humanity, and 
sense, those who have not yet, and perhaps never will, experience life itself, as it 
were meant to be, who will always be blindfolded and walking, accustomed, so that it 
may be “normal”, across tightropes through similarly sordid, narrow, and dark 
channels through life, plighted by uncertainly, consoled by the cold touch of green 
paper, and much less the simple pleasures life has to offer, which they may never 
know. This is a pity and nothing more, for it is not the fault of the sheep for the antics 


of the herd. 


Professionalism is dehumanisation; professionalism is ripping from the body the soul 
of a person, and with it all curiosity, wonder, sincerity, life, and inquisition, and 
replacing it with nothing but superficial adages and phatic slogans, and menacingly 
emotionless rules of thumb, the sheer horror of pure reason, and complacency and 
complicity, originating from a clearly dysfunctional society, and not the individual, in 


place of a healthy sense of pride based on personal merit. 


Simply put, professionalism is the end result of a transition of a human into an 
android, a being stripped of humanity, of feeling and empathy, these qualities 
replaced by dull, cold, featureless, greedy, obedient and authoritative cogs, all in the 


name of 'progress' and ‘efficiency’. Who is really progressing, how fast, and in what 
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direction? 


But nah, let's just keep ignoring FUCKING GANDI, MARTIN LUTHER KING, 
AND JESUS CHRIST. 


Fuck you, hypocrite. You know exactly who you are. In my eyes, you're lesser than a 
petty criminal or a confidence trickster (see Kafka's short stories). Perhaps the lyrics 
of John Lennon's 'Working Class Hero' are perfectly correct, and you just are a 
peasant. 


‘Some people are so poor, all they have is money.' 


Bob Marley 
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150 
Contemporary authorities 
are liars 


04 12 21 


"The practical men have led us to the edge of the abyss, and the intellectuals in whom 
acceptance of power politics has killed first the moral sense, and then the sense of 


reality, are urging us to march rapidly forward without changing direction." 


George Orwell, Catastrophic Gradualism, 1945. 


Contemporary authorities are invariably full of shit. There's a reason Nelson Mandela 
had statues erected after his death - because by comparison to all of his 


contemporaries he was a saint. 


If you are a proponent of the establishment, someone who helps the wheels turn just 
because they're told it's the right thing to do, not only do you have no internal values, 
but you are a gullible and ingratiating piece of shit - a puppet, shirking 
responsibilities and feigning innocence as you do whatever the current power calls 


for while challenging absolutely none of it. Morally bankrupt. 


How I know? When the subject of morality comes up you simply treat it with irony. 
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You're a sore disappointment and you hide it from yourself for the sake of 


convenience. Everyone else is doing it, so it's OK, right? Moron. 


I'm jealous? Yeah, right. Of what? Your blood money, hoarded possessions or social 
status? I pity you. So does every artist who hasn't submitted to the mass psychosis of 
our time and place. Spanish inquisitions, witch hunts, war on communism, on 
religion, on drugs, on 'terrorists' (who's the real terrorist? Surely not the "good 


guys"). Whatever is fashionable today. 


You suck it up like dull leeches and then spit it back out as if the idea originated in 
your mind. Nothing originates in your mind lest you shove it right back into 
recession. Too 'negative', you say. 'Bad vibes'. However the language of the time 


permits you to dismiss dissenting ideas. 


"Wake up sheeple" is a phrase that's ridiculed, but of all of today's adages, it's among 


the least ridiculous in that it couldn't be further from the truth. 


You think we're smart but we're no more than big-brained chimpanzees who found 
out a thing or two and used it to dominate the earth to the expense of all else. How 
selfish can you be when you're desensitised to people dying of starvation and 
continual war and animals progressively going extinct? But nah, you're a good person 


because you donate a fraction of your income to charities? Keep telling yourself that. 


They filled your head with romantic tales of global conquest and invention, of the 
elaborate and dignified nature of civilisation. They made you feel pride in what we 


are - monsters. 


No other organism is this greedy and arrogant. The bower bird is content with bits of 


blue plastic. You disgust and disappoint me. Pathetic cowards. I'll never participate in 
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the fashionable mass psychosis of today. I'd rather be called psychotic and locked up 
(again). 


There's a reason Diogenes walked the streets of Athens with a lantern in daylight 


saying “J am looking for an honest man.” Look at yourself. The dishonesty. It's 


grotesque. 


"It is easier to produce ten volumes of philosophical writings than to put one 


principle into practice." 


Leo Tolstoy 
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151 
Humanity 1s NOT a force 
for good in this world 


04 12 21 


The ego projects itself and perceives itself as objective rationality. To see society as a 
system that has been built up over thousands of years to "regulate conflict and foster 
growth" is ridiculous. Current society is a result of a cycle of tyranny, constant 
bloodshed and social upheavals lent from greed and pride. We lack perspective of 
natives because we were brought up under this Pavlovian conditioning and our only 
reference point is the similarly crude and spiritually detached experience of our 


immediate ancestors. 


I'm sorry but what problems did we experience in ancient times that aren't ubiquitous 
today? Like have you heard the Charlie Chaplin speech? Over-abundance has brought 
us poverty. Improvements to agricultural processes were initially good until the 
process was industrialised. Its not about helping people. Its about greed and pride. 
Boast about who can get the most. Ends justify means. And we glorify the winners in 
this sinister and conniving battle. Because modern media is predominantly a model 


for indoctrination - thoroughly described by Noam Chomsky. 


I often say good intentions do not necessarily lead to good outcomes and I extend this 
to your argument that humanity is a force for good. Of course there's the capacity for 


good within us all. So is there the capacity for evil. What makes the difference is how 
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these capacities manifest. Most people think they're "good people" but clearly are not 
by reasonable standards. Therein lies the danger of supposed benevolence. Hitler 
thought he was doing the right thing, you know. So did the inquisitors of 


Medievalism and the Catholics in their holy wars and tyrannical regimes. 


I argue humanity is not a force for good in this world. Look at it through an objective 
lens. We're raping the planet in every conceivable way and playing it off with 


romanticisms. 


Resentment and antipathy are natural reactions to the horrors of worldly affairs. What 
do you expect? Would you prefer the undesirables simply remove themselves from 
the equation, or otherwise conform to standards of behaviour such as you suggest? 
No. Fuck that. I'll say exactly what's on my mind and accept the repercussions. That's 
honesty. When you romanticise these concepts, you are being dishonest, and the 


responsibilities of the individual are no more in question than those of corporations. 


You can continue to prance along in your fantasy land and ignore the true injustices 
of the world while denouncing negativity and highlighting hypocrisy. Its really all the 
same. We're just like rats and we have a high turnover rate. We die some day and a 
new generation takes our place and is indoctrinated and despiritualised in the same 
way we were. If you submit to complacency, if you're actually capable of blinding 
yourself to the world and forever saying "nah it's OK, let's all love in unity la dee la", 
effectively allowing evils to prevail, you yourself are promoting the conditions that 
occasion this familiar cycle of mass psychosis and genocide and all of the horrors of 
globalisation and government control and politics and the military-industrial complex 


and war and money and the greed and pride that come with. 


"To shut one's eyes to half of life that one may live securely is as though one blinded 


oneself that one might walk with more safety in a land of pit and precipice." 
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Oscar Wilde 
"So many others are better qualified, more competent and effective than me. A throng 
of good-willed souls is projected onto the horizon, ready to rise, so that I can retreat 
more easily; another will act instead of me, and so much better." 


Frederic Gros 


"Sadness is caused by intelligence, the more you understand certain things, the more 


you wish you didn't understand them." 


Charles Bukowski 
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I never meant to publish this 


aie eae 


Fuck it. 


Wrote it three years ago. A letter to myself. How times have changed. It doesn't get 


more honest than this. 
PS. I'm hesitant to keep writing. I'm looking at other platforms to upload my work to. 


PSS. I have begun uploading my work here: 
https://archive.org/details/@olivarh_raraharharaharh 


I will continue to upload my work to various sites in the interest of preserving it 


should I be censored entirely or some other misfortune befall me. 


Enjoy. 


Me, to myself, three years ago (in 2018): 


"Two hours ago I ingested half a bottle of Robitussin (300mg DXM). This is the first 


time I’ve taken DXM for a few years. I spent those years wallowing in self-loathing 
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and avoiding social interactions at all costs. I spoke softly lest people hear me and 
target me with disdain and pity (some neurotic shit). I put on a great act of self- 
sufficiency. But really I’ve only been decaying in decadence and deceiving myself 
(some nice alliteration there amirite). [| DON’T WANT TO GO BACK TO THIS but 


I fear I will. 


I can’t even go skateboard at the skate-park (the most fun thing in the world!) 
because I’m afraid of being judged as inadequate and retarded and rejected (I find it 
hard to hear and frequently have to ask people to repeat themselves). WHAT THE 
FUCK!!! I should just be having fun, meeting people, pursuing my hobbies. My life 
is SO insignificant, as is anyone’s, so why do I guard it so neurotically and 
inaccessibly? This is scary! I feel like I’m trapped in a huge winding vortex. One 
thing leads to another and suddenly I’m doing the same old shit, taking the easy way 
out at every opportunity. FUCK THAT!!! 


So, fear is only fear... I shouldn’t be afraid. I’m really just being a pussy! There’s no 
derogatory undertone to that statement either. I’ve been avoiding things that make me 
uncomfortable when I should be facing them head on! I’m 25 and I live with my 
mum. I HAVE 2 FUCKING DEGREES AND HERE I AM STAGNATING, DOING 
NOTHING! Living in a pathetic dismal state of decadence. WTF DUDE. And yet I 
complain, I shift the blame, I blame everyone but myself and when I’m confronted I 


conveniently get offended — just like my dad! But I do nothing about it. 


Well, do something man! Don’t just go ride your bike or skateboard on the carpark 
rooftop alone! Stop avoiding people. FUCKING BREATHE. Just do it! Who cares if 
you end up feeling uncomfortable. You! You’re the only one who cares! You shaft 
yourself into quarantine, like an ant sprayed with formic acid carry yourself to the 
cemetery waiting to die. You tell yourself you’re already dead but you aren’t. 


YOU’RE NOT FUCKING DEAD YET!!! So start acting like it. FUCK your dad, 
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FUCK how he made you like this, forgive and forget, you are who you are cunt so get 


used to it, grow up and move past this. You’re not a kid anymore. 


I want to flourish-in my art, in life-without feeling useless. There’s a use! I want to 
love. I want to be afraid and then do it anyway. Get over fear. Find your heart’s heart. 


Fuck reasons! Sacrifices must be made. Your opinion of yourself isn’t absolute. 


I’m pleading now because I feel none of this will come to pass. That I'll revert back 
to that degenerate loser who cares only for himself and piggybacks off of others. How 
neurotic have I come to be that I may as well be Dostoevsky! Jesus Christ. Even in 
saying that I felt like adding ‘minus the skill or intelligence’... well fuck that! I can 


cultivate my skills and my intelligence. I’m me and no one else. That’s all. 


Now I’m happy — because a drug is pumping through the tunnels of my vasculature. 
My mind is slipping and sliding. Parts have been shut off. Parts that will return to 
function. Parts that have been corrupted by years of neuroses. Yes I’m not myself, yet 
I couldn’t blame myself any more than I am now. I couldn’t feel any more coherent 
than I am now — no matter how sloppy, no matter how scattered, no matter how high 


and out of touch. Here I am home. Here I am myself. 


Next time I take DXM, it won’t be like this. I am sure of that. Each time is different 
and this happiness is temporary. But it’s not the happiness I did this for, right? An 
alternate perspective — that has been granted! This is a window of opportunity I won’t 
waste playing video games. I'll write. Ill draw! Pll even try to fucking read (don’t 
know how well that will go). Il talk to people!!! I’ve been avoiding that. I tell 
myself the anxiety is too overwhelming. Here I see the concerned face of my brother. 
The wise face gracefully hiding from me certain realities. The hardened spirit guiding 
me, despite all the disappointment in me, despite the inevitable resentment (wouldn’t 


you! Yet I feel I say this out of some reflex self-loathing bullshit — yet this leads me 
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to another rabbit hole of blame — blaming my dad for instilling in me these neuroses — 


but remember so what!!! It’s me now! No one else! I digress) 


My brother! I love him! How will I work to make him proud? By facing these issues 
head on. Yes it’s painful. Don’t be a pussy!!!! Not only for him, but for myself, I 
must change. The time has come. How is a wonky path and why is irrelevant. Fuck 


all the bullshit! Let’s do this! This state might be temporary. But my resolve is not!" 
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153 
Henry-David Thoreau on 
Voting and Slavery 


13-1221 


NONE of this is my own work. How original is that? 


I highly recommend reading the entire essay by Thoreau - it's only 28 pages, and 


uses simple language. 


“Tt is impossible to free fools from the chains they revere.” 


Voltaire 


“There are thousands who are in opinion opposed to slavery 
and to the war, who yet in effect do nothing to put an end to them; 


who, esteeming themselves children of Washington and Franklin, 
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sit down with their hands in their pockets, and say that they know 


not what to do, and do nothing; who even postpone the question of 


freedom to the question of free-trade, and quietly read the prices- 


current along with the latest advices from Mexico, after dinner, 


and, it may be, fall asleep over them both. What is the price- 


current of an honest man and patriot to-day? They hesitate, and 


they regret, and sometimes they petition; but they do nothing in 


earnest and with effect. They will wait, well disposed, for others to 


remedy the evil, that they may no longer have it to regret. At most, 


they give only a cheap vote, and a feeble countenance and 


Godspeed, to the right, as it goes by them. There are nine hundred 


and ninety-nine patrons of virtue to one virtuous man, but it is 


easier to deal with the real possessor of a thing than with the 


temporary guardian of it. 


[...] 
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All voting is a sort of gaming, like checkers or backgammon, 


with a slight moral tinge to it, a playing with right and wrong, with 


moral questions; and betting naturally accompanies it. The 


character of the voters is not staked. I cast my vote, perchance, as I 


think right; but I am not vitally concerned that that right should 


prevail. I am willing to leave it to the majority. Its obligation, 


therefore, never exceeds that of expediency. Even voting for the 


right is doing nothing for it. It is only expressing to men feebly 


your desire that it should prevail. A wise man will not leave the 


right to the mercy of chance, nor wish it to prevail through the 


power of the majority. There is but little virtue in the action of 


masses of men. When the majority shall at length vote for the 


abolition of slavery, it will be because they are indifferent to 


slavery, or because there is but little slavery left to be abolished by 
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their vote. They will then be the only slaves. Only his vote can 


hasten the abolition of slavery who asserts his own freedom by his 


vote.” 


Henry David Thoreau, 1850, On the Duty of Civil Disobedience 


“Bad men need nothing more to compass their ends, than that good men should look 


on and do nothing.” 


John Stuart Mill 
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154 
Those who are eager 


18 12°91 


I'd apologise for the low quality of this post if only I were sorry, alas I am not. 


Those who are eager 
Those who are eager to control, are eager to lose control. 


Those who are eager to forgive the moral failings of another, are eager to conceal 


their own. 


Those who are eager to pursue a goal, are eager to squash all obstacles in their way, 


as ends justify means. 


Those who are eager to push an agenda, political or religious, dogmatic or 
hermeneutically axiomatic, are eager to impose their ideas upon others, however 
unfounded, as they are fundamentally insecure in their knowledge of the world and 
their place in it. Stupid people tend to be certain of their ideas, which they hardly 
originate, and usually copy from other stupid people, because those are the only 


people they can relate to. 
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Those who are eager to pull the wool over others’ eyes, are eager to monitor and 


examine others with microscopic and pathological intensity. 


Those who are eager to entertain self-fulfilling prophecies, will see those prophecies 


fulfilled. 


Those who are eager to mislead others, were mislead in the way of life, and are eager 


to make up for lost time, but are cursed to live a life of misery in the Devil’s realm. 
Those who do not follow the rules they themselves make, think themselves higher 


than those they impose upon, and in effect they have usurped a divine position, from 


which they unconscionably play God. 
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155 
The hypocritical oath 


19 12 21 


I was going to analyse the oath itself and highlight the demonstrable differences 
between what is supposed to be morally correct behaviour, and the actual behaviour 
of doctors, who tend to be incompetent, insecure, and incentivised by demons sent 
from Hell *ahem* pharmaceutical corporations and bureaucratic institutions 
*shudder™... But alas, I was too lazy to do so. Enjoy what took me 5 minutes to write 


with no remarkable effort, my fellow charlatans’ ... 


All those years you studied, and you're still not far from where you began. A 


shrivelled, sunken shrimp. A petty, prudish prawn. A hypocrite and a pawn. 


You swore upon ethics, offered empty words, phatic gestures, you swam across the 
symbolic rite of passage just to get to the other side, and for no other reason, 
accompanied by vanity and ceremony, and other similarly misled people. You 


enjoyed it. You thought quite highly of yourself in that moment, didn't you? 
The truth is you're not worthy of Hippocrates. You learned from geeks, not Greeks. 
You internalised dogma, and you learned the way of the charlatan, not how to think 


properly, much less how to be a real doctor. 


Call yourself whatever you like. If you feel anything close to shame, then you might 


yet be human. Best of luck retrieving the humanity you lost. 
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156 
Letter — on therapy, being 
yourself, and telling truth 
to power 


29-1291 


A response I wrote to a comment on one of my recent works. 


"Interesting comment as always. 


I looked up the Caduceus. According to Wiki, “The caduceus is often inappropriately 
used as a symbol of healthcare organizations and medical practice, particularly in 
the United States of America, due to confusion with the traditional medical symbol, 
the Rod of Asclepius, which has only one snake and is never depicted with wings. 
Given that the caduceus is a symbol of commerce, many health-care professionals 


disapprove of this practice.” 
Seems ironic because medicine today is more about commerce than healthcare 


itself... (e.g. privatisation of the NHS in the UK, Medicare under attack in Australia, 


and of course privitised healthcare in the US, not to mention shady 
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marketing/administrative/business practices.) Healthcare institutions are corrupted, 
like almost every other institution we see today. Not to say all institutions are doomed 
to corruption, but “when hierarchies degenerate, they tend toward corruption.” 
Reminder that corruption is a euphemism for crime. State-sanctioned, protected, 
privileged crime, if you will, because it wasn’t committed by a poor person, which 


would be reprehensible! 


CBT doesn’t seem to work for me. I resent being told what to do. Furthermore, 
instructional-based therapy is useless in addressing root issues. In my experience it 
provides more of a band-aid effect like medication, than anything uniquely 
meaningful. Kinda like soothing ASMR palliative care. As if the therapist knows 
you’re fucked and perhaps the best policy is to trick you into a state of relative 
comfort, so you don’t “overthink” (is this a bad thing? If Dostoevsky didn’t 
overthink, we wouldn’t have Crime and Punishment, would we? If Jung didn’t 
overthink, psychology would probably still be in the 1950’s. If Maxwell didn’t 


overthink, we wouldn’t have electricity! Etc...) 


I started to see a new therapist. DBT. The idea is if the patient is allowed significant 
time to speak, and open discussion is allowed, then therapeutic aims will be 
facilitated. The therapist herself is intelligent, compassionate, patient, and empathetic. 
The problem is, at least for me, based on my own observations, it doesn’t work. It’s 
the same premise as CBT - namely, the individual is possessive of a maladaptive state 
of mind, and must be reformed by incremental improvement. Gentle, slow, walking 
atop egg shells, possibly to draw something out; in the meek hope that an imperfect 
resolution may emerge from the subconscious mind, and worked upon, toward 


reforming the individual. 


The outcome of the procedure occurs no matter the noble intentions of the therapist 


(Alan Watts: the path to Hell is paved with good intentions) and no matter how 
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honest you are (how can you ever know if you are lying to yourself when many of the 


nuances of thought occur within the subconscious (consciously inaccessible) mind?) 


I recall conceding to my therapist that I was negative and cynical. They jumped on 
this, and I only noticed because they showed more emotion in that flitting moment 
than anywhere else in the ‘discussion’ (it’s difficult to see it as a discussion when it’s 
someone arguing from a position of authority vs. a literal mental patient, so the 


playing field is fundamentally skewed to begin with). 


But of course I have negative thought patterns. I have depression. Of course I’m 
cynical. I think for myself. There was an entire school of philosophy in Ancient 
Greece whence this term came. The issue here is, like I said, most if not all modes of 
therapy are based on the premise that the individual has failed to identify with the 
collectivist social structure in which we live, and the explanation 1s interior individual 
maladaptive neural mechanisms. I reject the premise to begin with, in that I believe 
mental health issues are for the most part perfectly normal responses to the grotesque 
social structures we shamelessly impose upon each other without blinking. In short, 
these are systemic issues, and therefore can not in any meaningful way be addressed 


at the individual level. 


Therefore, at least for me, therapy is useless, unless I meet some gentus like Jung. 
The only reason I go is to assuage my mother, to be frank. She at least deserves to 
know that I’m at least trying to fix my situation, even if that means suspending my 
disbelief and routinely engaging in measures I see as fundamentally senseless, facile, 
and dehumanising. I mean this in a very real way that may be hard to sympathise with 


unless you’ve experienced similar events. 


I also think that’s the clue. Exercise, diet, fulfillment, attunement to nature by my 
spirit. I’m not trying to suggest my therapist is not good at her job, or that therapy 
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doesn’t work. I’m simply relaying my own interpretation of the affair in light of my 


own experiences. 


The ruling elite does want us sick, afraid, divided, polarised, and nihilistic. I don’t 
blame them for opting for these methods. After all, they learned from their ancestors; 
“do not attribute to malice that which is sufficiently explained by stupidity,” or 
whatever. If they were competent, they would practise more strategically sound 
methods, and not disgusting, subversive, underhanded ones which undermine the 
foundation of civil liberties, as well as their own policies. Hubristic, avaricious 
hypocrites. Like a short man wearing stilts. A sad cope. I truly pity them. I suppose 


I’m just jealous? Lol... 


Ya, the puppeteers are the real enemy. Thing is, they aren’t frightening in the least, 
not with all their resources, power over human minds, threats capable of being 
fulfilled under legal sanction, cronyism, and all their conniving and shady 
mechanisms, I could list for paragraphs. Why? Because they don’t have the truth on 
their side. When you pull that curtain away, it’s not a powerful, fearsome wizard on 
the other side. It’s a small, feeble, weak-minded, reprehensible piece of shit, worthy 
of pity and shame, and certainly not frightening in the least. The deception was all. 


Just like in the Wizard of Oz. 


That’s the truth. I'll always tell it. Why? As Dave Chapelle said, “Sometimes you 
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have to be a lion so you can be the lamb you really are. 
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157 


Letter — collectivism, 
disillusionment, and the elite few 


26 12 21 


“For what it’s worth I do appreciate you separating the two comments with respect to 
the two topics. I very much enjoy these conversations, because I have to challenge 


myself. 


Disillusionment had me understand the true nature of humanity too. Actions speak 
louder than words. My dad drilled it into my head, alongside some (probably life- 
long) neuroses, trauma, and mental health conditions, but he would never 
acknowledge any of that, so what does it matter? I do see the value in the 
disillusionment. I see value in taking a strong position unaffected by anger, grudge, 


jealousy, and bitterness. 


I think the moment I truly understood why the two-party system was a sham, and 
voting useless, was when I read Kafka’s The Trial. Kafka traumatises the truth into 


you. 


Everything after - like quotes I’ve read by the founders of the US, and political 
dissidents from the nineteenth century in particular like Henry David-Thoreau, 
Dickens, and Dostoyevsky, were cherries on top. Of course twentieth century came in 


hot with Orwell, Huxley, and Abbie Hoffman. But I’m just rambling now. 
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Interesting recap of the history of healthcare in the US. 


Of course we don’t have healthcare because the elite don’t want us to. And soon 
we'll be drinking victory gin, burning and altering historical documents, getting high 


on soma, and poking fun at “uncivilised people” contained in “nature reserves”. 


We’re already perpetually at war with an unknown, shape-shifting enemy. That is 
itself a ridiculous and embarrassing fact. If the “best” of us achieve mediocrity, then 
just what the hell are the rest of us doing? When keeping the masses “in control” so a 
small group of people can retain and expand power, is considered a noble course of 
action, then moral integrity is no longer a valuable attribute, in any collectivist 


institution. 


That leads me to my central point. 


You suppose the core issue present is that healthcare “just doesn’t work”. I 
appreciated the nuanced argument you used here and for the most part agree. 
However, I would go one step further (to use a framework I understand) and say the 
entire premise of a collectivist hierarchy does not work. Granted, in theory it might. 
In theory, democracy works. But as we see today, and as we saw all throughout the 
twentieth century, hierarchies have degenerated and therefore tended toward 
corruption. Democracy did not work. Democracy became the two-party system, 
parties whose views tend to overlap fundamentally, whose practitioners were 
handpicked for the job, in any political system (collectivist structure), capitalist, 
communist, or otherwise. It’s just romantic and therefore consoling for the average 
man to think he has any level of control, and if he fails the disillusionment test, then 


he is doomed to a lifetime of delusion and nationalist pride. 
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There’s a reason George Washington used his farewell speech to warn US citizens 
against the dangers of forming parties. Ignored, like any voice of reason. Like 
Chomsky and Assange. Einstein and MLK. Semmelweis and Nietzsche. Cassandra 


from Greek mythology. 


As for the tank thing - well that’s your decision to make - I would. That’s what I’m 
doing here. All of my words are now immortalised in Google cache. Call it a form of 
protest. Never know when life is going to end. I never wanted a legacy, just to use my 


voice. 


I had an interesting conversation with a Chinese man the other day who firmly 
insisted the Tienanmen Square massacre never happened, the students left peacefully, 
and those horrific pictures were from another event entirely. When asked to 


elaborate, he did not reply. However, who really knows what happened? Frustrating. 


[Future Oli: The “Chinese Man” turned out to be incredibly based. Explained to me 
much valuable information on this topic and I'm now unsure this event ever even 
occurred the way Westerners say it did. At the very least, I find it off-putting that we 
claim moral superiority over the Chinese when we have all the same societal 
problems (mass surveillance and abolishment of civil rights, Police State, 
centralisation of assets, power, and influence, and the insidious descent into full- 


blown authoritarianism. | 


If people just practised true honesty over false virtues, maybe we wouldn’t be in such 
a mess. That’s too lofty a hope, I suppose. Pride must come first. The ego always 


comes first. Unless it’s dead. But that’s another topic. 


History is written by the victors, who then indoctrinate their subjects, thereby 


transmogrifying the aims of others to suit their own, like a necromancer animates the 
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dead, and with similar results too. 


[About the ruling elite] Don’t worry about that. Every boon is a curse also. Rest 
assured these people are desperately suffering despite their material wealth. In fact, 
they suffer precisely because of their dishonesty and greed. They might not even 
think they’re suffering, but when you’re dreaming, you don’t think you’re in a dream 


(or nightmare, for that matter). Life is but a dream. 


Perhaps most important to realise is that the elite few are people too. They suffer for 
their hubris and this suffering is directly proportional to their moral shortcomings. 
They know it. My point is, one should wish no malice upon such people. They should 
be regarded only with pity. I hesitate to say humour, because in this context it just 
seems sad, although I often do make use of ridicule as a weapon. I see now how that 
is perhaps unfair and uncompassionate of me. These people are as blameless and soft 


as you and I - they’re just trust fund kiddies. 


However, if you’re poised to control the economy and psychology of the world, and 
inclined to do so, then you deserve all the flak you get, and in this sense I justify my 
constant ridicule of the elite. Laughter and truth are the best weapons we have. They 
may have tonnes of guns, chemical weapons, and cash stacks, but they don’t have 


genuine laughter or real truth. That’s the price you pay to the devil* - your soul.” 


*(Intentionally uncapitalised to emphasise it is a metaphor. Wouldn’t want anyone 
thinking I was superstitious. My image is so very important to me. ((I’m being 
sarcastic but clearly it is. Now I’m leaving this segment in as a shameful display of 


ego, to show I am human. (((Who knows, these days?))) )) ) 
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158 
Furiously vomiting vitriol 


27 191 


define:essay 


Certainly not this. 


But who cares? 


Certainly not me. 


Did you ever hear something so stupid, that the only way you could respond short of 


Physical violence was by furiously vomiting vitriol? Yeah, this is that in essay form. 


"Stop pretending you understand shit and just listen. The reason cartels use fentany] 
is the same reason medical practitioners use it - potency. In medicine, the more potent 
a drug, the less of it is needed for each dose, and therefore the therapeutic effects are 


maximised and the side effects minimised. 


Now, the reason cartels exist to begin with is the same reason people bootlegged 


booze in 1920's US - the drugs are illegal. What effect does this have? The supply is 
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dramatically reduced and the demand increases with direct proportionality. 


So, see how you jumped straight into a derisive, contrived, passive-aggressive, 
arrogant conclusion before even considering the reality that taking psychoactive 
drugs has been a part of human culture since time immemorial and laws do not, have 
never, and will not ever change that. By imposing punitive measures to address 


ostensible issues, you are only exacerbating the actual problem. 


This is now what we see - the great tragedy of the war on drugs, the resources wasted, 
its victims on both sides of the dividing line, and perhaps most devastating, the 
lasting effect on the collective psyche of all this propaganda in the last century, which 
you've clearly inherited, which fuels hatred against fellow people manifest as tacit 
and subtle moral indignation, arguments from authority using pathos, stigmatisation, 
demonisation, and blatant discrimination. This creates polarisation and division, 


enmity and hatred. 


In fact, the policies which fashioned the war on drugs were put into place to begin 
with with racial and economic motives in mind. But feel free to dismiss that fact as a 
conspiracy theory. You would have to read a book to confirm it. I know that's 


probably too much to ask from a complacent sycophant. 


All this and yet here you are, hateful and ignorant. A pathetic little bitch. But who 
isn't? I know I am. For example, I cut out from this essay shameful ad hominem 
attacks, and some still remain. I lied to myself. I told myself something vague like, "J 
hope at least to display my hatred of this person, because my psychology and 
emotions and the way I express them are the only weapons I have against mentally 
vacant bigots who only respond to emotion with emotion and ignore every nuance of 
argument so long as they can continue to appease their cognitive biases and receive 


a continuous flow of instant gratifications." 
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At heart I knew this wasn't true. But I saw myself in the description. Worse still, it 
was mental gymnastics - me justifying my own unwarranted emotional response to an 
idea presented (whether or not whomever presented the idea did so in an emotional 
manner, and regardless of their character, for character does not diminish the 
significance of ideas presented, otherwise people would hate Newton and Mozart, not 


revere them). 


I will end by suggesting if in the time we live more people had taken psychedelic 
drugs, or had otherwise altered their perception of reality through other methods such 
as intense meditation, asceticism or what-have-you, even just once, and truly 
experienced the attenuation or temporary destruction of their own ego, then ideas 
would not be so conflated with the aims of one's ego, so difficult to delineate as 
things are, but more consistent in the pursuit of an operable and robust epistemic 


theory of truth, which is what I assume we all want." 


"Ts it really possible to tell someone else what one feels?" 


Leo Tolstoy, War And Peace. 
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iii, 2022 
159 
Down the rabbit hole 


01 01 22 


I see a place, far far away 
where the heather grows free 


and the angels play. 


“But I don’t want to go among mad people,” Alice remarked. 
“Oh, you can’t help that,” said the Cat: “we’re all mad here. I’m mad. You’re mad.” 
“How do you know I’m mad?” said Alice. 


“You must be,” said the Cat, “or you wouldn’t have come here.” 


Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland, Lewis Carroll 
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“Today I’m going to read Alice in Wonderland,” planned the fresh-out-of-bed 
heathen degenerate outcast, who prided himself on this intention regardless of 


whether or not it would actually be entertained. 


Probably not. A heavily inhibiting force was present. A feeling of dreadful 
anticipation exacerbated by time spent sedentary and without purpose, in solitude and 


atrophy. 


You see, this man who had the previous year been a researcher, who wrote a thesis on 
an obscure branch of chemistry completely inapplicable to the real world, was now 
nothing more than a pretentious, ageing hermit mindlessly decaying in decadence and 
delusion. He hadn’t read a real piece of literature other than academic papers in two 


years. He had been procrastinating, still was, and perhaps always would. 


He was never certain, for he feared being right, and he was never uncertain, for fear 
of being wrong. His image as it appeared to others was of grave importance to the 
sustenance of his pride, which he himself habitually diminished out of some vague 


and unconscious spiteful behaviour toward himself. 


“What is the use of a book,' 


thought Alice ‘without pictures or conversation?” 


He smiled a little at the jest and appreciated the picture right beside, a sophisticated, 
personified rabbit. Having only read a single paragraph of the story, his mind drifted 


elsewhere. 


It wasn’t until several hours later he caught himself failing at what he told himself he 


would do. He had lied to himself unconsciously, and worse still allowed it to happen 
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yet again, as with every single mundane and dreary day that preceded. 


If humans were embroidery, this man would have all the wrong parts showing on 
both the front and the back, not just the back (Alan Watts ref). To his credit this 
meant he could dispense of some sincerity and take a flippant attitude toward life, 
because his behaviour was irredeemably strange, rendering futile any attempt to act 
normal. This quality paired with his shameless and lofty mannerisms meant the man 
could and would speak with an uncommon degree of honesty, even to the point of 
outright animosity and loss of face, which he was very much accustomed to, if only it 
meant standing up for ideas he was passionate about, for that precise reason, let alone 
when his ego interfered. But he could not ever know if he was being honest with 
himself, and only had fleeting, instinctual feelings to that effect. His gut was the only 
entity he sincerely trusted, because he knew his conscious mind was an ego-driven 


liar, as with those of all people (at least those willing to admit it). 


If anything he relished in the prying out of others’ true ideas (when he resolved to 
confer with them, which was rare), commanding the expression of truth, to a 
pathological extent to say the least, not being content with things as they naturally 
were and demanding more out of life itself, whereas Douglas Adams advised, “isn’t 
it enough to see that a garden is beautiful without having to believe that there are 


fairies at the bottom of it too?” 


Fear and shame prevented him from being certain or uncertain, right nor wrong, or 
consistent in any sense whatsoever, and had him flounder and fluctuate in his 
attempts to control and let alone the circumstances of his life, to his direct detriment, 
and perhaps benefit, and in the jarring blur of thoughts the man’s understanding of 
the direction his own embroidery faced was lost, and he knew he had long before 


doomed himself to a placated life targeted at a tragic trajectory. 
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To his great relief, the burnt out, severe and yet insincere walking contradiction of a 
man was becoming increasingly stoned. Not in the biblical sense, as with the 
ostensibly correct punitive treatment of homosexuals in the Old Testament, but in the 
degenerate sense, as in marijuana. Cannabis! Surely a reprehensible affair. In 
‘developed countries’, the state and a significant portion of the population still 
thought so, at least, half a century after the embarrassing failure of ‘the war on drugs’ 


was announced. 


Feeling guilty enough to return to a meek, cursory glance of the book he imposed on 
himself to read, he lazily drifted past multiple stanzas, randomly finding himself 


reading something he thought incredibly profound. 


“The rabbit-hole went straight on like a tunnel for some way, and then dipped 
suddenly down, so suddenly that Alice had not a moment to think about stopping 
herself before she found herself falling down a very deep well.” 


Something incidentally occurred to the wizened, obstinate man - he had long ago 
fallen down a well. At first the well was not much more than a shallow sink, 
comfortable and manageable, fully exposed to the light of day and the ebb and flow 
of life as it ought to be. But the soil beneath eroded to time, and eventually it became 
noticeable from without. Others had spoken to him. Their words insisted he was 
digging his hole deeper, but their actions explicitly told him they were indifferent, 
and to carry on digging. 


So he took the advice of their actions, and dug his hole deeper, until eventually he 
found himself in a mossy, slimy, and dank cobblestone pit, with a slither of a glimpse 
of the sun he assumed still existed, accompanied only by the echoing squeaks of rats, 
and occasionally by flitting images of a carefree and animated past, filled with joy 


and spark. The latter gave him hope, although the memories inspired in him burning 
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poignancy, and were always presented to his mind’s eye in black and white, and 


never in colour. 


“Down, down, down. Would the fall NEVER come to an end! 


[...] 


I wonder if I shall fall right THROUGH the earth! How funny it'll seem to come out 


among the people that walk with their heads downward!” 


And so it happened, cannabis intoxication granting the man the visage, temperament, 
and cognitive function of a lazy cow chewing grass, the exiled man saw himself in 


Alice. 


“There were doors all round the hall, but they were all locked; and when Alice had 
been all the way down one side and up the other, trying every door, she walked sadly 


down the middle, wondering how she was ever to get out again.” 


He had made it to page three, but soon he would find himself to have had enough for 


now. 


“This bottle was NOT marked ‘poison,' so Alice ventured to taste it, and finding it 
very nice, (it had, in fact, a sort of mixed flavour of cherry-tart, custard, pine-apple, 


roast turkey, toffee, and hot buttered toast,) she very soon finished it off. 


KK OK Ok OK 
KK OK Ok OK 


KK OK Ok OK 
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‘What a curious feeling!' said Alice; ‘I must be shutting up like a telescope.' 


And so it was indeed: she was now only ten inches high, and her face brightened up 
at the thought that she was now the right size for going though the little door into 
that lovely garden. First, however, she waited for a few minutes to see if she was 
going to shrink any further: she felt a little nervous about this; ‘for it might end, you 
know,' said Alice to herself, ‘in my going out altogether, like a candle. I wonder what 
I should be like then?' And she tried to fancy what the flame of a candle is like after 


the candle is blown out, for she could not remember ever having seen such a thing.” 


The man supposed it would take for a reality-altering poison to sufficiently compel 
one to understand what it is to be a candle, and to what effect we are extinguishable. 
This supposition validated his narrative, and so, deciding to end his painful and 
painstaking affair, which should have been a simple matter of reading a book for a 
little while, he had accomplished little other than torment himself. He did a good job 
of that. 


So it went. 
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160 
Why I respect criminals 
more than squares 


02 01 22 


For the love of God, do NOT read this if you are either weak of heart or strong of 


impotence. 


"To live outside the law you must be honest." 


Bob Dylan 


Squares are cowardly sheep with little personality and no originality, and much 
agreeableness and gullibility (anything to fit in). This may be described as 
righteousness (unvirtue masquerading as virtue), likely based on misguided principles 
consciously unknown to the square (a few decades of Pavlovian conditioning will do 


that to a man). 


I mean, I don't blame them. Path of least resistance and all that. Can never judge a 


book by its cover. The reason I began thinking for myself was childhood trauma! 
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How could I blame them? However, that doesn't make my observations any less true. 


Vitriol? Yes. Malevolence? Absolutely not. Anyway... 


Squares are heavily dependent on external support, pathetic as they are, and would 
never dare to take a risk, God forbid a dangerous risk. One must admit based on this 
criteria alone the criminal is generally more admirable and exciting to be around, 
much less unremarkable, banal, and painfully insecure, as squares tend to be (they 
wouldn't admit it because they have too much pride, but they know it, and it kills 
them, and inspires envy and jealousy, and a tendency to be bitter and obstinate (so as 
to double down with a hard head). Squares insist they are just "doing their jobs" (like 
the Nazis whom were persecuted for this very reason in the Nuremberg trials) and 
"the right thing" but oblivious as they are they wouldn't know "the right thing" from a 


carrot. 


This is because, as Oscar Wilde explained, "to shut one's eyes to half of life that one 
may live securely is as though one blinded oneself that one might walk with more 


safety in a land of pit and precipice." 


Believe it or not, but criminals typically have a just conscience of their own (as much 
as any other person). Although their conscience does not necessarily align with the 
laws of the time and place to which they belong, their conscience is not necessarily 
wrong. "Nothing is good or bad but thinking makes it so." Who's to say the collective 
isn't wrong? Carl Jung didn't propose the existence of mass psychosis as a joke, you 


know? 


If loneliness is the price of having a clear conscience, then it's a fair price indeed. 
José Marti once said, "4 sad thing it is not to have friends. But sadder still is not to 
have enemies for, if you have no enemies, it means you have: No talent to 


overshadow, No goods to be coveted, No character that impresses Nor valour feared, 
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No honour to whisper of Nor any good thing to be envied for." 


[Future Oli]: it seems this quote is a misattribution. Allow me to plug the real quote: 


“A sad thing it is to not have friends, but even sadder must it be not having any 
enemies; that a man should have no enemies is a sign that he has no talent to 
outshine others, nor character that inspires, nor valor that is feared, nor honor to be 


rumored, nor goods to be coveted, nor anything to be envied.” 


Father Calancha 


I would rather be a weirdo loner with a clear conscience and no friends than a boring 
sycophant with an unclear conscience and friends. But maybe that's just cognitive 


dissonance! I digress. 


Let's not forget we're all criminals. There's such a thing as thought-crime. Laws were 
arbitrarily created. Legislation represents the interests of the powerful, not the people. 
By degrees thought-crime will be enforced. We did not heed the warning that was 
Orwell's 1984; even just casually mentioning the book as I just did is now equivalent 
to saying "J am a conspiracy theorist" (1 prefer the term conspiracy analyst), in that 
thereafter the occipital lobe of your interlocutor will suddenly recognise a tinfoil hat 
atop your head and without announcing their newfound discovery will treat with 
unwavering doubt any idea you propose and take every chance to subtly search for 
character flaws which although they bear no significance to the substance of the 
discussion, seem to sufficiently explain them the origins of your unorthodox ideas, 


facile as they are. 


Like Tolstoy said, "The most difficult subjects can be explained to the most slow- 
witted man if he has not formed any idea of them already; but the simplest thing 


cannot be made clear to the most intelligent man if he is firmly persuaded that he 
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knows already, without a shadow of doubt, what is laid before him." 


As St. Augustine said, "an unjust law is no law at all." As St. Aquinas said, "any law 
that uplifts human personality is just. Any law that degrades human personality is 


unjust." 


Martin Luther King Jr. said in his essay 'We have a moral responsibility to disobey 
unjust laws", "segregation is not only politically, economically, and sociologically 


unsound, it is morally wrong and sinful." 


He said, "an unjust law is a code that a numerical or power majority group compels 
a minority group to obey but does not make binding on itself. This is a difference 
made legal. By the same token, a just law is a code that a majority compels a 
minority to follow and that it is willing to follow itself. This is sameness made legal." 
He also said, "sometimes a law is just on its face and unjust in its application." He 


was being incredibly polite when he said the latter. 


Martin Luther King Jr. made an important and oft-overlooked distinction between 
just and unjust laws. He maintained that a sound legal precedent becomes unjust 
when it is used to maintain segregation (*ahem* The Patriot Act, The Espionage Act 
The Rap Brown Law, the anti-drug legislation of the early twentieth century and 
therefrom, speaking of the US alone...) 


Of segregation MLK Jr. said, "all segregation statutes are unjust because 
segregation distorts the soul and damages the personality. It gives the segregator a 


false sense of superiority and the segregated a false sense of inferiority." 


He finished his essay by declaring, "one who breaks an unjust law must do so openly, 


lovingly, and with a willingness to accept the penalty. I submit that an individual who 
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breaks a law that conscience tells him is unjust, and who willingly accepts the 
penalty of imprisonment in order to arouse the conscience of the community over its 


injustice, is in reality expressing the highest respect for law." 


Resistance is in the heart of the people and it will always burn true, just as sunlight 
will always create shadows. To balance power is a primal urge; harmony is a Jungian 
archetype from ages old. Like specialised cells differentiating from stem cells, unique 
facets of humanity reveal themselves in strange places. Bob Marley once said, "the 


stone that the builder refuse, will be the head cornerstone." 


To pass crucial, binding judgements upon people is to practise hubris in playing God. 
I understand such roles are deemed to be necessary, and I disagree. Sorry, but no 
matter the size of your authority, or the size of your egoism, you will never be God, 
and more importantly you will never fit God's shoe size. Ego is all. Your pride might 
tell you otherwise. You can always pretend, but that path invariably leads to a mire of 
deep misery, and certainly not contentment. You'd be hearing that all over the place if 
only people were honest. But if you insist let's keep prancing around in fantasy 


land! :) 


Who cares what's really true, right? Better to just never question anything, because 
ends justify means, because all life boils down to is "good" and "bad" (hurrr) and 
there are no shades of grey when you don't acknowledge nuance; there is only black 
and white. Surely thinking too much is a bad thing - right? Leave that to the 
philosophers! (Who were they, again?) 


I don't care if you learned anything from this essay and I only wrote it to vent my 


frustration. Peace be to you, no matter who you are. Love Oli. 
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161 
Herd immunity 


04 01 22 


If you want to know the definition of herd immunity and that's literally the reason you 


clicked this, just scroll to the second last stanza. You're welcome. 


Does anyone actually know what herd immunity is? 
I’m sorry but I learned about viruses and vaccinations before COVID. 


I’m seeing a lot of indications that people are afraid to say what they really think for 
fear of being called out as some kind of rambunctious bigot whom dares speak an 
opinion deviating from the trivial and commonplace (the stale and uninspired), 
whereas they are only trying to participate in meaningful discourse (which should be 


encouraged!) 


Now those who are typically vocal about controversial issues tend to have some sort 
of guided idea of what they are talking about, and will carefully make way through 
this process subject to reason, criticism, and subjective interpretation, weary of the 
interference of the ego, cognitive biases, and personal prejudices. They seek to learn 
the truth, or some approximation of what is likely to be the truth, by way of 


discussion. This is what it means to be cynical, or think critically. If you see that as 
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"overthinking," then you're probably underthinking. 


There are others who speak with limitless confidence, who are also limitlessly full of 
shit, because they are following a narrative, and they seek to inform and never to 
learn (they already know as much as they need to achieve their aims - shit all). They 
will invariably be perturbed upon being scrutinised, for they always hide the scruples 


they lack, and do not wish to be found out, but only perpetuate their agenda. 


This agenda was likely prescribed to them by someone to whom they are inferior and 
sycophantic, but loyal all the same, because they believe themselves to be doing 
right. Coincidentally, they're blind to red flags. Sometimes, in exceptional cases, the 
narrative is of their own devising. This is admirable, but perhaps nefarious, especially 
when the goal of the communication is not to enhance mutual understanding of an 
issue, but to suppress certain information and amplify other information for the 
express purpose of validating a certain narrative poised to benefit those with vested 
financial and status-seeking interests in certain outcomes, where ends justify means, 
the means being the dishonest perpetuation of a false narrative, and the ends being the 
attainment of temporary personal sumptuousness, hedonistic extremes which extend 
absurd limits beyond what biblical authors initially conceived as lustful (and 
therefore sinful) behaviour, therefore contradictory to the Christian values upon 
which our predominantly Anglo-Saxon culture is supposedly predicated (I wonder 


how many such people have actually read, let alone understood the Bible). 


So what is herd immunity? It’s very simple, and yet I see people struggling. Imagine 
yourself surrounded by a herd of sheep and there’s a man with a knife trying to get at 
you. You’re physically protected in such a situation, by a mass of sheep bodies. Body 
shields. Make sense? Now imagine those sheep to be humans (not a VERY far leap 
as I’m sure you can imagine), but instead of body shields and a man with a knife, 


these people are vaccinated, and COVID is present. That is herd immunity. Protection 
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via proxy. It’s that simple. 


In theory, if a virus does not affect a person due to immune system resistance 
(naturally or via vaccination), the virus will be unable to replicate itself using the 
host’s cellular machinery, because the initial infection was stopped long before that 
point by the immune response. Yes, you can carry viral particles in your orifices, and 
infect others. You can also be infected by the disease itself but be asymptomatic, and 


infect others. But the reality is these situations are rare. 


All herd immunity means is unvaccinated are protected from the disease they are not 
vaccinated against, due to the presence of so many vaccinated (and therefore 


protected) people whom surround them. That is the theory. 


Let the concept of herd immunity shine a light on this here grey area. The more 
people whom surround us, whom are willing to be complicit to every whim acted 
upon by the entities that unsolicitedly govern every aspect of our lives, from the 
personal to the impersonal, and quite literally watch our every move through 
surveillance, and such is the attitude of the government toward its people - utter 
mistrust and disrespect, self-serving and constantly devising barriers to shield itself 
from its people, whom are supposed to hold it to account in accordance with the 
fundamental tenets of democracy, the more of us whom sit idly by, perform their 
menial roles, slip aside and die, whom allow this to happen without objection, the 
more sheep there will be, whom will shield the rest of us from government 
jurisdiction increasing with unreasonable proportionality to what is currently 
supposed to be correct behaviour, and the rest of us will be protected by herd 


immunity against the disease of government corruption. So it goes. 
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162 
What people truly think of me 


10 01 22 


“Judge not before you judge yourself.” 


Bob Marley 


What people truly think of me: I inevitably mess things up and have others fix them 


for me. 


“He doesn't remember at the moment. That’s the thing. He says it and forgets but it 


still hurts.” 

I’m sub-human in the eyes of my peers. In fact so much so that ive been indefinitely 
ostracised from all the groups I was once part of (despite the effect on mental health, 
loneliness is actually quite pleasant.) 


‘How’ ve you been going? It’s been ages!” 


“Well it hasn’t really been that long at all but I suppose when your entire life revolves 


around working a mundane job, time moves slower.” 


I’m a simple bug that has suddenly found myself in a floral piece arranged for 


purposes beyond my significance. 
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"People are free who serve the interests of the powerful," is another way of saying, 
"one who blindly and painstakingly walks the tightrope of least resistance (literally 
just because they were told to and never questioned the idea, facile as they are) in 
toiling for another’s labour is in effect a shameful and mentally feeble coward; a 
person bred to be lackluster and disappointing, but somehow still with pride and 


certainty." 


The primary behavioural differences between the nobleman and the peasant are the 
lack of compassion and humility in the former and the lack of means and power in 
the latter; in other words the justification for a corrupt democracy by a small yet 
firmly established group is cheap and condescending to the majority of us people, and 
yet the wheel stays firmly in motion; clueless as we were trained to be, as we ever 
were, nonetheless content to conveniently put on airs and ceremoniously shake each 
others hands as we exchange stupid grins shot out smugly from our thick and sweaty, 
dumb-arse, bald, and vapid heads, evermore amazed at our own useless and mundane 
abilities, gratuitously admiring ourselves as we complacently reach for the chips and 
dip. Another shot of whiskey wouldn’t hurt, right? Why fix something that isn't 
broken, right? Idiots. Such is the vanity of man, so lost in his folly, as to forget where 


he first began... 
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163 
Intent and language are 
more important than 
language and semantics 


16 01 22 
or, nonlinear hogwash 
Story type...? I have no idea. 


P.S. you can use your imagination to replace "him" with "her" or any pronoun of 
your choosing. My usage of the term is simply a matter of convenience and personal 


preference, despite whatever my own biases are, or may be purported to be. 


"The most potent weapon of the oppressor is the mind of the oppressed." 


Steve Biko 


“Tf the misery of the poor be caused not by the laws of nature, but by our institutions, 


great is our sin.” 
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Charles Darwin 


“Love your country, but never trust its government.” 


Robert A. Heinlein 


“Even if the government’s destruction would come from the truth, then it is not 


worthy to stand, and its betterment would inevitably follow.” 


os 


“Whoever believes the citizens to be too immature for truth, are too immature for 


power.” 


Bart Sibrel 


“[There is a] volcano of awareness beneath [this] fragile crust of bullshit that needs 
to be exploded away. It can only happen through your awareness. We can not afford 
to be divided along cultural lines, along the lines of issues that relate to very 
contemporaneous problems. We have to find and deeper connection and union with 
ourselves and one another or we are doomed to be quagmired in systems that live in 


the service of dead, old ideas.” 


Russell Brand 
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Quotes from people are half my work. Here’s the other half: 


Gleefully casting pearls before swine - 


without doubt in my mind 


giving away all that’s mine. 


I remember this feeling, from drinking wine. 


No reason to repine - 


everything is fine. 


If I walk into this corridor what might I find? 


I don’t respond well to rules. Where rules are in place I tend to deliberately break 
them, just to see what happens, because to be governed by rules is to lead a life based 
on arbitrary behavioural constraints. In other words, to obey rules is to surrender 
one’s freedoms. Of course, there are rules worth obeying, they are called personal 


principles, and one’s conscience knows these better than any established authority. 


Ghosts only appear when one is looking for people; ghosts are metaphors for the 
absence of people, whether the artist using the concept knows it or not, and the 


supernatural phenomenon is mere superstition. However, perhaps I am wrong in my 
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deductions and assumptions, and I concede the only way I'd truly know such a thing 
(unfalsifiable as it appears to be) would be to see for myself empirical evidence in its 
support. If I never do, mind open, so be it. Perhaps luck had other plans for me. I’m 
not looking - for anything - I’m just paying attention to what I see. In such a way I 
will only know what is tangibly present but I will be forever ignorant to what I do not 
see. Iam content with this explanation but not bound by it, for much like a 
chimpanzee or a dolphin, I am not privileged any divinity, nor afforded any wisdom, 


nor have I earned any knowledge. 


The phrase, “he was a good guy, it’s just...” invariably means, “we were friends until 
he offended our sensibilities. Now, insecure as we are in ourselves, we’re afraid to 
admit we took offence to our pride being exposed to criticism however true or 
whatever the intention or context, blissfully unaware of our ill-founded jealousy and 
envy, and cowardly as we are concede only to the fact that we used to appreciate and 
humour his character, and this won’t even be considered let alone acknowledged until 
he’s long fleshless and calcified under an insignificant mound of dirt, if ever.” So it 


goes. 


I was going to write a fictional story about centralised concentrations of powers 
acting conspiratorially and in unison, and it seemed a good idea at first, but then I 
realised it was non-fiction, and my interest dwindled. So muddied are those currents 
of power as to be inscrutable, and one may only catch fleeting glimpses of what’s 
below, which no matter their veracity, even a reasonable man would exercise the 
greatest skepticism. One man takes an independent seat representative of a certain 
group, and another takes the next; however, curiously, their intentions and 


demeanours tend to overlap, leaving one to wonder the true function of their contest, 
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or rather, the function of the contest between the bodies of power they represent, 
which may well be the same institution fighting against itself in perpetual ceremony, 
divided as it were like the Horcruxes of Voldemort’s soul, all for show, to deceive the 
people for the personal gain of a few. One must deceive for personal gain, but when 
such axioms of reason are taken to their extremes, and idealistic philosophies put into 
use by practical men of undeserved means inevitably squandered or misused in their 
possession, bankrupt of morals and devoid of sense as they are, what’s left of 


humanity is what you see. 


If you believe yourself to be in the right and you possess power you are capable of 


committing acts of great evil without ever even knowing it. 


It is in the best interests of elites to obscure information about other cultures and their 
true practices, to muddy the waters of foreign insight, lest empathy follows their 
presentation preceding the officially sanctioned acts of genocide and fundamental 
undermining of human rights we call “war,” both domestically and internationally, 


whether or not the contemporary driving narrative is known to the public. 


I remember being reprimanded by my boss, the owner of the pharmacy, where I 
worked as a intern after graduating, for talking excessively to my peers, the pharmacy 
assistants. He said something like, “don’t worry about them, they are just assistants, 
and you are an intern pharmacist.” I interpreted his tone and countenance as sinister. 
They seemed to suggest, “they are beneath us, although you are not yet one of us.” In 


that moment I felt a chill, because I noticed he felt nothing, 
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The line between therapy and recreation is arbitrary and in our current time is chiefly 


decided by lasting adherence to prohibitionist policies of the last century. 


The fact is sometimes recreational effects can constitute the therapeutic effects. I 
know this looks like a justification “to just get high”. But of course that’s what you’d 


say. 


I know this from experience. I’m prescribed cannabis. For cannabis to have a 


therapeutic effect, it necessarily must have a recreational effect. 


To attempt to delineate the two is to ignore a fundamental. 


Addiction is not a random phenomenon. People develop addictions to everything 
from cars to food. Of course habitual drug use can cause addiction. The key is to 
learn for yourself where the line is through trial and error and make sure not to cross 


it. 


However, sometimes the line is only a conflation of seemingly contradictory 
outcomes (therapy and recreation). In such a case where the line has been misplaced, 


it is permissible to cross it. 


Alcohol is the only drug in our culture whose use is taken lightly, and not widely 
associated with criminality and harm. Ironically, alcohol is by far more conducive to 
these ends than any other drug, including heroin and cocaine, by all measures from 
social and physical harm to addiction potential. The lesson of alcohol is a simple 
reminder that dose makes the poison, and criminalising drugs makes heavily for 
societal and personal detriments. We learnt this fact during alcohol prohibition, 


swiftly undid that chaos, and reused it soon after to politicise the use of other drugs 
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(notably opium and cannabis) to marginalise and disempower predominantly ethnic, 
lower socioeconomic groups, and most importantly to consolidate our power. 
Thereon it was simply a matter of acting disingenuous and gaslighting the general 
population (which was easy because the truth was (and is) so obfuscated and 
compartmentalised) as contrived and heavily perverted media shredded what was left 
of automaton minds manufactured and conditioned from one institution to the next 
from before the age of cognisance. We found ourselves in the crossfire, the narrative 
took on a life of its own, and all reason and hope was lost to time. Now we adapt in a 
new way and in the transition to the next generation invariably forget the most 


important lessons we learnt the generation prior. 


I have a voice of my own. 


Who would have known? 
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164 
Friendship 


28 01 22 


“Friends share all things.” 


Pythagoras 


“Behind Joy and Laughter there may be a temperament, coarse, hard, and callous. 


But behind Sorrow there is always Sorrow. Pain, unlike Pleasure, wears no mask.” 


Oscar Wilde 


“The supreme vice is shallowness.” 


Oscar Wilde 


When you tell someone your true feelings regarding the relationship you both share 
(perhaps you waited too long to do so), whether it’s platonic or intimate, and they 
respond with a deliberate lack of grace, and they are unwilling to attempt to 


understand, it is a pity and nothing more. 
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If someone’s preconceptions cause them always to see you for who you were in the 
past, or who they suppose you were, and they fail to recognise the progress for the 
better you’ve meanwhile made, then they must be content with self-righteousness. 
Preferring convenience over conscience, they betray themselves and others. When 


one is looking for a friend, such people ought to be avoided... 


If someone doesn’t care to understand you, and makes no effort to do so, it follows 
that they don’t respect you. If someone doesn’t respect you then they are not your 
friend. If someone doesn’t respect you, you ought not to respect them. Perhaps one 
ought to make better friends. Because the fact remains, they do not see you as a 


friend, and yet consciously benefit from your attachment to them. 

Kafka called them ‘confidence tricksters’. | call them ‘cunts’. 

Of course, it’s not their fault, and one ought not to blame them for societal 
conditioning, for developmental misguidance, for misled and reinforced ideas, for 
unrefined philosophies... 

... no doubt it’s a pity. But as Bukowski said, “what's left is what you see.” 

One must make do with what one has. 

Cut ties with lies, my friends. As soon as you can. Listen to your gut and make for 


greener pastures. You’re saner than you’ve been led to believe and ignoring your gut 


will inevitably wreak tragedy upon you. 
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165 
Australia Day 


29 O1 22 


If it offends you stop reading it. (But you already knew that, didn't you?) 


Found this essay from years back. It was terrible so I refined it. 
I thought it only fitting given the timing. 


Dismantle nationalism wherever it may lurk. 


If you drank copious volumes of alcohol this Australia day (maybe some cheeky 
snow and sparkle), congratulations! You just celebrated a tradition with your family. 
Wow! Soooooo kind that you made the time. I’m sure you had no ulterior motives in 
the way of advancing your position in the family hierarchy with selfish long-term 
financial incentives at the forefront of your vapid minds, because all you think about 


is money (at least admit that). 


Now I’m going to shamelessly paraphrase Wikipedia. To the chick who once made 


fun of me for learning from Wikipedia, it’s called practising critical thinking, and you 


467 


might come into possession of it one day. I’m optimistic for you. Listen - the first 
valuable lesson a child learns is doubt; one shouldn’t be so sure of oneself lest one’s 


pride turns arrogant. 


Australia Day is the official national day of Australia. We are supposed to celebrate 
our independence, however short-lived that has been, and whatever the shameful 
origins of our country. Did you know there was a multi-year struggle to replace the 
national anthem “God Save the Queen” with “Advance Australia Fair’, and it wasn’t 
until 1984 until it was officially changed. Seven years after a plebiscite. Do we even 


have plebiscites anymore? How much dignity do we truly have left? 


Yes, the official policy of the British Government was to establish friendly relations 
with Aboriginal people, and it was said high ranking officials declared Aboriginals 
should be treated with respect, but no treaties were ever signed, and it was not long 
until conflict inevitably began. Almost as if by design. The classic British divide and 
conquer campaign - like a virus infecting its host and replicating itself. Don’t even 
bother justifying it. Conflict began almost immediately after we arrived, and after two 


years there were full-on skirmishes. Liars. Cowards. 


Do you know who also enjoyed conquering a foreign nation, and without a modicum 
of respect or consideration marauding, raping, poisoning (from anticoagulants to 
smallpox (just like the Indians, right?)), and destroying and transmogrifying all that 
laid before them with impotent and confused rage, horror and pain in their wake? 
Genocide with all the war crime perks . Yeah... Just following orders, ey? Burn in 
Hell. I get it, we aren’t our ancestors, and shouldn’t be held responsible for acts we 


didn’t ourselves commit, yet it’s important to understand context. 


Do you know how many our ancestors killed...? Estimates start at 40,000. We 


destroyed their civilisation and way of life, and turned them into dull drones as God 
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made man in his own image. Because our ancestors had the hubris to play God, and 


we do too. You’d have done the same. 


Our ancestors did all that. I bet you felt similar to how they did when you bashed 
(and killed) a bunch of wogs (as you proudly called them) in Cronulla in 2005 (The 
Cronulla Riots). No - I’m not going to let you forget about that. Racist pieces of shit. 
Not that I have any reason to think any other culture is less or most racist than we 
generally are. The observation is all. Humans are ugly when they prioritise obedience 


over conscience. 


Nice. So which part of Australia Day are you proud of again? You should be 


ashamed, let alone celebrating. You disgust and disappoint me. Enjoy your hangover. 


Fuck nationalism. 


“Tt is forbidden to kill; therefore all murderers are punished unless they kill in large 


numbers and to the sound of trumpets.” 


Voltaire 


“There is no flag large enough to cover the shame of killing innocent people.” 


Howard Zinn 
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166 


Profiteers are corrupted artists 


06 02 22 


"Don't criticize what you can't understand." 


Bob Dylan 


*Ahem* 
First of all, it’s important that I tell you to go fuck yourself. 
Let us continue now. 


Do you know why I speak with such venom? My application of venom is as 
contrived as the bite of a snake. I pick my words carefully, and I mean what I say. If 
you contest any of my points, feel free to argue against them (there's a comment 
section right below, go ahead dick head), rather than act a coward who only speaks 
truth in the shadows to your similarly feeble-minded cronies. A backstabber. 
Certainly not a friend. You know, it’s never too late to change, your inflated pride 
and my ‘offensive’ vitriol notwithstanding. Perhaps you should make an effort to 
understand what I’m saying. Then again, I suppose if you don’t understand, you 


mustn’t be very sharp, so I can hardly blame you. For that I apologise. Understand I 
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am speaking with sanguine air. 


Be earnest with me now. You never once were. 


The joy of creation or talkative money: what is your incentive to make art (any 


medium including writing)? 


Is it to pursue your dreams, and be content knowing you did right by yourself, your 
principles, the best you set out to accomplish, in spite of all circumstances, or is your 
incentive to bitch out and play the sheep, rat, and mole simultaneously, all for 


financial convenience? 


If the latter, do you not know that the value of money is deceptive, you have been 
gravely misled, and the numbers in your bank account are no more real than your 


comprehension of reality? 


I must ask: is that really you, the person you’re acting as, or are you just as broken 
and lost as the rest of us? I’m willing to bet on the latter - because it’s true for me. I 
spare myself vitriol least of all, and I learn from it. Wouldn’t you call that a positive 
behavioural trait, or would you rather be inclined to disagree with every single 
fucking thing I say without giving due consideration to the ideas themselves 


regardless of my unbecoming character traits? 


We both know the answer. You’re petty and prudish. You’re selfish, envious, jealous, 
and nihilistic. You’ve given up on yourself. Indeed it was a long time ago that you 
did so. You don’t even know what you’re doing anymore. No man who doesn’t 


respect himself should expect respect from others. 
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You have every right to sell your work and enjoy the fruits of your labour. Just don’t 
expect respect. Don’t let shame affect you in that way - don’t get offended when you 


aren’t shown respect; you reap what you sow. 


And if you weasel your way out of this truth using cognitive dissonance, just 
remember, as you laugh over tears of intoxicated joy and a round of beers, slurring 
and exclaiming to your peers (but really to deceive yourself) your explanation, that 
you never truly cared (yeah right, mate), but that you were only apathetic, and merely 
glad to be in possession of a fraction of wealth before your days faded to black and 


you kept only vestiges of the noble values you once held. 


Only at this point of the conversation you won’t be laughing, because you will have 


told yourself the truth. Truth hurts like a bitch. Doesn’t it, bitch? 


"Dear sir, 


This may come across as an odd and offensive question but I have to ask: 


Why get a book published, thereby leaving people with only one option to witness 


your creation: to pay for it. Doesn’t this cheapen the art itself? 
Weren’t the pride of creation and the satisfaction with the result the goals of the art? 
Or was the money the chief incentive (past the point of necessity and survival, 


obviously)? 


I ask because I would like to know your opinion, as I struggle immensely with this 


basic principle of sharing and perceive unjustifiable greed. 
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I respect a great deal of authors who write for work, but it always struck me as odd, 
especially in modern times, as it seems intuitive that monetising your work devalues 
it in some way, or at least restricts access to literature from lower socioeconomic 
readers - in much the same way as universities have monopolised access to scientific 
research articles, to which individual subscriptions cost ludicrous amounts, so in 


effect one must be a student or academic to access research. 


Another example is anti-piracy legislation. Be honest, who's really winning out here? 


It's not the young artist. I'll tell you that (AS ONE). 


Authorities would sooner see you grateful for your jail term rendered under any 
justification (they don’t give a fuck), perceiving your behavioural differences as 
marks of inferiority worthy of punishment or ‘neutralisation’, as institutional militants, 


political executives, and GI wanna-be patriot God-serving nationalist boys say. Idiots. 
Let's just see it for how it is. Punitive measures inflicted by the state for the sharing of 
copyright material. Just let people listen to their favourite bands and watch their 
favourite movies and TV shows. You have enough money as it is, bureaucratic grubs. 
You have enough money as it is, "successful" sell-out insecure unoriginal weak- 
willed "artists". Go fuck yourselves now, kindly. You're so pathetic that the 
frustration and disappointment I feel genuinely depresses me. 

Kind regards, 


someone who unlike you has integrity and soul. 


I love you, stupid, imbecilic, dumb arse motherfuckers. <3 
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167 
To intrigue 


06 02 22 


What interests me most about controversial or powerfully-spoken people is not their 
influence, status, financial position, eloquence, charm, or oratory accuracy, or their 
ability do dominate opponents in speech, or teaching prowess, or what have you, but 
most of all their ability to abide their convictions, to be consistent in their reasoning 


and moral position, most of all to intrigue. 


- and thereby speak truth - real truth, and advocate justice - real justice, not political 
in nature, and not undermined by ulterior motives and directly influenced by the 


interests of the controlling elite. *cough* Trial of the Chicago Seven *cough* 


One who intrigues is not boring. The contrary situation is also true - yeah, I get it, 
you’re boring - but you can always change that. It’s a psychological thing, like 
landing a skateboarding trick, or finding the willpower to commit to jumping off a 


bridge on a bungee jump or skydive... 


One ought to strive to intrigue others, to not be boring, to detract from the inevitable 
tedium of life and all of the mentally draining and physically exhausting games we 
play which we take in earnest but are nonetheless ridiculous and arbitrary... 


Heard “New Slaves” by Kanye West? It’s true. Charles Bukowski once said, “slavery 
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was never abolished, it was only extended to include all the colours.” 


Indeed, in 1850 Henry David Thoreau wrote of slavery and voting, “There is but little 
virtue in the action of masses of men. When the majority shall at length vote for the 
abolition of slavery, it will be because they are indifferent to slavery, or because 
there is but little slavery left to be abolished by their vote. They will then be the only 


slaves.“ 


In other words, if you’re working a job, if you’re a wage cuck, you’re a modern 
slave. It’s even more insulting than being a straight up slave. Why? Because it’s 
dishonest and therefore sinister. Because you’re told, “you’re not a slave, you’re just 
doing your part for society!” but in reality you’re facilitating an ignoble cause for 


petty compensation - you’re living in Charles Dickens’ ‘Hard Times’. 


In that book, the protagonist gets fed up with the working conditions and delivers a 
compelling speech in an attempt to rile the workers and form a union against their 
taskmasters. They agreed with him tacitly, but when he was done speaking, he 


became an ant sprayed with formaldehyde, and he was ostracised and mistreated. 


Suffering is the price of nobility. Pain is the price of doing the right thing. 


Christopher Hitchens once said, “don’t expect to be thanked, by the way. The life of 
an oppositionist is supposed to be difficult.” 


Don’t even bother pretending you’re not miserable. We’ve all of us been afflicted 


here. 


“Behind Joy and Laughter there may be a temperament, coarse, hard, and callous. 


But behind Sorrow there is always Sorrow. Pain, unlike Pleasure, wears no mask.” 
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Oscar Wilde 
There’s a book called “The Myth of Mental Illness”. I suggest reading it. Reading 
“One Flew the Cuckoo’s Nest” may have a similar effect. By the way, nothing has 
changed since the 60’s. Don’t make me elaborate. 
Stop pretending you’re a good person. Show me. Show me what you think is good, 
because I don't believe you understand at a fundamental level how the harmony 


between light and dark manifests in peoples' behaviours. 


“Nothing is good or bad but thinking makes it so.” 


I know I’ve said it many times before but I had to let you know. 


What else would I do? Of course it’d be easier if it weren’t so. 


Where else would I go? 


I have nowhere to go.. 


The benzodiazepine is a quilt blanket fur coat in an otherwise fatal snowstorm. 


All I can see around me is snow. 
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168 
She was from the 80's 


07 02 22 


Because there’s more depth, it’s harder to see. See? 

“She was from the 1980’s but jumped right to 2020. 

Then she went from 2021 to 2022. 

In 2021 she was with me. 

She was 22 years old in 1984. 

Suddenly she woke up to 2022. 

Everything had changed according to time, every detail down to technological 
devices and fashion articles. Furniture, clothes, electronics, etc. Even the walls were 
painted different and everything appeared modern. Forty years gone by in an instant. 
One thing remained the same though: her. 

There was another person, her old partner. This person didn’t really exist, but she 


knew he had married someone, and she knew what that someone looked like, she just 


didn’t know them. 
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But she saw the old apartment, walls white, drawers dark brown, two single beds - a 
brass frame on springs and fabric - adorned 80’s style. This was a vivid recollection 


of a lucid dream. 


Her old partner had LSD in a drawer. It was there so she stole it. She kept the four 


tablets in her dress pocket, but never took one. 


Then she was in a room alone. Time was not linear. Someone else was suddenly 
there, my old partner. She was angry and frustrated in response to the presence of this 


person she resented, whom had “such bad energy.” 


My old partner slowly cranked open the bedroom door and leered through. At this 
point the intruding woman’s face ominously became known to the protagonist. Apart 
from me, this woman was the only person she had recognised so far. The woman 
smiled sinisterly at her as she slowly shrunk back into darkness, deliberately leaving 


the door open, unabashedly displaying a perverse grin that persisted as she faded. 


She was meant to be with me still, but the intruding woman wanted to claim me for 


herself. She found her, to intimidate her. 


”We were still meant to be together in 2022. She was stuck in the same era because 


she was 21.” 


Afterwards she went to her parents’ house, and they remembered her (which came as 


a surprise), but she was still lost, trying to figure out what she was doing, 


Her parents were in their 90’s now. She was the only one who hadn’t aged. 


After that she went to an event. There was a long white marble table stretched out 
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like liquid before her, lavishly decorated with a gilded white table cloth and bearing 
luxurious foods, more for show than nutrition, so many security guards, signifying a 
presence of insecurity. She kept the LSD in her pocket the whole time. The LSD was 


fluorescent and pink in design, and had no direct effect on the plot. 


They then went to a ‘Simpsons event’. They were late. They sat down at the long 
white table. I-max - big TV - right in front of them of course - and every time food 


popped up on Simpsons it would appear on table and they would eat it. 


After that they went back to her parents house. She looked over at her mother. She 
saw 10 spiders behind. Little black spiders. Intuitively, she felt at peace as she 
watched them. No wonder - they turned into magpies (10 magpies) and they loved 
her (she felt a bond with them. She felt protected.)” 


There were two big magpies (the parents Kendra and Frederick) and the rest were 


babies - Alfred, Lavender, Daffodil, Starfire, Dandelion, Sunflower, Sun, and Moon." 
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169 
The death of the sunflower 


19:02:99 


My sunflowers are enjoying the rain. :) 


They have approximately three months left to live, before the cockatoos eat them. :( 


It's nice being crazy. People leave you alone. 


Vincent Van Gogh - “You may know that the peony is Jeannin's, the hollyhock 


belongs Quost, but the sunflower is mine in a way.” 


My favourite - Two Cut Sunflowers, Vincent van Gogh, 1887. 


If you think I've written something about you, and you don't bother to ask me before 
making the assumption, then any offense caused or grudge held is your own 


responsibility to bear, and I won't hear of it. 
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'You're so vain you probably think this song is about you!" 


Thank you if you do ask - I value you. I know it's hard. 


Pettiness and say-so always trump reason and common sense. 


One is innocent until assumptions are called into doubt, 


then one is guilty until proven gullible. 


If what you are doing seems useful, you can do whatever you please. 


Real education occurs after class. 


Discovery is just claiming credit for nature. One is really just making an observation 


and then conflating with its virtue their own ego. 


Even competent scientists and our most praised moral exemplars are fools; they tend 


not to think so, but they know. I know. 


We are reckless, stubborn and fallible, and confusion is the price of hubris. One 
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focuses more on abstracts used to justify profiteering, and perpetuating needless 
suffering on an incomprehensible scale as they willfully block out the cries and 
screams, each time silently and still with their blood tithe paying a small portion of 
their remaining humanity, evermore hardening themselves unto an unremarkable and 
tragic death, than simply observe the urgent yet avoided necessity of unimpeded 
philosophical discussion, in the strictest sense, dishonesty left aside lest the remnant 
ashes of one's honour are unceremoniously swept into the homogeneity of the cosmos 


by the next passing gale. 


That is the legacy of a "professional"? Forgive me as | spit at your feet, for I am but a 


humble peasant, and live in the service of granting you thoroughly unearned respect. 


END 


Notes: 


https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Pierre_Jeannin 


https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Peony 


https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Alcea_rosea (Hollyhock) 


https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ernest_Quost 
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170 
Belonging 


26 02 22 


“Just because you ’re older than me, doesn’t mean you have to be so condescending. I 


still see the same things that you see. I’m a little shady on my history.” 


Courtney Barnett, Out of the Woodwork 


If at all there were a point, they would surely miss it, even if it were right under their 


noses all along. 


I’ve been called a terrorist as a ostensibly innocuous jest (certainly didn’t feel that 
way to me, however, but who am I to stand in the way of others’ fun?) since high 


school because of my skin colour and probably also because I don’t speak much. 
I was getting used to the war on terror being used to target dissidence. 


I didn’t think only ten years later there would be an actual war on speech. Guess 
admitting the war on drugs failed, and the war on terror was a political device, was a 
bit too much responsibility, they had to invent a whole new one? To distract. To 


control. 
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"What the government want is control. What the corporate world want is money. 


What both of them want is power. What neither of them care about is you." 


Russell Brand, 2022 


Most stupidity (careless, exasperated, dazed, senseless, and/or obtuse acts), is (are) 
motivated by the foolish sense of a need for expediency. This is a manifestation of 


the ego prioritising its own selfish goals over duty and virtue. 


Those who prefer to dance around ceremony rather than be forthright are shameless 
in their cowardice, those who Nietzsche called “The Tarantulas”, who constantly and 
painstakingly and with conviction and passion speak without substance or originality 
of the precise virtues they lack, completely unaware of their inevitably precarious and 
insidious plight, “as though [they] blinded [themselves] that [they] might walk with 


more safety in a land of pit and precipice.” 
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Warning: narcissism below. 


START 


I was asked forced to write an essay on the subject of ‘belonging’ in high school. The 
subject matter supplied was the book “Frankenstein” and the movie “Blade Runner”. 


Oh, the irony. If only I could explain. 


From the first I recall feeling as though I wasn’t a part of group discussions, 
shrinking from the group, and I found myself thinking alone. To this day I prefer to 
keep to myself, and if others are talking to allow them to talk and only listen, because 
as soon as I interject, I can expect to have committed some grave sin in the eyes of 
my would-be interlocutors, whom I interrupted, whom I didn’t approach in the proper 
manner, whom towards me may be feeling disappointment, frustration, and anger, or 
at least they do in my imagination, because this act does not fail, and it is a self- 
fulfilling prophecy, and later on they will always give me the poker-face, unsure of 
whether I’m mentally fit enough to be their company. I got lost in my mind and never 


made it out. 


You're listening to a surrogate. That means ‘substitute’. I could have just lead with 


the latter. Oh well. 


485 


It became necessary for me to become a surrogate of myself soon as my soul was 
threatened from the very first (thanks, Dad) and the tension never slacked thereafter 
(thanks, my own biology, Ministry of Education, and the Deep State, and all of the 


sycophantic facilitators on the way up to those very pariahs), up until this very day. 


Explain to me why since the age of two, and even on a sunny day, it feels like it’s a 
blizzard outside, inhospitable as can be, and to dare attempt to step into the sunlight 
would be to psychologically come to terms with suicide and the fate of hypothermia, 
and still do it, simply just to step outside one’s house to check the mailbox, take out 


the bins, or collect groceries. 


Explain to me why drugs specfically designed to suppress the activity of the my 
central nervous system are the only agents I’ve come across so far that turn that the 
blizzard back into a tolerable hail. P’ll have bruises after but I won’t be dead. I’II still 
feel dead. I’m a surrogate, after all. Like the hologram on Red Dwarf, just much 


stupider. 


Yeah, that’s right, judge me for taking prescribed benzodiazepines. Now take another 


gin and tonic. It might make you less bitter. 


To get back to it... I interrupted you in such a way out of anxiety and fear, out of 
displacement and dispossession, and I can’t be expected to elaborate on any of this 
with brevity and conscience every damn time I talk, the conditions of my mental state 


that is, which would be exhausting to unfold every time, and so I rather enjoy 
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standing idly by holding my tidy heap (gives me something to do with my hands), 
self-effacing as I pretend to hear what’s being said (my ears don’t work so well, 
about as much as my brain, perhaps better though), and passively show a practised 
smile (you couldn’t tell it was fake, but who cares), and (99% of the time I simply) 
endure the agoraphobia, which is just the price of taking the path of least resistance, 
however necessary it may be to do so. It’s necessary to do so because of my 
(congenital) hearing loss and (acquired) anti-social nature (is being ‘anti-social’ a 
crime yet? I suppose it must be considered terrorism now to have a unique character 


trait and/or think for yourself.) 


Bit of a muddle. Allow me to define a few terms: 


Benzodiazepines - drugs given to you for medical conditions caused by actions for 


which ‘they’ are guilty for, and so prescribe you with drugs to placate you. 


They - representatives of the zeitgeist (such as doctors or other authorities) who 
perform actions (e.g. prescribe drugs) to correct actions by other representatives of 
the zeitgeist (such as the people who raised you and who you were associated with in 
your developmental years) who may have treated you with a complete lack of 
respect, not knowing how to parent nor to act a mature adult, relying on maladaptive 
discipline methods like negative reinforcement, their house out of order despite a 
sufficient income due to internal demons and their manifestation in the world (and yet 
they saw it wise to birth you - great!) and caused your mental health to spiral into 
perpetually staggering depressive episodes and anxiety attacks until you die deacdes 


after they do. So considerate. 
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Alcohol - ethanol, a drug given to you to dull your mind from realities caused by 
actions for which ‘they’ (see above) are guilty for, and so continue to make legal and 


socially acceptable to placate you. 


See, the distinction is in the intention of use. Any drug may be considered either 
recreational or therapeutic or both (e.g. the cannabis that is prescribed to me also) 


given the right circumstances. 


The criteria for schedule 9 (illegal) drugs in Australia (and equivalent schedules in 
political sister countries) is ‘no known medical use’. That’s straight up just a lie and 


‘they’ know it. 


Pll sort it out right now. Ready? Any drug can be used successfully in drug-assisted 
psychotherapy guided by a wise professional. We saw the results of those studies in 
the early ‘60s. Then it became taboo to talk about all drugs except for alcohol for 
several decades, and here we are, just barely accepting cannabis as a therapy, as if 


we're physically dying and yet still reluctant to accept the offered antidote. 


Why? Same reason we’re still collectively afraid of psychedelics and dissociatives 
(such as LSD and ketamine, respectively) despite enormously underrated scientific 
research that points to their therapeutic efficacy. Through pride we are reluctant to 
lose our preconceptions lest we become momentarily humble. To be humble is an 


uncomfortable condition to the Western man. 


He just likes to think himself humble at times. He likes the image of Gandhi, not the 
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actions, and prefers the menu to the food. Alcohol helps, see? Because it dulls... 


connect them (the dots). Helps one to be delusional. 


The reality is that alcohol is pharmacologically a barbiturate (to oversimplify, it’s a 


super-benzodiazepine in terms of effect). 


Alcohol holds back the concrete and dominant features of one’s mind and 
temporarily allows the tenuous and repressed features to be expressed. This typically 
leads to many (shameless) Freudian slips and then convenient amnesia. That’s if you 
don’t die from overdose and/or improperly mixing it with other central nervous 


system depressants. But don’t worry, alcohol is ‘safe’, “unlike those other drugs, 


those dangerous drugs, those untaxed drugs” (thanks, Bill Hicks). 


But the point is that none of an intoxicated man’s actions (unless they are truly 
reprehensible) are worthy of punishment, and are largely innocent explorations of a 
state of mind altered by alcohol, and the savouring of the typically comforting 
sedation that comes with (recreational and therapeutic, no?) --- truly indispensible to 


the modern slave (that’s what I call people who work jobs. Just who do I think I am?) 


Alcohol, when it doesn’t cause numbers of social and physical harm, too, can be 
therapeutic. Despite public and scientific consensus around the social and physical 
harm caused by alcohol, notice how it is not even schedule 9. Perfectly legal. Just 
gotta be 18... (a completely arbitrary age probably decided on whim by politicians 
because it’s an even-sounding number, but you'll still get thrown onto the grill and 


fined if you’re a week under.) 
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A concluding stanza? Nah, I’m good. Thanks for reading. 


Appreciate any kind of feedback. 


Don’t give a shit if you’re offended. 


In fact, why don’t you channel that oh-so-terrible oFfEnSe into a legible statement, 
and send it my way? Maybe I’ll learn something. Wouldn’t that be great? What do 


you have to lose? 


Stand up for yourself, man. Participate in meaningful discourse. Both? Why be a 
lemming for the rest of your days? At least I have good reasons for not speaking to 
people (wouldn't you agree?) They do say when you lack in one sense you’re more 
proficient in the others. Perhaps if you're completely senseless it stands to reason 
you're an incorrigible moron and not worth talking to. Then again, people must be 
given time to grow and learn from their mistakes. Maturity of opinion develops over 
time, only after arduous deliberation and continuous challenge in debate. If you're too 


mentally lazy for that then be content being called a moron; confront reality as 1s... 


END 
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171 
Lavender-tinted glass (death) 


27°02 92 


"Death is nothing to us. When we exist, death is not; and when death exists, we are 
not. All sensation and consciousness ends with death and therefore in death there is 
neither pleasure nor pain. The fear of death arises from the belief that in death, there 


is awareness.” 


Epicurus 


Unoriginal? A shtick? Why don’t you take a stab at it, then? 


I’m sure the pen won’t mind your having held it, despite your fear. 


The utterance of the statement "they're going to Hell" is a weak cope used by 
impotent people who have not the tact nor originality to articulate their real feelings, 
so they must resort to cheap slogans taken from the nearest TV screen at the most 


recent instance. 
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When you die, “they” will: 


- misconceive everything you leave 


- only leave you in peace because your plot’s not a lease 


- fail to define your mind 


- perform an act of ceremony as their alimony 


What is a funeral if not a great, big, act of meaningless ceremony? What an 


uncomfortable, uncertain, tense atmosphere that is. 


When I die please just drift my ashes away or something. Piss on the urn for all I 
care. Do something human. Respect for the dead? Well, the dead have a say while 


they’re still alive. Why not have respect for the living instead? 


Most likely it is that the dead are physically, psychologically, physiologically, and 
metaphysically absent despite your superstitions, various mysticisms, and other 
erroneous applications of logic that defy reality to placate your childish fears of 
responsibility and death, neither of which should be feared by a healthy adult human, 
but in our perverse world Socrates and Confucius are ignored and Nietzsche and 
Dickens are lauded over but scarcely read let alone understood, and in their 
respective days they were all resented, and as Bukowski said, "what's left is what you 
see" (the rest killed themselves or were fucked over by the police or those closest to 


them (family and friends). Why? Ask yourself, motherfucker. THINK FOR ONCE.) 


Death is a remarkable boon to one’s image. Why? In death one can’t venture to 
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tarnish one’s image any further, and people can pick and choose at it with no 
repercussions, with all the drama and flourishes firmly attached, repurposed for 


themselves to seek petty advantage. 


If you tell me to shut up when I ask "why?" I'll find better company and the cycle will 
begin anew. I'm used to it. As Oscar Wilde said, “J always like to know everything 


about my new friends, and nothing about my old ones.” 


Learning the truth in life requires solemnly asking constantly and obstinately of 


everything, "why?" 

If you're not interested in the truth, I'm not interested in you. In death we may be 
nothing, but in life you appear to me to be nothing, such that even the loosely 
recorded words of none but a few dead people (Hell, give me one) hold more value to 
my education (things learned outside of school) than the collective body of wisdom 
and knowledge granted to me by every peer and authority I have ever "learned" from. 
Your uselessness is frustrating and nothing more. It would be quite ridiculous to 
present as violent over a philosophical matter, not to mention unprofessional. You are 


professional, right? I know they think you are. We both know you're not. 


/end unsolicited bat shit acrimony 


Waiting for you to screw up your only go 


just so they can say they told you so. 
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172 
Lemonflower of Sun Risen 


03 03 22 


History doesn’t repeat itself but it rhymes. 


Tt’s OK when we did it.' 


How do I describe the current state of affairs in politics, you ask? 
Glossed-over hypocrisy. 
“[...] we are ill-equipped spiritually and psychologically for the times we find 
ourselves living in.” 


Russell Brand 


Laughter is the best defense against fuckwits. 
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“Being honest may not get you a lot of friends, but it’ll always get you the right 


ones.” 


John Lennon 


Psychological offense is caused only by the desire not to be criticised; one chooses to 
become offended upon the perception of relevant stimuli. It is necessary to recognise 
this demonstrable fact lest one acts immature by way of lashing out against 
whomever one deems offensive. In other words it is pathetic and cowardly to not hold 
oneself to one’s own personal responsibilities and moral standards, intuition above 
all; intuition is the light that diverts the mind’s eye from the scum and slime of 
corrupted fantasies and repugnant realities churning and bubbling under one’s nose 
indifferent to recognition, just a stray stroke of the cosmos and no matter how much 


we refuse to admit it is beyond the boundaries of our control. 


And although it may be the case that humanity observes acts of good and evil, and 
humanity is not necessarily at essence good or evil, this alone is not sufficient to 
suggest humanity is either and actually we are both, and one can’t exist without the 


other. 


“The virtues of society are vices of the saint. The terror of reform is the discovery 
that we must cast away our virtues, or what we have always esteemed such, into the 


same pit that has consumed our grosser vices.” 


Ralph Waldo Emerson 
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[I am] responsible to no one but [myself]. 


One who does good and does not speak of it, one who helps and never praises 
oneself, nor fishes for esteem, nor does good in the pursuit of recognition; one who 
acts like Alyosha from Dostoevsky's Brother’s Karamazov... is a saint, and 
customarily will never be recognised as such because true saints are scarcely 
canonised and true saints think nothing of virtue, only of morality. When I speak of 
saints, I speak of people who you have probably never met and if you did you would 
not have noticed, people who are exceptionally pure at heart, who have dimensions to 
their character, that although they may be subject to vices of their own just as we all 
are, they are intuitive, morally refined, conscious, transcendent, and the only ones 
among us who are truly free. Any one of us can be a saint, if one desires. However, 
the Buddhists must teach “do not desire” for a good reason, so perhaps desire itself is 
insufficient to make it so. If you understand why the reward of committing acts of 
good is within the act itself then you may yet walk further into that illuminated realm, 
wherein no praise or egoism resides, only untarnished peace of soul and the humbling 


knowledge that one did the right thing even if no one else noticed. 


“Tf you were in fact the dreamer that everybody says you are. If in fact you are wrong 
not to settle for the things that you cannot for some mysterious reason settle for, if 
this was so the testimony in the eyes of other people would not exist. The crime of 
which you discover slowly that you are guilty is not so much that you are aware, 


which is bad enough, but that other people see that you are and cannot bare to watch 
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it because it testifies to the fact that they are not. You are bearing witness helplessly 
to something which everybody knows and nobody wants to face, least of all the 
hypothetical misfit who [...] doesn’t know a lot about experience to know what 
experience he has had. Well one survives that no matter how. By and by, your uncles 
and your parents and the church, stops praying for you. They realise it won’t do a bit 
of good. They give you up and you proceed a little further and your lovers put you 
down. They don’t know what you're doing either, and you can’t tell them, because 
you don’t know. You survive it - in a terrible way which I suppose no one can ever 


describe.” 


James Baldwin, The Artist’s Struggle for Integrity 


I thought this was going to be longer. Oh well. 


Does anyone like the anime Cowboy Bebop? It’s a classic. :) 


END 


Notes: 


“Art is the only serious thing in the world. And the artist is the only person who is 


never serious.” 


Oscar Wilde 


“When the history of this era is written people like Russell Brand will be renembered 


as sane voices trying to bring decency to a population bombarded by the tools of 
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mass formation psychosis.” 


A wise person on YouTube (https://youtu.be/QnevpbkFrPE) 


James Baldwin, The Artist’s Struggle for Integrity 


https://youtu.be/w-lyamaAbxM 


“T...] you are compelled, you are corralled, you are bull-whipped into dealing with 
whatever it if that hurts you, and what’s crucial here is that if it hurt you, then it’s 
not what is important. Everybody's hurt. What is important - what bullwhips you, 
what corrals you, what drives you, torments you, is that you must find some way of 
using this to connect you with everyone else alive and this is all you have to do it 
with. You must understand that your pain is trivial except insofar as you can use it 
connect with other people’s pain and insofar as you can do that with your pain, you 
can be released from it, and then hopefully it works the other way around too, insofar 
as I can tell you what it is like to suffer perhaps I can help you to suffer less, then you 
make, oh, 15 years later, several thousand drinks later, two or three divorces, God 
knows how many broken friendships, and an exile at one kind or another, some kind 
of breakthrough which is our equation of who you are, which is to say your first 


equation of who you suspect we all are.” 


11:57 


[...] [vou are] responsible to no one but yourself. Not to God, the Father, not to 
Satan, that to nobody, not a living, just you. If you think it’s right, then you got to do 
it. If you think it’s wrong, then you mustn’t do it, and we all know how difficult it is 


given what we are to tell the difference, not only between right and wrong, the only 
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true of life is our terrible that somebody’s right is always somebody else’s wrong, 


and these are the terrible choices one has always got to make. 


13:39 


[...] you walk into a room and somebody says “what do you do?” and you say “I 
write” and they say “yeah well what do you do?” and you wonder ‘what do you do’ 
and what’s it for, why don’t you get a job, and somehow you can’t, and finally you 
learn this the most terrible way because you try. You’re in the position of someone on 
the edge of a field and it’s cold in the field and there’s a house over there and it’s fire 
in the house and food and everything you need, everything you want, and you make 
all kinds of efforts to get into the house, and they would let you in, they’re not being 
cruel, they recognised you as you came to the door, that’s all, and they can’t let you 


in. You get in let us say for five minutes and you can’t stay. 


15:10 


The world you first encountered when you were 15, the world which starved you, 
despised you, here it comes again. This time it is bearing gifts. The phone didn’t ring 
before, if you had a phone. Now it never stops ringing. People saying, “what do you 
do?” They say, ““won’t you do this?” and you become or you could become a very 
important person. You find yourself in the position of a woman I don’t know who 
sings a certain song and a certain choir and the song begins, she says, “I said I wasn’t 
gonna tell nobody but I couldn’t keep it to myself. You come full circle. Full circle. 
Here you are again. It will all do over again, and you must decide all over again 
whether you want to be famous or whether you want to write and the two things in 


spite of all of the evidence have nothing whatever in common. 


18:26 
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You must remember that most people live in almost total darkness. It is true that we 
drink too much, you may suffer stage fright, get an ulcer, or die of cancer, and it is 
true that it’s all very, very hard and gets harder all the time and yet people, millions 
of people, who you never see, who don’t know you, never will know you, people who 
may try to kill you in the morning, live in the darkness which if you have that have 
that funny terrible thing which every artist can recognise and no artist can define, you 
are responsible to those people, to lighten that darkness and it does not matter what 
happens to you. You are being used in the way a crab is useful, the way sand 
certainly has some function. It is impersonal. This force you didn’t ask for and this 
destiny which you must accept is also your responsibility and if you survive it, 1f you 
don’t cheat, if you don’t lie, it is not only you know your glory, your achievement, it 
is almost our only hope because only artists can tell and only artists have told since 
we have heard of man what it is like for anyone who gets to this planet to survive it, 
what it is like to die, or to have somebody die, what it is like to fear death, what it is 
like to feel, what is it like to love, what it is like to be glad. Hymns don’t do this. 
Churches really cannot do it. The trouble is that although the artists can do it, the 
prince that he has to pay himself and that you the audience must also pay is the 
willingness to give up everything, to realise that although you spent 27 years 
acquiring this house, this furniture, this position, that although you spent 40 years 
raising these children, nothing, none of it, belongs to you. You can only have it by 
letting it go. You can only take if you are prepared to give, and giving it not an 
investment, it is not a day at the bargain counter. There is a total risk of everything, of 
you, of who you think you are, who you think you’d like to be, where you think 


you'd like to go, everything, and this forever, forever.” 


20:05 
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173 
Angry but pretending not to be 


04 03 22 


Depression is not a medical problem. Sure, you can address it as one. You may even 
talk of a “cure”. Talking therapy certainly has some efficacy. So do certain 
antidepressants such as cannabis and ketamine. At heart psychology is a noble pursuit 
and good intentions are at stake. It’s just that the real and tangible outcomes of the 


current mental healthcare system are shamefully dismal. 


Look no further than the first-line treatment of depression administered to you by the 
first doctor you tell you’re sad! Antidepressants; typically SSRIs that show little 
therapeutic efficacy, and actually black box warnings were introduced to many early 
on in their distribution, and those companies knew from the results of the clinical 
trials that some (if not all) of these drugs (e.g. paroxetine) caused increased suicidal 
ideation and incidence of suicide especially in adolescents, and yet they marketed 


them off-label from the first, and to this day these drugs profit billions. Great! 
Let’s be honest. 


At essence depression is a personal, moral, and philosophical problem, and not a 


medical problem. 


Furthermore, it would be foolish and patronising to always medicalise the act of 


suicide because it is not necessarily a medical issue. I can think of many people who 
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committed suicide for reasons other than that they were depressed. Can you in all 


sincerity say that you cannot? 


At essence suicide is a personal, moral, and philosophical issue. 


You laugh. 


This misinterpretation is precisely where the average contemporary medical 
professional goes wrong in his logic. Suppose professionals are no better than 
common men after all. Hmm... I wonder why that thought occurred to me? Perhaps 
it’s the memory I have from being an intern, when my preceptor (the owner of the 
pharmacy) told me that as pharmacists we were hierarchically above the assistants, 
and to regard them in such a way. That didn’t feel right then and it doesn’t now. It did 
to the other interns, the more agreeable and unthinking ones. Must have been how 
Nazi soldiers felt. Are we not all people subject to the human experience, equally 
worthy of the acknowledgement of at least that much? Then again those of whom I 
speak must not feel, must be blameless in their bad acts, and so I feel no anger, only 


vast disappointment and pity. 


Unfortunately most medical professionals have too much pride to admit when they’re 
wrong. Much like how governments would sooner burn their populations into ground 
than relinquish a modicum of power. Go and see for yourself. Approach a 
professional in any field and ask an advanced question, for example if a medical 
professional ask about your particular condition or medication, and let their silence 
answer the solemn words presented to your mind, “this person does not know the 


answer, and yet goes to great lengths to appear to.” See how right that sits for you. 


So if the responsible authorities are clueless, and the walls spilled blood, and murder 


she wrote, then it’s clear to me the entire system is in shambles. Corrupted and barely 
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functional fundamentally and thoroughly. And here I was thinking we were of the 
“developed” world. To feel pride in that? Give some of the military budget to foreign 
aid (edit 11/5/22: never mind. don't do that. I just learned from Yes, Minister that 
‘foreign aid' is a sophisticated governmental wealth transfer system. Go see whose 
pockets that money ACTUALLY goes to. The main point? People don't question 
things that would make them look foolish or callous, so they eagerly abide any sugar- 
frosted suggestion. Bye now! --from future Oli--). Dumb cunts. At least read Animal 
Farm before you assume the position of Big Brother. Actually, don’t. It'll give you 


ideas... 
“Tf you don't watch it people will force you one way or the other, into doing what they 
think you should do, or into just being mule-stubborn and doing the opposite out of 


spite.” 


Ken Kesey, One Flew Over the Cuckoo's Nest 
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174 
The State [1s] half-witted 


08 03 22 


Politically, you will only ever be arrested in response to posing an arbitrary level of 
inconvenience to the established authorities (because they’re awfully insecure) and 
for no other reason, especially not what is claimed by dominant information sources 


to be true. 


Excerpt from: Henry David Thoreau, On The Duty of Civil Disobedience, pg. 18-19: 


“T could not help being struck with the foolishness of that institution which treated 
me as if I were mere flesh and blood and bones, to be locked up. I wondered that it 
should have concluded at length that this was the best use it could put me to, and had 
never thought to avail itself of my services in some way. I saw that, if there was a 
wall of stone between me and my townsmen, there was a still more difficult one to 
climb or break through, before they could get to be as free as I was. I did not for a 
moment feel confined, and the walls seemed a great waste of stone and mortar. I felt 
as if I alone of all my townsmen had paid my tax. They plainly did not know how to 


treat me, but behaved like persons who are under-bred. 
In every threat and in every compliment there was a blunder; for they thought that 
my chief desire was to stand the other side of that stone wall. I could not but smile to 


see how industriously they locked the door on my meditations, which followed them 
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out again without let or hindrance, and they were really all that was dangerous. 


As they could not reach me, they had resolved to punish my body; just as boys, if they 
cannot come at some person against whom they have a spite, will abuse his dog. I 
saw that the State was half-witted, that it was timid as a lone woman with her silver 


spoons, and that it did not know its friends from its foes, and 


I lost all my remaining respect for it, and pitied it. 


Thus the State never intentionally confronts a man’s sense, intellectual or moral, but 
only his body, his senses. It is not armed with superior wit or honesty, but with 


superior physical strength. 


I was not born to be forced. I will breathe after my own fashion. Let us see who is the 
strongest. What force has a multitude? They only can force me who obey a higher 


law than I. They force me to become like themselves. 


I do not hear of men being forced to live this way or that by masses of men. What sort 
of life were that to live? When I meet a government which says to me, “Your money 
or your life,” why should I be in haste to give it my money? It may be in a great 
strait, and not know what to do: I cannot help that. It must help itself: do as I do. It is 
not worth the while to snivel about it. Iam not responsible for the successful working 


of the machinery of society. I am not the son of the engineer. 


I perceive that, when an acorn and a chestnut fall side by side, the one does not 
remain inert to make way for the other, but both obey their own laws, and spring and 
grow and flourish as best they can, till one, perchance, overshadows and destroys the 


other. If a plant cannot live according to its nature, it dies; and so a man.” 
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175 
An assault on an arse 


19 03 22 


Misc. followed by some breed of abrasive essay. 


P.S. Be warned I don't hold back in my writing. If you take offense just click away. 


Let me express myself in my own way. 


“Sorry” is the word that we use when we have no true apology to give and don’t 


know what else to say. You’re not really sorry---you just want something. 


To celebrate someone's death is a cheap victory. 


Your champagne went lime. 
You didn't mind, 


as if you were blind. 
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You said it was fine. 


You said there was time. 


‘til there wasn't. 


What happens when there’s war? A minor country is chosen as the battleground, 
most of their people will die, assets burn alongside childhood memories, and all 
without ceremony. One party will justify the war and another will condemn it, and in 
the end they will both celebrate it---economically and socially. Nobody will think of 
the damned, they’Il just pretend to. Nobody will think of the true reality of what just 


occurred---those still alive haven’t the heart. 


Chomsky - “Jf they didn’t share that agenda they wouldn’t even have that job in the 
first place.” 


You will only ever be arrested in proportion to the level of inconvenience you are 
perceived by the established authorities to pose them (because they’re awfully 
insecure) and for no other reason, especially not what is claimed by dominant 


information sources to be true. 
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The lone and silent currawong is my gloomy portent. When I see him in some 


intuitive way I am guided to my fated path, and feel a deep serene calm. 


Back when what your parents believed actually made sense. 


Russell Brand: “The law is plastic. The law is a tool of the government. If there isn’t 


a law to shut you down they'll create one.” 


I gotta keep remembering: my feelings don’t matter. 


I CAN NO LONGER COMMINCATE INDISCRIMINATELY OR 
SINCERERELY, for it seems my words bear too much political weight whereas I 
never had a political intent NOR THAN NOR NOW, and simply don’t care to drag 
the issue further - the probable outcome would likely not be worth the effort. 


DrAmA 
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START 


The rap art form, when it used to have meaning and be unapologetically vocal, 
primal, and REAL, about life and death, real violence and murder, selling drugs in 
the ghetto just to feed your family because you just happened to be born there and 
had no other real opportunities, you know, the organic expression of the actual 
struggles of life we all in some way confront, has since become just the squares' latest 
fashion trend, like man-earrings or dyed hair. (Woooowwww... you're like sooooo 


progressive. ) 


These things used to be symbols of protest and dissent from a authoritative 
government that did (and does) not have its own citizens' interests at heart (when in 
both rhetoric and legislation they still vow to be "in service of the people", but I 
wonder how long that will last given the plot of Animal Farm) and are now just cheap 
baubles, some more unnecessary plastic for the ocean, just so the squares who didn't 
have to be born can go on shitty little gratuitous adventures and sit there cos-playing 
as Ernest Hemingway just to fit in at their lame university social groups wherein 
nothing remotely interesting let alone controversial is ever dared to be spoken aloud 
out of sheer cowardice (you know it's true or else you wouldn't be reading my 
neurotic shit), by doing whatever the current trend calls for (the current trend is to be 


a fucking idiot last time I checked). 


No? I challenge you to juxtapose any rap lyric from the 1980's-1990's (if you can 


even handle listening to a single one, you fucking pussy) to any modern rap song. 


I suppose the extent of your analysis will be facile. You will probably say that rap is 


misogynist and racist and inspires criminality, perhaps even that it ought to be 
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outlawed, but let me be the first to tell you that you should be the last to be in any 


position to make any such decision. 


Yes, we gave some OGs left, but the machine wore them down too. The Combine. 
Nurse Ratched is doing a great job. The castrated OGs who've become tepid in their 
style, complacent in their acts, and apathetic in the end, because they ultimately did 
not accomplish anything but inertia, and almost every man has to learn this horrible 
truth about himself some time, and nobody can blame them because they are 
blameless, only admire them because they were prepared to be martyrs for noble 
causes, and even after all that they're still far, far more respectable than any of these 


modern day Tupac-wannabe BTS/K-Pop-calibre fuck boys. 


Tattoos won't give you style or charm. If you were a dickhead before getting one, 


whether you knew it or not, well nothing's changed. 


You mightn't have thought it, but mainly I am talking about Man vs. Government. 
Power and economics, and the exploitation of these resources. Bukowski and 


Chomsky taught me that. 


Nobody is excused from the human condition, but the poets suffer it worst of all, in 
becoming disheartened and disappointed after learning plain as day and in manners as 
innocent as child-play, how the world's great systems are cock-rocket dildo-factory 
facades and most if not all of the "important" people (sorry sir, do mind my speaking 
out of turn) devious charlatans and blind, brutish, prideful, naive, sycophantic 
puppets looking to gobble up big daddy's shlong just so dog can get his bone, who are 
very good at looking the other way and turning the other cheek because they (we) for 


the most part were all abused in their (our) childhoods. 


Even if you really do believe you had the most romantic, amazing childhood you 
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could possibly imagine, filled with love and promise, know this: all that love came 
from duty and obligation, from empty gestures and phatic language, it was all done 
with the best intentions in mind, and basic human decency which is nothing to boast 
of---and yet here we are subject to the dumb arse curriculum of castration shoved 
under our little snouts from the very first before we even had the chance to see the 
world itself, and that promise too was broken the moment you were born. May as 


well rip the band-aid off, honey. 


There are very few OGs left and fewer still new talent. Civilisation in decline. Oscar 
Wilde said mimicry was the highest form of flattery. Here we are. So it goes. Yes that 
was Kurt Vonnegut's thing and now I've taken it. Well he's dead now so fuck off. I 
didn't plug it to be fancy; I thought of it and wrote it without consulting my brain's 


woke agenda “progressive” mass psychosis fantasy faculty. 

Soon the real elder kin, those respectable people your dumb ass boomer parents 
should have protected, but instead deliberately shunned, had killed, jailed, 
institutionalised, had got rid of in some way (so they're conveniently out of the 
picture)---soon the last real people will disappear, and with them the culture of a 
generation, and like Roy in Blade Runner so too will their memories "like tears in 
rain." 

And we never even fucking bothered to ask. 


Too busy? You're always too busy you dumb fuck. 


END 
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176 
My advice (take it or leave it) 


21 03 22 


(I could care less.) 


It is very important to always remember, as Shakespeare said, that "nothing is good 


or bad but thinking makes it so." 

It is equally important to always remember the warnings of the Stoics. For example, 
Marcus Aurelius advised, “Don't go on discussing what a good person should be. 
Just be one.” 


And, “Remember that very little is needed to make a happy life.” 


..and don't be Dostoevsky's man with the toothache or Chekhov's impossibly 


neurotic character yearning for change but resistant to it by nature. 
Do not be stubborn or hold grudges. 


Always be present in mind and of your surroundings, especially the social 


atmosphere. 
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Learn to observe the language of the body when communicating and beware ulterior 


motives. 


Be conscious and forthright, for if you do not actively perform these tasks in spite of 
everything, in spite of all of the anguish and torment you must confront, you will pay 
heavily, and you won't know until it's too late for redemption. Marcus Aurelius also 


said, "nothing happens to man that he can't endure." 

So endure it and quit bitching. Why? Because your feelings are completely 
unimportant compared to the effect your posture and influence has on the lives of the 
many people you affect in your days, whom you interact with, and if you focus on 
imperfections and dramatise them then you will forget the people closest to you and 
let them down, and of course you won't realise until it's too late. 


So forget petty abstractions and appreciate the humanity you have left to enjoy. 


Why is it so fucking hard? I'm really asking. 
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177 
Urban immunity 


25 03 22 


A response I made to a great comment on my piece "Herd Immunity" 
Tyranny depends on unchallenged authority - on unquestioning compliance. 


Mass psychosis is our downfall. Jung predicted it: 


"Greater than all physical dangers are the tremendous effects of delusional ideas, 


which are yet denied all reality by our world-blinded consciousness," 


"Our much vaunted reason and our boundlessly overestimated will are sometimes 


utterly powerless in the face of ‘unreal’ thoughts." 


"Anything new should always be questioned and tested with caution, for it may very 
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easily turn out to be only a new disease; that is why true progress is impossible 
without mature judgment," Jung wrote. "The man who is unconscious of the 
historical context and lets slip his link with the past is in constant danger of 


succumbing to the crazes and delusions engendered by all novelties." 


I understand from personal experience the blind, obstinate obedience of health 
practitioners and practitioners of the strict sciences. I know they’re cowards for the 
most part, virtuous only at face value. I know because I graduated and worked as a 
pharmacist, and I read some Manufacturing Consent by Chomsky. Of course in these 
positions will always be looking to conserve their status and income (the pharmacist 
white coat doesn’t wear a white coat for nothing. Psssst, it’s to help validate their 
arguments from authority, the mindless dogma one is taught to inform with, nothing 
meaningful whatsoever, a monkey could do it. In a community pharmacy setting. In 
hospitals it’s actually meaningful and challenging, not mind numbing and toiling for 
profit margins like a modern day snake oil salesman, but a sycophant to a greater 
authority, so only a fraction of the income goes your way, so devoid of soul are you 


to flourish in such a position.) 


On nationalism and sciences Orwell said, 


“But is it really true that a ‘scientist’, in this narrower sense, is any likelier than 
other people to approach non-scientific problems in an objective way? There is not 
much reason for thinking so. Take one simple test — the ability to withstand 
nationalism. It is often loosely said that ‘Science is international’, but in practice the 
scientific workers of all countries line up behind their own governments with fewer 
scruples than are felt by the writers and the artists. The German scientific 


community, as a whole, made no resistance to Hitler. Hitler may have ruined the 
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long-term prospects of German science, but there were still plenty of gifted men to do 
the necessary research on such things as synthetic oil, jet planes, rocket projectiles 
and the atomic bomb. Without them the German war machine could never have been 


built up.“ 


We are living amidst so much unprecedented confusion, so the greater issue of our 
civil liberties is brushed over and held in lesser regard to whatever the media is 
sponsored to report, which will invariably be what policies are lobbied by way of 
political games motivated by unscrupulous and greedy behaviour from people whose 


function in a democracy is supposed to be to represent the people. 


They have us by the balls, but it’s always been the case. 


I can afford to offer my body to jabs because of my apathy, but I resent that my 
compliance in that manner is used to demonise those whom do not wish for their civil 
liberties to be perturbed, which they are through vaccine mandates, by nature 
invasive medical procedures deemed necessary and enforceable by law. Raises 


concerns in the heart of any conscientious person. What’s left is what you are. 
I can afford to wait. I didn’t give a fuck even before the cataclysm. COVID has been 
a catalyst for the better in terms of forcing people to engage in meaningful discourse. 


Russell Brand’s YouTube channel and the response to it is one example of that. 


People are becoming less trusting of institutions and more weary of authority. 


Thinking more critically. This is promising. 


“The only certainty is nothing is certain.” 


I understand the direness of the situation, but either way this will end in fire and 
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brimstone, so anxiety is unnecessary. Sometimes it’s best to do absolutely nothing. If 


I didn’t know that, I’d be dead and in jail a hundred times over. 


The noble course of action begins with acceptance, pity, and forgiveness. Just as 
Jesus taught, and just as they say, those whom flaunt virtue and yet have none, the 
preachers of equality, the tarantulas as Nietzsche called them. Unfortunately for 
them, actions speak louder than words, and they will be dragged down to Hell 


(metaphor) along with the tyrannical monolith they helped to erect. 


They deserve no punitive measure, only compassion. They are human just like us. 
Only severely misguided because we lost our way, like the title of that book 
“democracy, the god that failed.” But deeper than that, we lost our way on a spiritual 
level, and focus disproportionately on worldly affairs to our direct detriment, as we 
see now in the chaos of not having been prepared for disaster, having been walking 
the tightrope of a carefully orchestrated reality for a long time, and just now suffering 
the repercussions of the decisions of our ancestors, and will customarily leave as 
many additional problems to be dealt with by our children, because collectively we 


have no foresight. 


That is the heart of the issue - we assumed collectivist epistemic theories would bring 
us equality of opportunity and unity, but the opposite has occurred, so perhaps it’s 
time to devise a new system that does not depend on artificially inflated vertical 
systems of power that depend on the impoverishment of a number of people severely 


disproportionate to those whom actually benefit. Maybe that’s a good place to start!” 
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178 


Contemporary psychotherapy 
from a first-person perspective 


03 04 22 


The patient (be careful of using that word because some people are sensitive to it). 
Ahem... the person enters the dimly lit and stuffy office. The first thing he (...oops! 
Be careful of using gender pronouns because some people are sensitive to it.) 
Ahem... the first thing the person notices upon entering that dingy and musty old 
shabby hoarder’s shack of an office are the freshly polished certificates of 
accomplishment covering as much breadth as possible of the wall behind the 
practitioner. The practitioner never looks upon these in the presence of the patient 
(the seal is broken, may as well say whatever I want now), only alone with a box of 


tissues. 


The implication is all. The implication is that the practitioner is smarter than the 
patient, and everything the patient says is either stupid or relevant to a pathological 
diagnosis. When the therapist makes what he believes to be an important observation 
he will write something down in his notes as the patient sits there watching and 
wondering what he is writing down. This invariably happens many times throughout 
the course of a normal session, creating detachment of the kind that is not often 


helpful in therapy, one would think. 


In stark contrast to the pretentious display of degrees and other accolades giving the 


practitioner the unambiguous right to be snarky and bombastic, dust and grime 
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covered books and other ornaments are displayed all around, ostensibly to give the 


appearance of a learned or useful atmosphere. 


But the atmosphere is anything but learned or useful. The smile of the practitioner is 
always somehow both smug and apathetic. He will talk in tautological jargon learned 
many years prior and the only advances to his knowledge he made since were in 
rendering his speech more patronising and mastering the art of gaslighting. Because 
it’s certainly not about whether he even understands what he’s saying. You’re the 
nutcase, remember? Maybe he thinks he’s actually helping. But ultimately one can be 


sure it’s only about the money. 


At this point the patient, who came to this place, incredibly, with both an open mind 
and an open wallet, is given the vague impression that he is surrounded by eggshells 
which should certainly not be trodden upon lest the ego of the practitioner is 


challenged, and the life of the patient made unnecessarily harder. 


Unfortunately, this patient, like all the others, came with the expectation of receiving 
help. Like all the other times he experienced almost this exact event, it was to no 
avail, and he left feeling even more vulnerable and helpless than before. But hey, 
$450/hour is pretty good pay. You should be happy for your therapist. He matters 
more than you, after all. This authority helps people and is worthy of respect. You’re 
afflicted and avoidable. What does your perspective matter? Authorities are 


trustworthy, right? /s 


(Really starting to wonder if the people in question are actual lizards and are 
therefore being approximated to a human or an entity with human-like qualities is 
offensive. Therefore, dehumanise your characters to better appeal to lizards. It works 


in mental health care wards, doesn’t it?) ... 


519 


179 


Why I'm free to use any word 


16 04 22 


Disclaimer: don't read if you are triggered by "bad" words. Better for both of us that 


way. 


Warning: viewer discretion is advised. Mature language used. Contains sexual 


references, swearing, and sensitive topics. 


Important: Do not read unless you are sensitive to topics that are not related to gay 


literature and modern day politics (if you're a pussy). You've been warned. 


.. specifically the word, 'faggot’. Did I rustle some jimmies? Don't care. Sit the fuck 


down and listen. Or go away. Fair? 


Now, for those of you with the capacity for independent and nuanced thought, and 
the ability to listen and consider various arguments no matter their supposed veracity, 
I will briefly attempt to explain why I believe I have bodily autonomy, can say 
whatever I please to whomever I please, and I will absolutely not be bull-whipped by 
idiots weaponising ill-founded and fundamentally facile social and legislative 
pressures, which themselves have very little effect on my disposition, speaking for 
myself, and are simply irritating, and akin to the groans of a toothache pain from a 


man who only thinks he's in pain because someone he trusted told him he was. Like a 
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lemming. Can you blame the poor fella? Can sure pity him. 


Feel free to respond or not respond as you see fit. 


In matters of speech it feels simple and correct to just rely on my conscience and 
instinct and say what comes to my mind as guided by my intuition. Need I spell it 
out? Apparently. Not that you'll listen. I'll just be called a homophobe for the first 
stanza alone. It'll be silent and tacit too [Oli from the future: it's gotten much, much 
worse... Jesus Fucking Christ...]. None of them will venture out of the wood-works to 
state their case beyond that all-purpose accusation, 'homophobe', or the somewhat 
more novel 'transphobe’... even if you yourself are one or the other. This is because 
such people are too impressionable, entrenched, and cowardly to engage in 
meaningful discourse, and would prefer to follow the principle of the pack no matter 
its origin, like how the kids on Lord of the Flies took to sacrificial rituals. Same thing, 


different time and space. 


Every alternative to freedom of speech appears to me, sensitive as I am, as 
unnaturally grotesque and with the contrived purpose of consistently distorting 
information, the flow of it and the meanings of the terms themselves, with the 


objective of societal and economic control. 


Oh, I forgot, a few people got their feelings hurt. Boo fucking hoo, dumb cunt. 
Should we revisit the first line of the constitution of this country? I suppose you'd like 
to change that in due time. Can't have people saying things that you personally don't 
like. Being a tyrant is alright if the tyrant is you, right? You need not even recognise 


it, only be yourself. 


The fact is any restriction of personal freedoms is an attack on freedom itself. 
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I have enormous respect for artistic talent wherever it may lie whether wielded by 
deep sea asexual crustaceans, homosexual poets, or 'pansexual' celestial beings. In 
other words, I don't at all give a fuck about the sexual orientation of an artist whom I 
respect. For example, Oscar Wilde and James Baldwin are two of my favourite poets. 
No character variation will ever change that, even if I were to find out the absolute 


moral worst about one or the other. 


The art speaks for itself and is independent of the creature who created it. 


The term 'faggor' is the correct one to be used in this instance, not because I am 
speaking about homosexuals in a derogatory fashion (I'm not), but because the people 
of whom I speak, those who relish in censorship and control of their fellow human 


beings, are plain and simply, put in the most eloquent of ways, just faggots. 


Oscar Wilde was more of a man than the most esteemed judge and most idolised 
performer because he said what he believed to be the truth in spite of everything even 
if it led to jail and death, and his sexual orientation certainly had no bearing on his 
manliness, and actually I would call every proponent of the establishment a useless 
sycophant and a faggot (to varying degrees) regardless of their sexual desires, 
because, and listen to me now, because this is the whole point of the essay, the word 
‘faggot’ means something very different to me than it does to the fickle-minded half- 
sheep rat of man that I would venture to describe as a 'faggot'. Also, it's just another 
word for a bundle of sticks (I understand the historical context, too!) or a cigarette! 
The intent behind the act matters infinitely more than the act itself. If you don't 
understand that, read some Oscar Wilde or James Baldwin, otherwise... you're a 


homophobe? 


If you can't tell, I'm rolling my eyes right now. Have a nice Easter. 
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180 
In other words, 


20 04 22 


When you call someone shameless what you're really saying is that according to you, 


they ought to feel shame. 


Therefore, to be shameless is to be unacceptable in appearance to the judgemental 
observer. However, it is far less useful to give merit to an unsolicited projection from 
another as to your own ostensibly unacceptable behaviour, than it is to value as 
paramount your own internal standards; it is far more useful to realise the observer in 
this case is scrutinising only what is superficial and apparent to them according to 
their own preconceptions, and in the swirling, dark navy blue rip of your heart you 
intuitively know the truth of the matter---your real flaws, the only ones that exist and 


matter. 


In other words, do not hold as paramount the opinions of others lest you unwittingly 
betray yourself and lose your true self amid the rubble of confusion in which the 


vultures scramble in gleeful carnage. 


Frank Zappa: "The illusion of freedom will continue as long as it's profitable to 
continue the illusion. At the point where the illusion becomes too expensive to 
maintain, they will just take down the scenery, they will pull back the curtains, they 
will move the tables and chairs out of the way and you will see the brick wall at the 


back of the theater." ... 


523 


181 
Neurotic rambling 


23 04 22 


Yeah, I don know what this is either so don't even ask. Good luck understanding any 


of it (it's not smart either, just literal nonsense) 


"There's none so blind as those who don't want to see" - stealing that - thanks 


Usianguke! [Future Oli: I hope you're well! ] 


The recontextualised "climate change" situation is interesting, at least to someone 
like me who doesn't intake any world news or venture abroad socially or physically 
whatsoever, that I'm hardly in a position to empirically test these hypotheses, in the 
opposite position of Aristophanes discovering the curvature of the earth using simple 


mathematics and geography and actually going outside. 
God, I project so much... Even this stanza. 
How about I actually address your piece? 


Russell's teapot - "the burden of proof lies upon a person making empirically 
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unfalsifiable claims." 


“Nev the Oracle sounds like he was on some good shit, because that account 
appears much more reliable than what is typically offered. I think squares just lack 
the capacity to consider foreign ideas without outright adopting them. I suppose their 
being a part of such a community, the boons of which mustn't be understated, did in 
fact fall for dogma. Just saying. Suggests insecurity and dependent thoughts 


(extremely easy to provoke their hair trigger, one understands). 

If I make absolutely no sense it's because I am a pot head and Afghan Kush is 
circulating through my vasculature and permeating my tissues, particularly through 
my blood-brain-barrier into my central nervous system. 


Jesus Christ, I can't post this. 


I will, anyway. Who do I think I am?? ...that I am excused from shame or the duty to 
be forthright. 


Projecting again. Haven't even made it past the Datura part. I hope this is at least in 
part entertaining to you because I feel incredibly lousy and it appears I can't help but 
project, came to vent, thereby tarnishing your work---egoism. God damn it. 

Now to channel my angst into something resembling a legible statement. We can 
only pretend. God bless the poor spirit whom must read this appalling detriment to 


your work. 


I think I may be going insane. 
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Awkward. 


Anyway... I wonder if Joseph Smith took inspiration from those cavemen when he 
created Mormonism. "Hey guys, I found these golden plates I definitely didn't 
fraudulently desecrate graves to get, but only I can understand them so y'all better 


slide daddy some yams." 


Ha. Talking to things that don't exist (like tangible-only-to-you-in-anecdote spirits) 
and then asking people for money is a much-opted for route now, aye. Fuck that zen 
clear state of mind shit. Financial success, baby! See my house boats on the lower 
Murray-Darling? (SHHH Alfred, you'll alarm the cot-(REDACTED) up north - 


they're one of our biggest sponsors, foolish man.) 

Okay... now I must be speaking gibberish. 

I've made it through one single stanza of your piece so far. God I'm vain. 

OK, you know what, instead of refining this comment to make myself look normal as 
opposed to psychotic, like a normal person would do, I am going to not leave this 
comment, and instead post it as its own separate story like a complete douche and 


come back to your story later. 


Surely I'm Dostoevsky underground man by now." 
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182 
On suicide 


25 04 22 


acomment I left on an essay with the facile and condescending title, ‘say no to 


suicide’... 


I figured it would be deleted so I'm just going to post it because fuck it. 


See response from author at bottom. 


"There is a great danger in good intentions because people accept them 
unquestioningly, whereas, as William Blake famously said, "a truth told with bad 


intent, beats all the lies you can invent." 


I'll kill myself whenever I want and my reasons for doing so will be personal and 
nobody else's business. Certainly I should feel condescended if that decision were 
medicalised, as it were, and they would say, "he was depressed"---that's the extent of 


their imagination. 


No nuance. No consideration of the volumes of deliberation and effort that went into 
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reform. Into bettering oneself. Into defeating heartbreak. Into surpassing one's own 


limits. Suicide inspires me. It's exciting. If you don't think so you're necessarily dull. 


People who tell me not to do things purely out of benevolence repulse me, but I can 


hardly blame them, naturally... 


I'd sooner do the opposite of what they say out of spite, lest they demonstrate a moral 


dimension and a character of depth and not just bullshit. 


If you get it, then you get it. Otherwise don't even bother. Live YOUR life. I'll live 
MINE. THANKS. 


Feel free to censor me *cough* I mean... delete this comment [future Oli: it was 
deleted lol, good thing I saved it], that is of course if I've offended your sensibilities, 


misinterpreted your words, or misrepresented your position. 


It's laughable, though. Let's be honest. It's like trying to tell teenagers not to have sex. 
There was a reason they decided to start promoting the use of condoms, you know? 


It's called NUANCE. 


"Tyranny is the deliberate removal of nuance." - Albert Maysles 


Also, fuck God. So condescending when people think they can cure your ailments by 
saying "don't worry --- God's looking out for you" --- well how the fuck do you 
know? A book? Should I just take your word for it, like you did, and be a sheep like 


you? 


"Just because you're older than me, 


doesn't mean you have to be so condescending. 
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I still see the same things you see, 
I'm a little shady on my history." 
Courtney Barnett 


All this is, is moral grandstanding... weak. 


All the best." 


Response from author: 


"Thank you for reading and leaving a comment. It is totally fine to not agree with me, 
but I do find the strong language superfluous. In this poem I am prescribing what has 
worked for me personally over the years. These are not words which have no 
personal meaning to me. I cannot convince you to believe in God. Likewise you 
cannot convince me not to believe in Him. I have seen enough personal evidence and 
general evidence of His existence. The psychiatrist will prescribe drugs to cope, but I 
prescribe what works for me and for countless others who believe. You sound like a 
very selfish, narcissistic and nihilistic person. Unfortunately, this makes you very 
dangerous to yourself and others. You are a rebel without a reasonable cause. I 


hope and pray you will grow out of it. 


Best wishes." 
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183 
Freudian slip 


28 04 22 


“The high do not seek the lowly, the great do seek the small, 


None cannot find who seeketh, on this terrestrial ball.” 


Emily Dickinson 


"We used to have sex five times a day..." grunted Charlie, frustrated. 


"Yeah well that was when the relationship was exciting," responded his similarly 


irritable interlocutor, Dora. 


"So our relationship isn't exciting for you anymore?" queried Charlie, slightly raising 


his brow in surprise. 


Dora imposed a tangible moment of hesitation, after which she sighed sharply, 


slightly squinted her eyes, and curtly announced, "that's not what I meant." 


"Well which way did you mean it?" said Charlie, quickly, inquisition illuminating his 


gaze. 
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Dora responded by mumbling for a moment inarticulate speech likely involving 
heavy mental gymnastics, emotional and fallacious, wholly depending on 
assumptions. She was inconsolable, maddened, and sassy. Provoked by a man so 


careless, justified was she so, not that it really mattered, rain or snow. 


Charlie sighed deeply. "Really," thought he, "...surely not again?" 


He reflected on his own undesirable attributes and wondered if perhaps it might be 
not just his own shortcomings that were incurring such wrath. After all, he was tired, 
and solemnly regretted not keeping his concern closer to his chest, bottled up along 
with the rest of his emotion cabinet, adjacent to the ludicrously priced wine cellar and 


carefully concealed insecurity basement. 


Perhaps Charlie had been on too many tangents such that each subsequent 
perpendicular line eventuated in a circular formation. After all, who could know his 


own mind but he who ministers himself, and who could minister himself? 


Slowly, and uncomfortably, the grating conversation continued. 


Dora had already changed the subject, but Charlie woke from his tangential circle, 
and rose to the occasion that he may defend his integrity, sensing disrespect along 


with its company, dishonesty. 


Charlie was silent as Dora yapped away. He was consulting his conscience. He 
figured that although discourse required discord, perhaps it wouldn't be worth 
attempting to save this person from drowning, whom in their panic would likely 


drown him also. 


He knew his next words would evoke negative energy, but his spirit was untethered 
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by ethereal chains, therefore he indulged in the act of catharsis. 


Charlie hesitantly said, under his breath but somewhat bravely, "should we talk about 


the elephant in the room?" 


This unexpected suggestion did not elicit a desirable response from Dora, who 
immediately appeared pissed off at having been pulled from her fictitious world of 
obsessive order and unchallenged compulsion, the realm of the ego, when she had 


only wanted to evermore delude herself. 


"Where 'tis folly to be wise, ignorance is bliss." 


..or something. 


"Pray tell," dared she, "what is the elephant in the room?" she retorted disingenuously 


(knowing full well before having asked). 


Charlie knew not to respond in situations reason would do better off without, but his 
position demanded an action, and so he said, "you said our relationship was not 
interesting anymore. Could that be why other men draw your eye by degrees, lest I 
am jealous, or why you venture to make such bold moves as you have, lest I am 
envious? Chiefly, could that be why you lust for me no longer, as you did once 
before. No longer does your eye glimmer nor gleam. No longer does the metaphorical 


fish swim upstream. I feel I forgot how to scream. I fear this has all been a dream... 


Alas I will be misunderstood in nuance, for I bear no ill-will, only despair, for what I 
once owned, for what you now wear, the independence of pride possessed, the 
possession of mind obsessed. In our best days we tried our very best and all our 


solutions seemed to pass the test, but evidently we are just mortals like the rest, 
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evidently we failed the divine test. Nor does it matter all we've been told. Lo behold 


better days now 'til old." 


She then punished him for the ostensible offense of questioning her motives, 
intentions, and/or methods, because he was a possession to her and vice versa, and 


they treated each other such. 


"I just finished cleaning the deck, the bathroom, the kitchen, the fridge, and my back 
is killing me, and you express no appreciation whatever, but only lay there sulking 
for whatever reason. You are not only ungrateful, you're unworthy of me. I don't love 


you anymore." 


It went on in such a fashion of blatant disrespect and mutual misunderstanding until 
eventually there was an unhappy ending, but silver lining it was and not a trace of 
nickel, for galvanised metal is not so fickle, did what she ought and blessed was it so, 


because in fact that was how it was destined to go. 
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184 
You have won 


27 05 22 


It will take a great deal of effort to get out of bed now, 
Despite my headache I will instead write a poem how, 
I wouldn't feel this way if I weren't depressed - wow! 
Instead of making an effort I prefer to watch the clouds, 
I suppose doing nothing is better than being loud, 
Numerous times you warned me out of town, 

If I were bold I'd have been shifted from my frown, 
Acted in self-defence, not holding my head down, 
Stared into the depths of the formidable clown, 
Only in power because he makes a sound, 


Only in it for a buck and a pound, 
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Has no tolerance for your face in the ground, 


Shoot first or he'll kick you, gagged and bound. 


Fire several shots, make sure the cunt is dead... 


Feel the pressure release from the bullet holes in his head, 


You stumble back, unsure what you've done, 


All you know is, you have won - you have won. 
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185 
No respect 


01 06 22 


I know what you think about me. Don't even bother being disingenuous. It's just 
pathetic to watch and makes me cringe. I'm used to stigma/stereotypes. Say what you 
think or say nothing. Better yet, stop reading my work if you don't like it. Also, feel 


free to talk about me behind my back (as if me giving you permission ever stopped 


you.) 
No Respect 
None. 


Everyone's 'keen to help' until they talk to you for ten minutes. Then they're 'keen' to 
go as far away from you for as long as possible so long as they can help it unto 


infinity. 


536 


Something significant I've realised but still can't quite believe (due to its unpleasant 
nature) is the observable fact that people are plastic as they are benevolent. Consider 
Alan Watts' analogy with patchwork (perfect on the front, imperfect with all the 


tricks and shortcuts on the back) and surmise how that might manifest in social life... 


Therefore, benevolence effectively means nothing, but only to them it holds value, as 
a self-congratulatory mechanism, as a way of placating their conscience---"I did the 
right thing." DID YOU? Feel free to think that. Nobody is stopping you (YET). 
People are stopping me from saying what I think, though. What does that say about 
you? (That you're complicit to evil, complacent, UNABLE TO PARTICIPATE IN 
DISCOURSE AND PREFER TO BECOME EMBITTERED LIKE AN EIGHT 
YEAR OLD (SO LAME BTW), deeply cynical (FAR more than I), patently defeated, 
worn; in a word, controlled.) You are not you. You haven't even fucking found 


yourself yet. 


Anyway, apart from attacking the character of my reader, I have something more to 
say. Building on this philosophy, one ought to retain one's humanity at all costs, but 
still in doing so must also learn to be discrete; to be cold and cynical. You gotta play 
their game. Paraphrasing, Dave Chapelle, "Sometimes you gotta be a lion to be the 
lamb you really are." The difference is at the end of the day you're still a human 


being, and they are incapable even of love, wrought of wrath and envy... 


You know you've won (in affecting discourse, not employing dominance) when your 
biggest critic has nothing to say, all of your points are effectively ignored by 
justification of a plausible stonewall of logos, and your name is tarred, your mouth 


silenced, your mind dismissed... you, shunned. 


And there's nothing more to say or do. In the end it's philosophy and the ultimate 
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answer to philosophy is death. That is all. I'm as unaffected now as in death. So far as 


I know I was born dead. SUCK MY DICK! 


PS just to piss you off, it doesn't matter which political party you pick, because they 
both have the same core values. This is demonstrable. All one need do is ask the 
question. But you're too cowardly? I'll try a brief for you: I bet ANYONE $1000US 
that no matter what happens in US politics in the next 8 years, no major policy 
changes will be made (and forever wars will rage on for profit), certainly none in the 
way of improving the quality of life of the average person, who is seen as a criminal 
and a low-value asset to the psychopaths that occupy executive, bureaucratic, 
prosecutory, military, and surveillance positions (fuckwits is a good name for them). 
(Btw have fun looking into me, I've already admitted to all my past crimes (petty at 
best, and very much in the past) publicly in my own writing and have nothing to hide. 


Good luck proving it btw. 
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186 
Paying my respects 


05 06 22 


Like always, just assume I'm talking to myself. If you take offense to this then I have 


nothing to say, and nor do I care. 


I'm going to start putting random speech marks in all my writing so it becomes one 


layer more unclear whether what I'm saying is genuine, cryptic, or nonsense. Enjoy. 


"Pay our respects' doesn't really mean anything---why would one pay for that which 
is not earned? Even a thief earns his bread through his contract with society (if you 
can catch him, good on you, if he can get away with it, good on him (seems to be the 
prevailing contemporary attitude)). So if even a thief earns his possessions, then why 
should one expect respect for no apparent reason other than station, having not earned 


the respect itself? 


Therefore, even if respect is given to one, such respect is not true respect, but a 
shabby caricature of what true respect ought to be, an imitation performed to 
deceive... disrespect. The imitation of respect is the highest form of disrespect (even 
if one does not know it) because it is nothing more than flattery, gratification and 
hollow praise, and usually an ulterior motive is the driving force behind such 
dishonourable, despicable and squalid actions. What is hidden must be kept secret for 


reasons that, if revealed, would shatter the esteem, regard and hence the station of 
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whoever dared keep a secret (and was caught doing so). There exist in this world at 
its highest stature powerful entities (networks of people) who are amoral, wealthy in 
assets, invested heavily into profiteering... extremely culpable but equally adept at 
concealing their acts of shame, just like Gollum from Lord of the Rings, but justified 
easily enough in their shared delusions by consistent mutual validation (because why 


would one dare speak out against someone else's ego, let alone one's own?) 


(P.S. Nobody in (or associated with) the government actually gives a fuck about 'the 
original custodians of this land' despite claiming to every damn chance they get! 
[Future Oli speaking: 'The Voice' is a bullshit attempt at trying to pretend to care 
about Aboriginal rights by simply creating a new governmental body under complete 
control of the government claiming to represent Aboriginal people...what a joke. I'm 
voting NO!] Pathetic! (I know you already know this but) despite all your mental 
gymnastics, you care only for your budget (and how much of it you can pocket 
without anyone noticing), certainly not the common people, you stoop upon the 
people as a Lord over his peasants, you impose your rhetoric and legislation weakly 
but constantly (you've honed your skills at psychological torture and it genuinely 
seems like you're terrorising your own people, but then again we know from 
MKULTRA alone that you see your own people as lab rats (since forever, and before 
that it was the 'original custodians of the land' you massacred and then then some, 
that we also do the same as China (politically), whom we demonise for the very 
same, torturing and killing your own citizens (the image of the man being walked off- 
stage by secret police comes to mind), and having no moral redoubt. Simply 
incredible... but I suppose the citizens had better just be grateful?) You are so fucking 
out of touch. That's coming from me (does that make it more or less valid? Answer: 
neither, idiot, because my character has nothing to do with the arguments I make. 
Anything less than a rebuttal is an insult because you probably have nothing to say, 


so just say NOTHING like you usually do, bitch.)" 


540 


187 
War 1s stupid 


13.06 22 


"I agree with you that war is stupid. I also think as individuals the people in Ukraine 
had no choice in the matter. It's about power. Politics is the language that power 
condescends people with, to subjugate and control them. Ukraine's 'democratically 
elected’ government was in place due to a coupe performed by the CIA in 2014. 
(Wikileaks released a voice recording between two high-station US 
intelligence/defence officials as evidence for that (Nuland/Pryatt leaked call).) 
Therefore, the current state of Ukraine was arguably caused by the actions in least in 
part by the US intelligence's demonstrable involvement in Ukranian politics eight 
years ago [Future Oli: and the Orange Revolution in 2004/5]. Most information is 
propaganda. We are living in an echo chamber. There are salient facts that 
demonstrate this war is not a Marvel film, and there are deep nuances to the hows and 
whys. The cost? Money is not real. US mint printed 700 years worth of currency in a 
year (heard that from some guy on the Russel Brand podcast). The culture necessarily 
followed the money, and here we are, collectively: avaricious, hypocritical, irritable, 
unsure of ourselves, little faith in the systems that govern us, an empty longing for 
genuine spiritual and/or religious involvement (find that by reading the bible or 
meditating in a cave, or by observing a blade of grass, or by reading Charles Dickens, 
but not by going to church... sitting there, kneeling, doing nothing, participating in 
some perverse trance, listening to someone who is not really talking. Maybe I'm 


wrong.) 
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TLDR: Ukrainians in general had no choice, nor are their voices heard. Money isn't 
real. Assets are. Democracy has long failed. We ought not be remain entrenched 
clinging to traditional modes of thought and ignorant nonchalance when our freedoms 
are at stake, declining by the day, and like frogs in water gradually increasing in 
temperature, and sadly, having grown wary and apathetic, most of us couldn't care 


less." 
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188 
Why you can't have my soul 


08 07 22 


Repurposed response to a comment left on my most recent poem... “Nah, you ain't 


getting it (my soul)” 


More or less just an explanation of the unclear parts of the poem. 


"I'm sleeping to keep my soul safe from evil people. 


It's true they tried and failed to take my soul. 


But so long as I'm alive they won't ever get it. 
While I'm alive I'll do everything in my power to keep my soul safe, even if it means 


doing nothing forever, or fighting, or rotting in a cell---whatever it takes. 


If there is no real purpose to life (according to almost everyone I know) then I'll make 
one for myself: the purpose to life is now to fly like a bird and sing a beautiful song 
lost and unknown to this terrible world, made terrible by people. 

So I say if I can not fly then I will dig. Stay. Reflect. I'll realise people are liars, that 
I'm tired of... everything. 


But in the end even if it's the last thing left of me before I die I will keep my soul. 
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That is my aim. My soul lives and dies by my terms alone. 


Bugger Hell/Heaven/reincarnation. I see myself as spiritual but also observe the 
significance of the quote, "the only certainty is nothing is certain". My Mum is 
deeply religious. It's not hard to see why. I just don't buy dogma. I can only trust my 
intuition. If I land in any such place/situation, so be it. For now that concept is a 


bridge on the horizon. 


But that's the point. Everyone is a liar. I'm a liar. We lie without knowing it to 
ourselves and to others. With our actions and words. We lie by having good 
intentions. Alan Watts said, "to live is to deceive." You can't ever really know if 
someone is dishonest. I'm looking for an honest person who has the awareness to 
know they really are honest, not just acting with vague benevolence and some sense 
of divinity and expectation of reward - that is the opposite of virtue. "Virtue does not 


see itself as virtue and is therefore virtue." 


There were probably hidden meanings to the poem. It's just a poem. Means whatever 
you think. What I just said was some of what I was thinking when I wrote it and that's 
all. Mostly, like I imagine Diogenes was, I'm looking for an honest person. 

So far I've come by approximately one, my Mum, who I'm convinced is a saint. But 
never mind. That is only my good fortune. I will likely meet others in the future. I 
forget I'm only 29 (28 actually, 29 in September; since the Feds already have all my 
dox I'm happy to give them to the rest of the internet too... :) ) Privacy is no longer a 


reality. 


Thanks for reading as always. Love your grudge-holding, sour-struck, obstinate 


friend..." 
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189 
On virtue (the highest value) 


09 07.22 


People share not the same values, but there exist values that one may see as 


paramount, called virtues, defined differently by each individual. 


"The virtues of society are the vices of the saints." 


Ralph Waldo Emerson 


Only... virtues do not see themselves as virtues. Virtuous people do no intend to be 
virtuous. To desire to be virtuous, or to attempt to be 'a good person' or 'good- 
intentioned' is insufficient to make it so, lest one lashes out in petulant frustration and 


demands delusion to be reality. But this is a forgivable manifestation of the ego. 


In my opinion, the highest value is to have respect for oneself, to the world, every 
aspect of nature, to extend this divine kindness as one ought to his fellow man to the 


best of his ability despite all conceivable adversity. 


I would never tell anyone what they should or shouldn't do. I have my own life and 
lifestyle. I have a limited perspective and limited experience. I can offer only what I 
think I know, I can only treat people with respect insofar as they reciprocate the very 
same olive branch, the branch of unconditional acceptance of the human condition 


and the recognition of our togetherness in turn. 
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We, all of us brothers, wage wars against one another, eon after eon. Peace is only a 
temporary possibility in a universe of unrelenting entropy. All order is dressed-up 
chaos. All vision is illusion, a slight peek through the closed doors of perception, 
explained in modern times by collective delusions---"mass psychosis", as Jung called 


it. 


The only reality is that one exists. Everything else is a projection of the mind. This is 
nothing more than common sense, and is empirically falsifiable using logos. But 
never mind logical abstractions. The precise reason why the psychedelic experience 
tends to offer such profound philosophical insights is because, as Aldous Huxley 
described (in reference to William Blake), the experience given sufficient dose, set, 
and setting, cleanse "The Doors of Perception’, thereby making "every thing [...] 


appear to man as it is, infinite." 


The root of war is almost always greed, otherwise revenge. 


To dismiss greed I need only quote Bob Marley, who said, "some people are so poor, 


all they have is money." 


To dismiss revenge I need only quote Nietzsche, who said, "FOR MAN TO BE 
REDEEMED FROM REVENGE---that is for me the bridge to the highest hope, and a 


rainbow after long storms." 


"Revenge is an act which you want to commit when you are powerless and because 
you are powerless: as soon as the sense of impotence is removed, the desire 


evaporates also." 


George Orwell, Revenge Is Sour 
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I can only refer to one of thea central questions in the Buddhist and Hindu 


philosophies---what is desire and how can one be rid of it? 

See, I believe my only desire is to be free from desire. But how can one be free from 
d esire without desiring not to desire? This seems to be a paradox. But I believe the 
answer is to use intuition; to blind oneself to worldly and therefore petty affairs and 
in doing so attune one's natural sense and do whatever one ought to find 'The Way' or 
'Tao' as Lao Tzu put it. 

Anyway, this is all speculation and maniacal rambling. 


Oh well. 


Until next time! 
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190 


Character is irrelevant 1n art 


12 07 22 


Alternative title: "pawning off rotten fruit off as fresh vegetables" 


Separate the artist and the art. 

Name and legacy mean nothing. 

Their only value comes from fear of death, like with afterlife/reincarnation beliefs. 
Therefore, name is ego, and unworthy. 

Name is reference. Work speaks for itself. 


To demonstrate this... If any of the great poets were to have their name altered, we 


would not have any idea. “Why?!” (I hear you ask) “Jt pays homage to the author!” 


Sorry but the author does not appreciate homages in death; the author appreciates 


nothing in death. 
Pay your respects by learning from the principles they're attempting to espouse rather 


548 


than looking for spots in the varnish of their character---seems unnecessarily 


aggressive and motivated by spite. 


The art and the artist are two separate entities; it's not fair to draw an equivalency 
here. It's in fact cheap. Therefore, while character traits may contribute to one's 
understanding of art, it is completely unnecessary. One ought to focus on the ideas 


(and not the character) present in art. 


Take for example Anicient Egyptian, Persian, Bablyonian art... Or Pagan ruins... Or 
unnearthed multiplicities. These are things that we value as art, know very little to 
nothing about their origins and meanings, certainly not the artist themself or the 


artist's character or intent. Give me a break. 


Think about it, do you know anything about the artist Shakespeare? Was that even his 
name and/or did he even exist? Consult a scholar and they'll have some interesting 
things to say---begs the question, if we knew nothing about the man (or woman) then 


how can the art itself be held on a shiny cultural pedestal? 


Because that's just it. It's about appearance. Not art. Art is the only excusable form of 
pettiness in my view. I believe I stole this from Oscar Wilde who said, "The only 
excuse for making a useless thing is that one admires it intensely. All art is quite 


useless." 


Any deviation from innocuous passion (the spontaneous driving force of pure 


creativity) breeds corruption in the mind; resentment, greed, envy, jealousy. 


Or simply, as John Cleese said, "all creativity comes from the unconscious". 


The name means nothing. The art means something. That's the difference. 
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Oscar Wilde also said, "Art is the only serious thing in the world. And the artist is the 


only person who is never serious." 


You---"artist"---are you never serious? 


Eek a mouse. 


Disagree with my writing? Why? Discuss with me in the comments today! It'll kind 
of be like you're on Indiana Jones and drinking out of the Holy Chalice, only the 
former is a druggo degenerate (me) and the latter is bogan propaganda (my beliefs). 
Don't miss your chance on this exciting offer. Call now on 69-69-420-420 and 


receive a LIMITED TIME ONLY FREE "disillusionment" package. 


Wow, I'm so funny! 


how do I emulate television static? 


here we go... 


pssssssssssssssssshhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh 
hhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh 


OW 
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191 
Homage to James Baldwin 


14 07 22 


If only God can judge me, and he is omniscient, then what makes you think you know 


better than God? 
“The biggest coward of a man is to awaken the love of a woman without the intention 
of loving her.” 
"Judge not lest you judge yourself." 


Bob Marley 


"When all think alike, no one thinks very much." 


Walter Lippman 


"To learn who rules over you, simply find out who you are not allowed to criticise." 


Voltaire 
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START 


James Baldwin - The Artist's Struggle for Integrity 


The Struggle - New York, 1963 


"I would never come before you in a position of a complainant for doing something 


that I must do." 


ral 


"I want to suggest two propositions. The first one is: the poets, by which I mean all 
artists, are finally the only people who know the truth about us. Soldiers don't, 
statesmen don't, priests don't, union leaders don't; only the poets - that's my first 


proposition." 


ral 


"The second proposition... is what I really want to get at tonight. And it sounds 
mystical I think - in a country like ours and at a time like this, but something awful is 
happening to a civilisation when it ceases to produce poets and what is even more 
crucial, when it ceases in any way whatever to believe in the report that only poets 


can make." 


"The world you first encountered when you were fifteen, the world that starved you, 


despised you - here it comes again. This time it is bearing gifts." 


Spy 


"You must decide whether you want to be famous or whether you want to write - and 


the two things, in spite of all the evidence, have nothing whatever in common." 


[...] 


"You must remember that most people live in almost total darkness. It is true that we 
drink too much, freeze up from stage-fright, and you may get an ulcer, or die of 
cancer, and it is true that it is all very, very hard and gets harder all the time, and yet 
people, millions of people, who you will never see, who don't know you, never will 
know you, people who may try to kill you in the morning, live in the darkness... which 
if you have that funny, terrible thing which every artist can recognise but no artist 
can define, you are responsible to those people to lighten their darkness. It does not 


matter what happens to you. 


You are being used in the way a crab is useful, the way sand certainly has some 
function; it is impersonal, this force that you didn't ask for and this destiny that you 
must accept, is also your responsibility, and if you survive it, if you don't cheat, if you 
don't lie, it is not only, you know, your glory, your achievement, it is almost our only 
hope... because only artists can tell and only artists have told since we have heard of 
man what it is like for anyone who gets this planet to survive is, what it is like to die, 
or have somebody die, what it is like to fear death, what it is like to love, what it is 


like to be glad. 


Hymns don't do this. Churches really can not do it. The trouble is that although the 
artists can do it, the price that he has to pay himself and that you the audience must 
also pay is the willingness to give up everything to realise that although you spent 
twenty-seven years of acquiring this, ...this house, this furniture, this position, 


although you spent 40 years raising this child, this children, none of it belongs to 
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you... You can only have it by letting it go. You can only take if you are prepared to 
give and giving is not an investment, it is not a day at the bargain counter; there is a 
total risk of everything, of you, of who you think you are, who you think you'd like to 


be, where you think you'd like to go, everything... and this forever. Forever. 


Now I - if I may put it this way - and all my tribe - let me put it that way - time is very 
hard to do, and it's very hard on my mother, and all my sisters and my brothers, and 
it's very hard on me, and I may fail in the next two seconds... But then one's got to 
understand, that is: I and all my tribe - I mean artists, now... and it is hard for me if I 
spend weeks and months avoiding my typewriter, and I do, sharpening pencils, trying 
to avoid going where I know I got to go... then one has got to use this to learn 


humility. 


After all, after all there is a kind of saving egotism to a cruel and dangerous but also 
saving egotism about the Artist's Condition which is this: I know that if I survive it, 
when the tears have stopped flowing and the blood is dried, when the storm is settled, 
I do have a typewriter which is my torment but it's also my work. If I can survive I 
can always go back there and if I have not turned into a total liar then I can use it to 
prepare myself in this way for the next inevitably and possibly fatal disaster. But I 
find that hard to do and I have a weapon most people don't have. One must then 


understand how hard it is for almost anybody else to do it at all!" 


James Baldwin 


END 


Transcribed by yours truly! ... 
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192 
Progressivism 1s a force 
for evil in this world 


15 07 22 


“Silence is better than unmeaning words.” - Pythagoras 


Progressivism, the woke agenda, cancel culture, or whatever you want to call it, is in 


essence counter-counter-culture. 


In other words, cancel culture is the manifestation of frustrated squares (think 
“normal SpongeBob’) lashing out against others (whomever, because they don’t 
actually care whose lives they destroy, but only like to categorise people for their 
own convenience and mild amusement in their trivial pursuits) for no good reasons, 


perhaps only because of boredom and a sense of existential meaningless. 


‘Cancel culture’ and its terminological variations are the modern euphemisms we use 
to justify censorship. Collectively, we will likely drive these policies to their limits 
until we live in an evermore authoritative system, increasingly devoid of humanity 


and care, characterised by coldness and sinister, clinical misery. 


My main point is that the proponents of cancel culture rely on preying upon basic 
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human decency (perhaps without even knowing it). Is is demanded that one must 
believe in so-and-so and act in such-and-such a way or else risk being judged 
incorrect and liable to punitive treatments like social ostracisation and actual criminal 
proceedings. This is the same concept as ‘thought-crime’ in Orwell’s 1984. The 
punishment of ‘wrong-think’. Nobody could have predicted the left would have been 
the ones to lead us into the authoritative dystopia we were warned against seventy 


years ago. It was the right last time. Remember? Hitler and all that... 


So now individuals are being punished wantonly for arbitary reasons that are directly 
proportional to the personal interests of a wealthy and influential minority (ring any 


bells?). 


A recent example, one of many, was the ‘Game of Thrones’ actor Peter Dinklage 
effectively throwing seven actors out of their jobs by playing woke and claiming 
something to the effect of “Snow White and the Seven Dwarves is ‘offensive’ to 
midgets”. The absurdity of this event alone goes to show how far the shit-show of 
‘cancel culture’ has slid down the bleached porcelain of our forever-vaunted 
“sophisticated” and “technologically advanced” civilisation (make sure you wipe 


yourselves off when you’re done, as I believe semen can stain). 


If history tells us anything (yeah I know, nice cliche) it’s that as a big, dumb group 
(as a collective) we would sooner claim the credit for saving an innocent child than 
actually save the child. Whereas kindness is a reward in itself, the person learned in 
inferior philosophies (most of us, I would say) passed down mainly in early and 
impressionable ages from their parents (a sinister act in itself, for an incompetent 
craftsman to mould clay), anyone else they interacted with, mainstream media 
blasting 24/7 in every household, and of course from institutions they were forced to 
attend for decades -- the typical person would think little of morality and more of 


social status when presented with such a situation. Seems a bit like child abuse, hey? 
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Forced indoctrination. (Interestingly today the ethical question is only asked when it 
comes to hormonal replacement therapy in child/teenager transgender conversion 
therapy, of whether the child truly has a choice in such a scenario, but when it comes 
to compulsory schooling for example, no problems, no moral bells are rung, and they 
are sent off for uncertain goals for 15 years, coming out the other side not much wiser 
or intelligent, but more doughy and prudish.) But nah, we are taught by example by 
every tier of authority that abuse is OK if it’s psychological or there is plausible 
justification (ulterior motives notwithstanding). So therefore it must be OK. Right? 


Back to cancel culture... 


Worse still, they would hesitate before committing an act of good, for ignoble, trivial, 
reprehensible and unscrupulous reasons (our culture teaches that money and 
popularity matter more than helping people in need. In fact, the latter is hardly ever 
discussed beyond ceremony. The wise man knows the ‘Ethics class’ is only there for 
show. Hell, the dominant establishment would be rid of ‘Religion class’ too if it was 
within their power (along with religion itself). We never had any trouble burning to 
char ancient monuments and sacred churches in the past, for personal and childish 
reasons, for hurt pride and inflated ego, and I sincerely doubt our ideologies (or the 


human experience itself) have changed much since. 


Cancel culture is a convenient way for censorship to be employed by those who wield 
authority along with the rest of their flock. The censorship may be observed 
ubiquitously by the astute observer. The behaviours towards which censorship is 


employed are otherwise innocuous and yet presented as reprehensible. 
By calling it by the euphemism (cancel culture as opposed to censorship), ostensible 


credibility is afforded, and this is why it is not outright called ‘censorship’. People 


might have taken issue with that! 
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‘Cancel’ sounds better; the sheep will be less alarmed. Like the frog boiling in water 
and never realising due the the slow rate of temperature change, by small degrees we 
will become acclimated to whatever the dominant political dogma of the time 
happens to be. This is because like chimpanzees we are stupid. Unlike chimpanzees 


we refuse to admit it, and brutish, precarious pride becomes the brunt of our progress. 


When I talk about progress, I’m not speaking about the rate of manufacture of useless 
plastic objects built in obsolescence. I’m not speaking about technology or 
legislation. I think we could do without both. Technologies are useless if by virtue of 
our lack of morality we aren’t human, or we're corrupted in our behaviours to the 
point that the majority suffers strife and dehumanisation (manifest as the mental 
health epidemic seen today) and only a privileged few are allowed higher access, and 


these issues are deliberate and systemically consolidated. 


Policies are useless when only partially enforced, justice is not as blind as it’s 
claimed to be, and anyway most laws target lower socioeconomic groups or their 
function is to protect the interests of the powerful. Let’s not pretend the courtroom is 
anything more than a theatre wherein the actors don’t necessarily know they’re 
acting. Let’s not pretend laws aren’t made for political reasons, that if we lived in 
another time, other systems wouldn't be in place to the same effect, perhaps more 
blatant, the intention being to control the majority of people. Morality isn’t even a 
consideration. They will deliberately exploit your goodwill and be glad for it. They’ll 
keep that fake smile plastered on until the final cancer cell causes you a fatal event, 
and you all of a sudden cease to exist. With your consciousness gone, they are free to 
frown once again, because they harbour only resentment and misery, and happiness 
and play have long left the stale body of their being. A pity. Yet they will drag you 
down. Never will they acknowledge their wrongdoings, just as the Inquisitors of 
Spain thought themselves smugly in the right and died content living a life 


characterised by evil behaviour. 
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Progressivism is antithetical to progress in every genuine sense. Ulterior motives are 
in play, financially and personally, and too much pride in too many divided spirits 
bears the tension of disunity for harmony to be restored. Paraphrasing what the 
Buddhists say, “in recovery, one must become worse before one becomes better.” 
Perhaps that is what we see now in the collapse of our cultural and traditional ideas. 
Perhaps the reason we fear entropy and change - natural phenomena - is our 


conditioning. 


Perhaps really there is nothing at all to fear other than what you are being told to fear 
through misinformation, whether it’s from an untrustworthy news organisation (so, 
more or less all of them), family, friends, a close confident, an educational institution, 


or (especially) the opinion of someone whom claims authority and expertise. 


S09 


193 
Silver-antlered deer 


03 11 22 


I have this ability and I must use it to light the way. The path is dim but still I can see. 
The people around me can not; their eyes lost their sense; they wade into the murky 
mire, not feeling; not knowing; not seeing. A luminous glow surrounds me in an arc. 
My eyes dart all around to see; my ears are pricked; the hairs on my neck stand tall. A 
searing pain and a flourescent light abruptly penetrate my skull. I grab my head in 
agony. My eyes are closed now. Everything begins to fade to black. I see my vision 
blur; the edges fade. I sway in exhaustion. I know what I must do, else I will be lost 


here with them forever. 


I turned out the light so that the way was once more hidden. The pain and malaise 
disappear. I made my decision. In sedation is elation. In darkness there is hope. At the 
end of this cave system I know there is a rope. It leads through a hole into the 
overworld; the others, they can't go there, myself only at night. For the others, the 
moon is much too bright. It burns my skin and I must hide beneath the trees. The 
night-life there regard me as familiar. On one particular night, when the moon burned 
full, I saw the silver-antlered deer. Her eyes met mine before she had to go. She fled 
gracefully from the blue-grey scene, glitter in her wake. I blinked and she was gone. 
The moonlight bounced off of the glimmering dust, colouring the land this way and 
that. I remember that time and how I did try to take a closer glimpse. I learnt nothing 


lasts and retreated to the cliffs. I wondered as I traversed the slate, whether love was 
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any different to hate. I decided I would prefer not to know. I wondered how the deer 
saw me hidden in the forest. How did she know? I slid into an ironstone crevice and 
landed on a granite rock. An owl opened its eyes and rested them briefly on my frock. 


I rested my head and walked the sandstone path to the flock. 


Everyone was here. Some found luxuries. They had wondered where I had been. I 
told them I was with the trees. They sigh wistfully and scrambled on. Their brains are 
not too clean. Their pensive thoughts keep them in reveries. They demarcated 
territories. They are always in terrible hurries; it does not matter wherefrom. In the 
shadows there are things to do, just none knew what. They still do so much, though. 
On their heads they carry pots. Somehow, the vessels are always full. They hold them 
upright so they will not spill. They never display inquisition or curiosity. They obey 
any command given authoritatively, or with confidence. Some carried rocks on their 
heads, mistaking them for pots. They would seldom question me; but they hardly 
noticed. When they ever asked, I told them my rock was in my frock. They invariably 
mumbled something barely coherent and their minds focused on the next pressing 


task. 
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194 
Strikes 


05 11 22 


Striking California Grad Students Speak Out on Nation's Largest-Ever Higher 
Education Strike (https://youtu.be/E-Dc56AleWU) 


“The largest higher education strike in U.S. history” 


These strikes demonstrate how we are ALL slaves. Not just the drop-outs and people 
working menial jobs, but all of us, as HD-T said (and Gandhi agreed with) are slaves 
(ask Vandana Shiva what Bill Gates is doing with agriculture in India.) The strikes: 
even with a fancy degree, best you're going to get are beachside residence privileges, 
a flashy car, and lobster dinners. It sounds great but it becomes tedious. The people 
are customarily horrible because they are more incentivised to be complicit to the 
status quo than people of lower socio-economic backgrounds and therefore tend to be 
complacent and present as shamefully unbecoming... but in their ignorance having no 
shame (or tact). Read Jane Austen (Pride and Prejudice). Insufferable people with 
power are the worst. It's actually horrible. Tyranny, in other words, is Hell invoked 


on Earth by covetous greed and lust and wanton desire for power (because we want to 
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feel like we're better in station and virtue than others... but we're all worth the same if 
anything at all and with this perspective we value ourselves through a perverse lens 
and the distorted image that results appears grotesque). We're easily bought and we 
swiftly forget our ethics in moments of temptation (did not the Devil present a palm 
of pure Gold to Jesus and did not Jesus remain unswayed?) Does not our culture 


claim to be rooted in Christian values?... Yet which of them do we follow? 


There is a mass misunderstanding of the nature of the human condition. We call 
undesirable psychological responses to the status quo 'mental health issues' rather 
than recognise that if, like man historically was, we were born not into the concrete 
jungle but onto a carpet of leaves in the forest so to speak, if we lived 
minimalistically in harmony with our needs and discarded our desire for unnecessary 
labour and unnecessary worldly possessions, especially convenient and luxurious 
items and services, we would not suffer these particular Demons, we would not 
engage in ultimately harmful pursuits such as the harsh working conditions we 
impose on workers, particularly in places they can be further exploited with worse 
conditions and pay, and the manufacture of weapons and incentivisation of their use 
on others... we would not be divided along political or ideological lines; we would be 
guided by the rules of Gaia, we would recognise our place on Earth and respect 


Nature as one ought. 


The education systems of 'developed' and 'civilised' countries deliberately do not 
address important philosophical and ethical problems; they do not teach critical 
thinking or allow for much flexibility of curriculum content (for perspective, the book 
Brave New World by Aldous Huxley was banned in 1932 in Australia); they teach 
remedial English and Mathematics any chimpanzee like Mooie can learn so we can 


aspire to be robots like most of our parents. 


Mainstream media systems and a downstream cascade of peer pressure and other 
symptoms of an unhealthy culture do the rest... collectively, we don't admit to each 


other there is a problem; we act sappy and are ultimately misguided toward 
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complacency and illusion. 


Ultimately, at best as individuals we sometimes feel like we're objects worthy of 
admiration, that we reciprocate the same baseless quasi-kindness... (socially 
mandated sappiness everyone is expected to participate in lest they lose favour...) 
fake, mediocre, and transparent tokens of gratitude, to others; that we contribute in a 
useful way to some pursuit we know only vaguely to be meaningful... but fret always 


that at any moment our social position might collapse (talk about hypertension). 


At worst we're already owned by the elites, we are already on an elegantly arranged 
and expedited path to full-on digitisation (passports have already reached this stage 
pending final arrangements by the WHO... money is in the process of being 
digitised.. Klaus Schwabb talks about subcutaneous (SC) chips for convenience 
purchasing and identification... and there are already participants in the Netherlands; 


some supermarkets incentivise the option to use SC chips for purchases. 


Biometric scans are becoming almost normalised too, to the point where soon it'll be 
mandatory. Facial recognition and the associated draconian surveillance laws and the 
power being afforded in terms of legislation to State organisations and the Police 
which are all contradicted in the Constitution of Australia and violate fundamental 
Human Rights, in particular the right to free speech and privacy. These retarded 
measures are running rampant and are about to take over in Canada, the US like they 


have already here in Australia, and in the UK and in China. 


Apparently AI from Google is already sentient. The oligarchs will likely get what 
they want which is the NATO/UN 'The Great Reset"... their Agenda will likely 
continue to involve constant genocides sponsored and committed without 


proportionate repercussions in other countries. 


Right now the West (after occupying Afghanistan for 20+ yrs and causing 1 million 
Iraqi deaths (half of those are children) mostly through 90-95%% civilian mortality 


drone strikes (Wikileaks) under Obama and ever since then by all of the proceeding 
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Presidents and Secretaries of State including Trump and Biden and Hillary, who are 
all unaccountable war criminals to make no mistake, who are currently making sure 
the countries of Ukraine, Iran, Libya, Somalia, and Yemen among others remain to be 
battlegrounds (and they give moral pose to the "war" and say their involvement is 
‘support’ and tie ribbons around every species of Oak tree; give ceremonious but 
disingenuous honour to the valour of the fallen troops... because they are jaded and 
desensitised to compassion and empathy through decades of acting without moral 
sense owing to unnatural abstractions of logic; they are acting hubristically and not in 
harmony with nature... as they siphon off the other countries' natural gas, minerals, 
plunder whatever resources and assets there are (in Libya for example mainly gold 
and oil)... as they deceive and insidiously propagandise their own population through 
monopolised and Corporate/State-bought mainstream media and similarly corrupted 
education systems; they truncate the boundaries of discussion, move the goalposts, 
control the social narrative in ways you couldn't imagine; that is the nature of 
US/NATO foreign policy; that is the nature of war pigs, of people who act for means 
without ends; and they are our leaders; so are we doomed to continued 
impoverishment, disempowerment, and otherwise disenfranchisement of our human 


rights, minority groups targeted because they're weaker in being smaller... 


So people are complicit to the demonstrable Terrorism of the West, which, if we're 
being honest, deep down everyone feels its gravity. This doublethink (cognitive 
dissonance) allows us to live in ignorance with some measure of bliss - what choice 
do we really have in the absense of extraordinary birthright, ability, or luck 


otherwise? What choice do we really have in our complicity to the status quo? 


“To stand up for truth is nothing. For truth, you must sit in jail. You can resolve to 
live your life with integrity. Let your credo be this: Let the lie come into the world, 


let it even triumph." - Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn 
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195 
The Irony of Gratitude 


16 11 22 


"You are going to make me jump off a fucking cliff. I just made you food - say thank 
you," she growled, ignoring the fact he had just told her not to worry about giving 
him food, that he was no longer hungry. He ignored the remark and unceremoniously 
closed the door as she walked away not having expected a response. She came back 
in moments later, probably expecting to see him devouring his food. Door ajar, she 


nonchalantly said, "do you want a cup of tea? 


He stared blankly at his disingenuous interlocutor for a short while, head slightly 
simmering, before sighing and responding, "I'd just like to say that from now on if I 
don't want to speak, especially in the context of a discussion, or an argument as you 
like to call them, please leave me alone and don't coerce me into doing so." As usual 
she did not acknowledge his words in the slightest, not with a nod of the head nor 
with a grunt. If prompted, she would have bitterly claimed she was indeed 


"listening", whatever that meant. It certainly wasn't active listening. 


"So," she said, ignoring every topic present but her own mundane one, in an attempt 
to be 'nice' (a euphemism for ‘benevolent’; so the idea is it is considered virtuous to 

have good intentions at all times no matter what despite the notion that one could be 
wrong in one's ideaology, thought for by oneself or gathered from others elsewhere), 


"would you like some tea?" she repeated herself. 
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He did not respond and for he knew she had already left. With a flourish of second 
nature he put his head-phones back on and swivelled both his head and chair back to 
his indefinite place of mental residence - the computer screen - to perform mundane 
tasks and achieve intangible accolades, to be shown or to give no love, to induce 
oneself into a trance, to expedite the onset of dementia, all to stow oneself out of the 
way Satisfied with the hypothesis that if one can't talk to people, one will certainly 
hurt them, and in this way invariably continuing to isolate oneself and dissolve into a 
solipsistic world wherefrom one shouts projections and uncertainties, and is never 
trusted or looked at in the same way (one remembers from before one 'went crazy' 
(one was institutionised in a mental institution would invariably be judged and 
stigmatised by others for one's whole life as a result (most of the hurt comes from 
fear resulting in a shun which results in isolation and self-doubt) for ostensible lack 
of sanity)); for when all the chips are down and all the axioms are tested for veracity, 
it appears one is sanest. Not that it's a competition. Not that it matters. Only that it 


ought to be acknowledged. 


All the same he is branded by a devastating self-fulfilling prophecy from which 
direction the ship refuses to steer as if the rutter were supernaturally stuck in an 
obstinate position. Nobody would dare to board that ship. Nobody will ever help, less 
of all oneself, and the sooner they realise the impossibility of the task they claim to 
want to undertake, the sooner they will abandon him, and the sooner he will be left to 
the touch of the divine and eternal peace, the same goal to which one's interlocutor 
claimed to hold out of frustration, ironically the only goal to which one would with 
nobility and grace venture to achieve, not in pursuit of tragedy but in pursuit of 


harmony. 


"Happiness is when what you think, what you say, and what you do are in harmony." 


Mahatma Gandhi 
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196 
Diary of a madman 


1012-99 


"I will distract myself but I will not participate - that would be too much for my 
conscience to bear. Doing nothing, although not virtuous (evil prevails when good 
men look on and do nothing) is the most effective method I have at my own disposal 
to protest the status quo. I don't need to say anything. I don't need to pretend 
"everything is OK" (it's not - not for you OR me). I just have to exist. For a few more 
decades... it actually doesn't sound like much. I'm sure when all is said and done I'll 
look back and mourn the lost time. But I've adapted to regrets - or rather the idea of 
regret. I just don't care - I'm jaded. I accept my position, reap what I sowed, and look 
forward to change, whether it be jail or death, or simply a lifestyle alteration (let's get 
this over with (life)). However, despite what one might assume, my conscience has 
very little to bear, and so does not plague me in that nudging and terrifying manner, 
which it must for many people - those who routinely lie come to mind - people who 
are not true to themselves whether or not they know it (could be me... deep.) But I 
have no strong moral attitude towards my past actions and I do not regret the way in 
which I handled any situation in my past. I never had to use more than a small 
amount of force. I weaponise my linguistic ability by combining it with a false 
demeanour. I've defused violent situations using my chamelion temperament and 
snake tongue (thanks Dad), even situations I caused deliberately." All of my 
behaviour was accounted for and forgiveable owing to my mental state - the 
manifestation of a trauma response from someone who suffered childhood abuse - 


yes, I am a victim - you probably are, too. Most of us are in the West. I habitually 
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snap and speak with more honesty than I know I should use. This antic has resulted in 
much emotional harm to others over the course of my life (but don't worry - the blade 
is double-edged - that fact should tide you over should you desire revenge). I never 
physically hurt anyone; when I wanted to, I stopped myself. I never deliberately 
exercised malice, or was significantly masochistic or sadistic. I've never cheated on a 
sexual partner, but three ex-girlfriends cheated on me (and perhaps they had their 
reasons, who cares! May they live well. They didn't know any better (or perhaps they 
did!)) I had good friends in the past, at least I thought I did, but they all turned out to 
abandon me in my moment of need, when I had a mental breakdown approximately 
two years ago, including my father and brother. Since then I've had exactly zero 
friends - I cut the remainder off - and I don't talk to anyone more or less except for 
my mother. Nobody except for my mother so far as I can recall had ever offered me 
any real support any one way or another, and she didn't wake up to how deep down 
this hole went I was until I had a mental breakdown. So now she can do what she can, 
but it's basically palliative care; it's too late for me. Good thing she's a nurse working 
in a palliative care unit. If her respect for me changes, my feeling towards her will 
change in turn. Then I will be truly alone. In her absence, I will be truly alone. My 
friends will be the animals I share looks with in the forest - if I can ever get up from 
bed - if I can ever avoid my destiny, developing DVT and abcesses on my legs from 
sitting in a seat for 18 hours a day and staring a a computer screen and doing nothing 
in particular. Excess pleasure ferments and rots one, sears one into a suspended 
mediocrity, is meaningless and will cause one to stagnate into complacency, but it 
sure as Hell beats talking to other people and participating in the status quo by being 


a sycophant for a tyrant." 
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197 
Death, or the lack thereof. 


1024999 


A fictional anecdote 


“T don't want to take drugs today: my "medications". The only things that sufficiently 
sedate and distract me... from the thought of suicide, barring platonic/intimate 
relationships, which I feel are now impossible for me to make or hold: I'll be too 
mentally volatile in some way. I'll project my neuroses. I'll be jealous and fragile and 
I have no discernible life-direction. I'll hurt the people around me. I must be alone 
like Frankenstein's monster because my very image inspires pity and horror. What do 
I have to offer a woman? A sob story? I want to die. I'm getting more and more 
impatient as time moves like a sloth and no redeeming prospects offer themselves to 
me. I'm in a matrix of confused and complacent yet blameless people: most of whom 
will never change in a significant way, including myself, and their entire thought- 
structures and cognitive faculities are rooted in drudgery ad infinitum... a real prison. 
Put me in jail: I think I'd rather enjoy all the attention and prison politics and being 
surveilled physically rather than digitally, minus the inevitable rape. I'd learn to enjoy 
that too. Prisons and mental asylums are laughable because the whole, entire world is 


a prison. I'm imprisoned in my room right now. I'm also a prisoner of my mind. 


I may have once transcended egoism (if such a thing were possible), but I find myself 
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now back on the same downward slope. It's not a steep drop by any means and the 
hill is covered in beautiful rolling grass, so that I am not scared by any means, but it 
is uncomfortable in that by degrees I slip down the slope and if I try to climb back up 
I'll only fall faster. It's best not to panic in quicksand. The only inevitability is death, 
and I welcome it whole-heartedly, so I relax and let myself slip. How bad could it be? 
Nothing is bad unless one thinks so. The state of physical death is also most likely 
(according to the Stoics) characterised by a permenant absence of sensation and 
awareness. Death is only the cousin of sleep. We just like to make ceremony of it: we 


think it's a big deal - why? We were told to think so and taught in that way. 


Really, the only true respect one could pay to a dead person comes from real respect. 
If you don't really respect that person, you are acting dishonourably in pretending to 
be respectful (of what, exactly? The proceeding wake? I bet you respect that 
champagne and cake. Hollowed-out, morally reprehensible wankers... I can't think of 
many people who don't fit that category. I'm included in case you wanted to screech 


that hackneyed and stillborn accusation of hypocrisy. 


(Yes, I do the thing you do that I think is bad and this is me making a case for that 
statement despite that. Yes, I'm a hypocrite. My point still stands, whereas hypocrisy 
says nothing. So what? Are we talking about the truth here, or lying to each other? 
Please make clear which formula we're following because it's clear to me your 
disingenuity when discussing such topics. I'm being honest now. I don't care whether 
you believe me, either, nor do I have a particular agenda in writing this other than to 
express my thoughts to myself on paper. Whether I share this with anyone is in my 


discretion. 
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I feel physically sick and have a throbbing headache. My throat-cilia, all singed off 
from past acts of smoking, continue to not exist, making it a daily phenomenon for 
me to cough up and spit mucus. In the mornings when the drugs I took the previous 
day have been metabolised, sometimes I even vomit mucus. This follows the example 
of my incorrigible father who now probably vomits blood. How do I feel about that? 
Nothing: dead inside. That is how I feel now in my writing: I am vomiting words. 
Another thing to note about me spitting constantly is the reception it gets: I'm treated 
poorly, like a drug addict degenerate, in fact I'm sure I'll always be seen in that way 
despite the fact for two years now I have only taken necessary doses of prescribed 


drugs. 


I don't care how you feel or what you think. Take what I think as you think you ought 
and treat me as you see fit. I'm done. I was abandoned when I most needed help. 
Therefore, people are dead to me. I'm dead to myself. There are glimmers of hope in 
the asphalt, but ultimately one knows how an out-of-control locomotive stops: in a 


wreck. I'm not afraid. 


I'm more concerned for the effects my potential actions might have on others, 
particularly my mother and my grandparents. It pains me to say it because I feel such 
deep resentment towards him, but I also am concerned about my brother. I say this 
because he just embarked on a long trip and when he left and attempted to say a 
graceful farewell, I shot him down and said that because he abandoned me, I don't see 
him in the same way anymore. He's dead to me. I'm dead to myself. I said something 


like: "let's go back to what you suggested a few months ago, not talking to each other 


572 


at all. I'm good with that." Yesterday, he intended to leave his camera for me to use. 
He spent some time showing me how to use it. He was excited. It was his way of not 
directly confronting me about important issues. A coward. The root of my disdain. 
But less of a coward than 99% of the people whose behaviour I've observed. A 
coward nonetheless. (Of course I'm a coward too, not that the element of hypocrisy 
would add anything useful to this story for any involved party.) Earlier this morning 
he showed me the camera's strap and the charger. I infused venom into the 
conversation to show my true colours (I wonder if he'll ever show his) and as it turns 
out the the bag is nowhere to be seen. I assume he took it and stored it elsewhere out 
of spite. So I won't use his camera. Well, that's convenient. The only reason I feigned 
interest in photography to begin with was to see where he was going with his attempt 
to talk to me, but not only did he intellectualise the conversation and obscure 
realities, feign disingenuity as to important conversational elements, but he pretended 
he had a modicum of trust and respect for me. If I know that man, he does not trust or 
respect me. So I reciprocate the very same. Fuck the camera and learning 
photography. I couldn't care less how his trip goes. I just hope for his own benefit he 
comes back safe. I only care about him because my mother cares about him, I think. 
There used to be a genuinely loving bond there but it was severed when he took my 
derelict father's side over mine and abandoned me when I had a mental breakdown. I 


will never look at him the same again. 


I'll never look at anyone the same again, including anyone and everyone I associated 
with in the past. I'm not the same person I used to be, and I'm wont for disposal like 
an ant sprayed with formaldehyde. Perhaps one day I will self-efface enough to have 
my mother disown me: only after she loses faith in me, can I say everyone has lost 
faith in me. I can only hope that in time she loses hope, because by retaining it she is 
only hurting herself. I'll be patient. I'll also be honest. For now it's: buckle up, honey. 


Round 2 starts now: it's harder because it involves progressive ageing and the stark 
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realisation that you're a burn-out and will never accomplish anything close to what 
was once your potential: basically the idea everyone already had of you but you've 
manifested it into reality through a series of self-fulfilling prophecies you carefully 
fostered the conditions of and didn't allow anyone to interfere in, consciously or not. 


The fatigue says: I'm done.“ 
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iv. 2023 
198 
Occluded Understanding 


07 01 23 


IT think all information should be freely available and nobody should have to pay for 
data, literary or scientific. I should not want to contribute to such a disgustingly 


greedy system. So here's my work for free. 


Michael swallowed the small round blue pill without hesitation. Twenty-five 
milligrams of promethazine. Still available over the counter in his country... despite 
being one atom short of a crude first-generation antipsychotic given to sedate manic 
people! That didn't stop well-meaning parents from feeding it to their children to 
‘help them go to sleep’, even in 2023... "Hey, I'm not complaining". It even came in 
syrup form designed for that purpose (which costed more despite containing less 
active ingredient, naturally; protifeering characterised the business method and 
nobody questioned those above them... nobody ventured to ascertain the true cost of 
the dollar, so to speak). "The mind can justify anything when the conscience is 


blind," thought Michael. 
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He was lamenting his days spent working as a pharmacist. It made him cringe and he 
hated himself for it. "All those years studying... to be a glorified salesman sporting a 
functionless white coat to give the appearance of authority... how pathetic and fake. 
Are all professionals this way? I should have stayed in research..." he groaned, a 
pitiful cog branded dysfunctional mercilessly ripped out of the machine. The truth 
was he didn't last in research, either. Not through incompetence, but ostensibly on 
principle... so I may surmise as the narrator this as the same cause for Michael's 
having parted ways from pharmacy, too. He resented the system itself. He doubted 
he'd ever be a suitable part of any establishment and whether he'd even want to be. 
Functional wasn't enough. If he didn't feel like a human being doing any role, no 
matter what, he was (mentally and physically) out. He'd have prefered to be homeless 


or jailed, such were his convictions. 


Michael knew exactly what would happen once he felt the familiar trace of the 
promethazine pill sliding down the back of his throat in one smooth motion such that 
a lurid grin briefly shone upon his face. To his shame he caught himself and 
immediately frowned once more. Out of protest he made a show of smiling. He was 
wont to be able to smile on demand, being patently depressed and anxious, he was 
more or less always pretending, so as to fit in to the present social context. 
Adaptation. The smile had left as soon as it came. "Ill-found pride quickly shot down 


by sudden self-awareness," he thought pensively. 


Michael had extraordinarily high standards for his own behaviour and nobody ever 
challenged him otherwise, at least when it was important, and especially in his 
developmental years. He had a lousy father. His father's excuse was that he, too, had 
a lousy father. Michael's expectations were too high for anyone short of a psychopath 


such as his father to follow. 
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As Michael was not a psychopath, his rigid self-impositions only harmed him and 
those around him but that to harm himself, he told himself to cope, was his intention 
from the first short of death. Perhaps he was masochistic and/or sadistic, but more 
likely Michael simply persuaded himself he was unworthy of love and sabotaged 
himself accordingly... Just to feel... Anything. In his loneliness perhaps he was 
spiteful. But he knew well who towards: himself (he told himself). The damage he 
did to others tended to be collateral. In this way he justified the hurt he did towards 
others to protect himself, even blatant acts of spite, such as cold-shouldering people, 
ignoring them or disowning them as his friend suddenly and for no apparent reason, 
for at the end of the day his imperative was to keep people away from him. Danger 


close. 


He knew well the adage, "there's nothing anyone can tell you that's worse than what 
you can tell yourself." Well, his words were venonomous fangs, so he had to be 
careful what he said around others. He was heartsteel-resistant to what they might say 
to him and stayed freakishly calm in even physically dangerous situations, did not 
shake when his life was on the line, such that he often thought he ought to have been 


raised as a pickpocket, a spy or an assassin. 


Certainly in the wake of (even more) family neglect and the would-be absence of his 
mother, he'd have been easily persuaded to enter such training, and perhaps his life 
would be more exciting. Perhaps he'd have made tight with a gang, killed people, 
developed rap music, and died young but dangerously, respectfully, and 
meaningfully. Certainly not tepidly. Perhaps he'd have been shot or stabbed dead (the 
method really didn't matter. When he was young, he was invincible.) Perhaps that 


was the right way to go. Alas, the past has no place in the present. Was Michael 


a 


fantasising? Yes. 


After all, Michael had a gentle heart and certainly did not want or intend to hurt other 
people. He knew "revenge is sour". He knew fame and wealth held no true value. He 
had little to gain and little to lose. Or so he presently thought. He had expected to 
have killed himself by now, but unfortunately miscalculated his commitment to that 


cause. A teenage pipe-dream. 


He knew now he must take responsibility for his own life, that it would be irrationally 
selfish to end his own life while there were still people present whom seemed to care 
about him, so he told himself, and in this way he "pushed on". Furthermore, he was 
under duress, for if he was found by any "authority" to be "at risk of harming" 
himself, anybody else, or the "reputation" of either, he was sure to be institutionalised 
yet again in a mental health facility on political grounds and offered no legal leeway, 
effectively dehumanised and mistreated. One of the places they keep dissidents, so he 


thought, having personally experienced being a patient in such a place. 


But the truth was that the real reason why Michael stayed embodied in flesh and 
didn't pursue his teenage goal of achieving death was unclear to him. He often 
thought it was because he was a coward, that he had lacked access to the appropriate 
means to do so, this and that, but at the end of the day there was a deeper reason for 


his will to live that seemed to be consciously inaccessible. 


Michael was just like anyone else. He was Pavlov's Dog and so it was only natural 
for him to smile in response to the sensation of that blue and bitter pill sliding down 


his throat (at this point at his stomach) given the mental associations he'd formerly 
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made with the sensation itself. Why he felt shame he could only think of the stigmatic 
views against "recreational" drug use his contemporaries tended to have, were 
"taught" by the regurgitated dogma of bad parents and misled teachers, and how they 
would mockingly express those ill-founded views towards him or amongst each 


other. 


Even smoking was becoming increasingly frowned upon, taxed, and legislated 
against... Strangely he had legal and medical access to marijuana but it was still 
stigmatised against... yet the routine use of ethyl-alcohol was encouraged by almost 
everyone (a leading contributor to many of the co-morbidities which eventually cause 
death in most of us), including one's grandparents, if only at celebrations... But in 
large quantities... Of what is, pharmacologically speaking, effectively a barbiturate 
(the class of drugs that killed US soldiers in Pearl Harbour because of its low 
therapeutic index) with much less potency and much higher incidence of adverse 
effects. So... worse than a barbiturate (they don't give you liver disease and put strain 


on your kidneys, but only causes central nervous system (CNS) depression.) 


One single portion of ethyl-alcohol is considered to be about 5000 milligrams, which 
is about as ineffective a drug as you're going to get when scaled to its effect (most 
drugs would kill you at this dose), and the adverse effects are inversely proportional 
to the dose and incidence of use. When used chronically... often leads or at least 
contributes heavily to the development of a myriad of tragic conditions such as 
gastrointestinal cancers, liver cirrhosis, dementia, diabetes and heart disease to name 


a few. 


Whereas in comparison benzodiazepines may only give you dementia with chronic 
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use... and are very hard to overdose on unless combined with other CNS depressants 
such as the small rounded blue shell that had finally made its way through peristaltic 
waves to Michael's duodenum, where it passed through to the liver via the portal vein 
and was released into the blood. At this point approximately only twenty-five percent 
of it remained and what remained of the drug was only one sweet heartbeat away 
from being homogeneised into his circulatory system and coming into proximity to 
his blood-brain barrier, through which he knew within the next half hour this 
particular pharmacological agent would cause him comparative bliss to the horrible 


loneliness he felt. 


He cautiously thought of a side effect: prolonged QRT interval. He shuddered. He 
hated drugs that affected the heart. He hoped to never visit a hospital again, much less 
find it necessary to take drugs with strange and risky side effects such as 
antiarrythmetics. Unfortunately first generation antihistamines such as promethazine 


shared this notorious side effect. 


"Alcohol and barbiturates are to furosemide, a potent diuretic, what benzodiazepines 
are to a mild classes of antihypertensives such as ACEIs (e.g. perindopril) which are 


derived from snake venom. An enzyme inhibitor. 


The enzyme inhibited would otherwise produce a vasoconstrictor and release it into 
the blood and in its absence there would be the effect of general vasodilation of blood 
vessels which increases the volume the blood has to occupy thereby lowering the 


blood pressure. 


ACEIs constitute the mildest class of antihypertensives in terms of effects - especially 
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those on the kidney. Diuretics, on the other hand..." Michael was escaping reality 


again. 


"T'll take the benzos over alcohol any day," he thought, decidedly. "Healthier for you. 
Nicer feeling. Lasts longer. Much less side effects. Still extremely physically 
addictive..." He trailed off, curiously glossing over the latter more pertinent point he'd 


himself made, not allowing himself to acknowledge his circumspect omission. 


Michael's eyes were flat, tranquil and opaque and conveyed a certain listlessness that 
would have dismayed even the most dismal passer-by should they have noticed the 
look, but of course Michael didn't care, but that it would have taken a certain 
precision of acuity, circumspect judgement and of course chance of encounter for this 


to occur and Michael rarely set foot outside the house. 


Furthermore, as has been said, when anyone got too close to Michael he would push 
them away. Like the cactus in the prickly cactus analogy, Michael can not experience 
love because the closer anyone gets the more the cactus will hurt them. "I 
unconsciously hurt people..." Michael admitted to himself. Even he knew it was not 
malice. Yet he did it anyway. "Hanlon's Razor - Never attribute to malice that which 
is adequately explained by stupidity.... So I'm an idiot? Underground Man Idiot, so be 
it. Blessed be the Cockaroach that symbolically characterises my Metamorphosis into 
the weird ignominious burrowing creature described in agonising detail... perhaps it 
was a snake?" I don't know what to say as narrator - Michael was talking to himself. 


It probably didn't make sense or matter. 


Michael spent a lot of time thinking about dead poets, and not much time on 
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improving the circumstances of his life or the lives of those around him. He was pure 
at heart and had much integrity... but confronted issues he was presently unwilling to 
resolve, that prevented him from even having friends or relationships, and it was 


simply convenient to forget and live wandering. 


But sometimes Michael slipped, as he called it, and the last time this happened he had 
humoured the occasion to be with the most outwardly beautiful person he'd ever been 
with, a girl called Candy, in truth cat-fished, and in her pictures she appeared ten 
years younger and slimmer, but Michael politely did not mention such things (or was 


it impolite to be dishonest?) 


In any case Michael tried to see the best in Candy, given after spending several days 
with her he genuinely did feel a deep and natural attachment to her, and her 


behaviour suggested she felt the same way. 


By the second day Candy was writing remarkably loving things about Michael in her 
reputed 'Olive Fairy' book. However, strangely, other entries existed in the book that 
remained which were written by and to other men. Michael counted three, and 
stranger still were many pages ripped out - who were those pages about? Or who 


were they written by? Eventually he found out. 


Candy sussed Michael out from the first; she was clever when she was sober. Candy, 
drunk of course, scrolled through Michael's phone with no permission or remorse for 
perceived wrongdoing. She accessed his private conversations and had come to the 

opinion that he would "take any affection [he] could get", was "not into girls like her" 


but into "slim Asian girls" (Michael blushed internally, but wondered at why she 
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didn't think he found her attractive? Because she cat-fished him and neither one of 


them had mentioned it? She thought he was playing her? Insecurity? Who knows...) 


By her own admittance she'd become an alcoholic. The condition was "temporary", 
"not her", and she admittedly had good reasons for it. For how long this was 
happening Michael had surmised at least a year, since she lost her job. He was 
respectful to her in that regard, but she had no regard for his position. Nor did she 
acknowledge when he paid her rent, or took the gruelling journey to buy her wine up 


to three times a day, even in the rain, while she most likely talked to other men. 


One time Michael arrived and she simply wasn't there. She lied and said she was 
asleep, but Michael had been into her room. He mentioned this but she slyly 
explained it away. "I was on the couch downstairs, asleep." At 1OPM on a Friday 
night? He was still giving her the benefit of the doubt. Earlier on that day she was 
drunk and he heard music in the background of the phone call. Yet she still had him 
fooled. 


"Does she want me on a leash, to have a "boyfriend" but also get the best of both 
worlds? Why not find someone who wants the same thing instead of tormenting me, 
then? She talks about living together, marriage, kids... She's either genuinely crazy or 
trauma has taken her too far from my grasp. I have enough trauma of my own... let 
alone to bear the brunt of someone else's? One must be sensible, not selfless. It's not 


selfish to prioritise your own needs: it's dignified." 


Candy was a natural story teller and highly intelligent so she had Michael fooled for 


upwards of a month... but alcohol has the funny tendency to cause amnesia and in 


583 


doing so one might forget the threads of one's lies, such that it becomes simple for the 
discerning observer to see right through them, and so by degrees the increasingly 


alerted Michael had done so. 


At one point Candy nonchalantly blurted out, as if repulsed by Michael, "what are 
you even going to do with your life?" and was decidedly irritated by Michael's candid 
answer (something like "I'm not sure yet... I just want to make art, read, write, 
garden... I certainly don't want to make money). Candy didn't respond at all, as if she 
was disappointed. As if she wanted more out of life than life itself - excitement and 
glamour, money and fame. (Michael thought he saw it in Candy's eyes - the 
desperation for a life that could have been. The chase for the ship that once sailed and 
won't ever return for another departure. It was sad to see. Michael saw himself in 


Candy.) 


Michael suspected Candy's motives were of common ilk (and thought it quite lame)... 
Candy often talked about how she knew famous artists in the past through ties with 
family and friends, and even told Michael a long, puerile story about how she almost 
made it with a famous musician in a shopping centre and regretted not flirting more at 


the time. 


Michael often wondered what she might have been thinking when Candy fell silent 
but decided it would be better not to mention he'd noticed. It became clear one day; 
maybe it had became too much for her conscience to hurt someone she recognised as 
conscientious, so she would go back to hurting other men, men who, like her, used 
others for sex, nothing more, nothing less. Nothing. He burrowed mentally, not 


wanting to see reality for what it was, the illusion becoming increasingly apparent 
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like an oasis on the desert horizon. Could not be kept out of mind. 


Michael attempted to ignore all this for as long as his conscience allowed but 
inevitably the house of cards crashed down. When one month into this lovey-dovey 
escapade of lounging around doing nothing but what is free, demonstrating and 
observing one another's behaviours (for the first two weeks it was amazing and 
much-needed for both parties, I'm sure), surely each began to take the other for 
granted, they had grown bored of each other and let their guard down, still in mutual 
cowardice unwilling to admit it, and when previously Candy had been sure they'd 
"get married" eventually, and oh she said it non-stop, amongst other things, that they 
were made for each other, that she loved to wake up next to to him, they were meant 
to be, she loved him... so he'd been reasonably reassured to the same, but in time the 


truth lets itself be heard. 


Typically when Candy was lying she said very little... she would omit, alter, or 
otherwise fabricate events and occurrences. Michael didn't want it to be true, but by a 
slow process of deduction, he felt something was off, and Michael worked out Candy 
was an incorrigible liar. Candy's irreputable burn-out of a house-mate had warned 
Michael about this, but Michael took everything that man said with a grain of sand. It 


wasn't even worth salt. Yet the man had been right. 


Candy said things like "so you'd be jealous if I hung out with my guy mates from 
time to time" and "I think of him like he's my autistic little brother! Of course we're 


only friends." Candy was very convincing because she did not want to lose Michael. 


Candy was even talking to her ex-boyfriend Chris who she was still evidently deep in 
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love with (and therefore using Michael) and had constant contact with at least three 
other guys who she'd met on Tinder, and she still was on Tinder despite having said 
she'd deleted it. She never left the company of her phone screen and was always 
secretive around it. She stored it face down on the table (wonder why). She never let 


Michael see the phone. The one time he did... 


"So, the Olive Fairy really is a fantasy," thought a disillusioned Michael. Candy knew 
that all along? No. But she has been consciously deceiving me. Eyes fixed on Candy, 
she lied to him once more and Michael suddenly snatched the phone from her hands 
to see her "blocked" ex-boyfriend Chris on the other end of the messenger screen. 
The last message sent, by her, a seconds ago, was: "I want us." In a drunken sobbing 
fit she admitted, "I sabotaged myself. I thought this wouldn't work out so I set myself 


up for failure." 


Michael told her he didn't love her anymore, that he was leaving and needed his 
things, and despite Candy's pleading his heart had turned to ice. "Surely not again? 
How can anyone do this to someone else... and yet every time... how much patience 


do I need? Is it me? Am I the problem?" 


"Sorry. I don't love you anymore. I want my things back so I can leave." Michael 
repeated the mantra until she gathered his things she'd hidden in an attempt to force 
him to stay, including his silver necklace and batch of marijuana-containing cookies 


(his medication). 


Finally Candy gave him his stuff back. "There's nothing left for me here." Fire 
burning in them, Michael's eyes flashed. "Play me like this? You thought I would 
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buckle?" He stared with deep anger into Candy's eyes and gauged her response: 
nothing. Just fear. Afraid of my response to what she did. Patently immature and 
completely unaccountable to her own behaviour. She walked out of the room, 


probably to call her ex-boyfriend or another "friend" to get advice. 


Michael picked up her prized Olive Fairy book and calmly and methodically ripped 
out and into shreds each and every page pertaining to him, so as to hurt Candy. One 
final petty act. Michael let the torn pages, crumpled and strewn, float back down to 
the damaged book left open on the foot of Candy's bed. He lackadaisically rose, 
gathered his bags, gave an intensely dirty look to the direction of Candy, pausing 
briefly, and without further ado left for good. 


Back at home, Michael sighed. "Back to square one," he thought, "but this time I'm 
better off for it." He decided he'd better "work on himself" a long time before meeting 
someone else, not only that but he'd never use dating apps again. "They breed lust 
and liars. If I should ever find someone worth humouring, they should have to go 
against the grain of God. That is, they must be honest, no matter how honest they 


claim to be. They must be truly honest." 


Recognising he would most likely never find somebody to meet that calibre, Michael 
resigned himself to an uncertain limbo, declared himself a dead man walking, still 
alive but in the queue to die (gladly so), doomed to live his life an ant sprayed with 
formaldehyde, someone who would always be judged but never understood, and he 
surrendered to this fate, his saving grace, to be an artist, and counted his blessings 


where he could, frustrated yet liberated. 
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199 
On COVID 


31.01.23 


I consider it to be my moral duty to convey important truths. Please consider this 
comment I left on a 2021 piece about how we still need to be "safe" regarding 
COVID. It's 2023 now and we have the benefit of hindsight. If you can argue against 
any point I've made, please do so. Otherwise quiet your bitterness. I've put a lot of 


thought into this and I've been following the narrative (the BS one too). 
The tide is turning. To which side of history does your moral compass point? 


P.S. I haven't said anything here that hasn't already been said by pundits such as Joe 


Rogan, Jimmy Dore, Tucker Carlson, and of course Jordon Trishton Walker (lol). 


"You should probably re-evaluate these statements [about wearing masks and being 
'safe'] in light of recent admissions by Pfizer Director of Research and Development 


Jordon Trishton Walker... Seen the videos yet? Lol. 
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There are many misconceptions here I don't blame you for holding at the time [2021] 


due to how captured mainstream media and government are. 


At any rate, I would just like to add that cloth masks don't actually prevent the 


transmission of viral particles whatsoever, so wear a proper mask if you must. 


But unless I was living under a rock for the past two years I would be much, much 
more concerned with the lasting effects the lockdown mandates had on world 
populations, mental health decline, suicide uptick especially in youths, oh and the 
small fact that the vaccines don't actually prevent or inhibit transmission of the 
disease... not to mention are now causally related to vaccine injuries such as 
myocarditis which a few months ago people were called conspiracy theorists for 


suggesting. 


To top it all off, like I and other non-charlatans were saying in early 2021 (a Stanford 
Professor of Medicine was shadow-muted on Twitter for the entire duration of the 
pandemic for daring to suggest that) natural immunity is more effective than 


vaccination in this case. 


Actually, there can be made a convincing case that COVID vaccinations have 
actually delayed or inhibited our immune systems from becoming accustomed to 


these new (lab-synthesised) viral epitopes. 
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So, yeah, nothing in this essay is correct, and I encourage you to re-evaluate your 
position... Especially in light of recent events (referring to the Jordan Trishton Walker 
incident - seen the videos? LOL.) I mean this respectfully and am sorry if you 


interpret it any other way. 


To elaborate: they never actually tested for transmissibility, lied about it in European 
Parliament, tried to hide the data (for 75 years!!!), still haven't released it because it 
doesn't exist or is gerrymandered beyond recognition; they also shamed and 
condemned unvaccinated people as a threat to the vaccinated - contrary to common 
sense - ask anyone who knows anything about virology; lied about herd immunity; 
affected the legislation in terms of "national security" in lasting and sinister ways we 
haven't seen since 9/11; they lied that the virus came from the wet market and not 
from the Wuhan lab; they lied about the efficacy of pre-existing drugs on COVID 


such as hydroxychloroquine and ivermectin, to get emergency use authorisation... 


All this to milk the "cash cow" - to swindle the population and make a whole bunch 
of money. Which they did. And now they're openly admitting to mutating the viruses 


in their own labs, calling it "directed evolution", and still people are in the dark? 


Yikes! Expect this to go on for years to come. They want money, and if anything gets 
released and results in an outbreak, well, what can you do? Not make money? They'll 


have the vaccine ready! That's the plan :) 


Smh @ anyone who is still gullible and uncritical enough to fall for this." 
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200 
How To Lie 


08 02 23 


In contemporary society we incessantly repeat platitudes inherited from former, saner 
societies and pass them off as learned knowledge, as definite truths. We tell our youth 
we are most fond of the Greeks and the Biblical Christians but in practice once we 
reach adulthood it is more or less impossible to practise such principles and still hold 
a job, or stay out of prison, remain unostracised by polite society, or not be 
persecuted in some way as was Jesus Christ for the very same. We worship the man 
for principles we are personally and collectively too cowardly to hold and in doing so 
make it much more difficult for the few of us who are courageous to advance as 


individuals in any meaningful way. 


"Bad men need nothing more to compass their ends, than that good men should look 


on and do nothing." 
John Stuart Mill 


This (the values we insist on having) is an example of one of the lies we routinely but 
unconsciously tell ourselves and others to consolidate and conserve what little power 
we feel we have left as individuals, having been systemically disenfranchised by The 
State and its' malignant tentacles from birth (and our ancestors before - it's a 
multigenerational affair, our being frogs in a hot water bath)... rather than, despite our 
political differences, unite against and dismantle the forces that sequester power from 


the individual. But don't worry! We made a few families very rich. Two of them start 
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with 'R'. Money must be more important than honesty. That's certainly the impression 


I get. 


"They" (I use this word at the risk of "sounding paranoid" ruined Tesla, possibly the 
greatest genius of the late eighteenth century, still to this day we don't have access to 
his research, only some of it, heavily redacted, and the best excuse seems to be "It's 
essential to protect military secrets" or "for the sake of national security". To take a 


tangent - "national security" is the biggest lie ever told. 


To digress - I think also of Ignaz Semmelweis, who realised through scientific 
experimentation that the washing of one's hands by the medical professional would 
lower death rates in hospitals particularly in obstetrics. He was diagnosed insane, left 
to rot in a mental asylum wherein he later died, and not long after (ostensibly thanks 
to Loius Pasteur's Germ Theory) we realised he was actually right. We didn't even 
bother to attempt to repeat his experiments before allowing him to die thinking in 
consensus that he was insane. That's what we really are. Cowardly charlatans and 
liars who only dare tell the truth when The Ministry of Truth has stamped the 


document three times certifying its truthfulness. . . . 


We lie about possessions, status, how much money we make, what we look like, what 
our philosophies are... we lie in daily discussions for the sake of convenience (as if 
any of it really matters); indeed many of us go to great lengths to fit the mould. But is 
any of this necessary, let alone natural? And why go to such great lengths? Why be 
participant to such a high level of stress, when one can just be honest? Just to fit in? 
Just for the convenience? Isn't this defeatism, taking the path of least resistance, 
pessmism hiding behind a facade of "I'm doing the right thing because I'm told so by 
everyone else in my vicinity who are also doing what I believe to be the right thing 


because they were told so. . . ." Circular logic. As reliable as Pascal's Wager. 


The beginning of the last chapter of the Tao Te Ching loosely states, 
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"Words of truth are not pleasing. 


Pleasing words are not truthful... ." 


So which is it - do you want to please people or tell them the truth? Would you like to 
be ingratiated or be told the truth? I see your response already - everything is best in 
moderation - tell the truth but be kind or at least try not to be unkind. Sorry but NO. 
This is the incorrect approach. Just as The Mental Health Handbook teaches to not 
justify the hallucinations of a psychotic person, I will not validate your resolve to be 


dishonest. 


No matter how "nice" and benevolent you appear to be or really are, honesty itself is 
the highest form of benevolence. Do you (does anyone) have any good faith 
argument to the contrary? I would genuinely be surprised, and frankly honoured, 


should I be presented with one. 


Conversely, hiding your true feelings in any case is shameful. Does any other 
organism do this, or feel impelled to do so? Alan Watts said, "to be is to deceive." He 
used the example of the lyre bird - a creature that relies on mimicry to survive. Yes, 
the lyre bird is a liar. Yet the lyre bird's actions are natural. Where did we go wrong? 
By defying our very nature, by taking for granted erroneous philosophies, by 
mistaking logos for fact and relying on arguments from authority, by aiming to angle 
ourselves in a personally advantageous trajectory thinking none of the disadvantages 
that will carry through cause and effect to others by our doing so, as if we're a rocket 
taking off and leaving behind all of the launch infrastructure (that we just used) to 
burn in flames, thinking nothing of the interconnectedness of the cosmos, nothing of 
empathy, compassion or brotherhood. Deaf and dull drudgery - for some luxuries, 
conveniences, and most importantly to feel like we belong somewhere - pathetic as 


we are - just replace your carbon for silicon already. .. . 


So rather than set a precedent, like Jesus Christ did (or to give a more documented 


example, Socrates) to always tell the truth knowing it to be the right thing to do in the 
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absence of malicious intent, to not lie by omission, to not hyperintellectualise or be 
intellectually dishonest, in a word to not use mental gymnastics to excuse oneself 
from one's moral obligation to be honest. ... We prefer to lie. We were brought up 


this way. 


But if everyone was honest and principled as most of us were taught to be (by 
hypocrites) in our childhood and extensive years of "education" (better word: 
conditioning), there would simply be no need to lie. By lying, you're perpetuating the 
precedent that this behaviour is acceptable in our culture, not only acceptable but 


normal and even necessary. 


So you're a liar and lying is necessary - dare I suggest that to be your position? I 
assume my accusation does not startle you in the least - and you might in turn 
recognise I am a hypocrite. If you made it that far, well done! Stage One - 


Disillusionment. 


Well, if you're going to be engaged in this lying business (you're not a saint, are you?) 
then at least do it the right way. Stay close to the centre of The Tight-Rope of Truth 
as you can and with grace and intrepity continue onwards; do not allow yourself to be 
distracted by the the currents of murky black water swirling and crashing beneath. 


You wouldn't want to lose balance. 


“The simple step of a courageous individual is not to take part in the lie. "One word 


of truth outweighs the world.” 


Aleksandr I. Solzhenitsyn 
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FOREWARD 


I implore you, one who has any heart or spirit, I plead to your highest compassion to 
hear my case, to not merely mock me and discard what I have to say, but please, to 
attempt to understand what I am trying wholeheartedly to convey. Then, for God's 
sake, act with a gait that suggests you're in possession of a moral compass or any 
level of conscientiousness or integrity for that matter. Speak up for what you believe 
in, for what you know in your heart of hearts to be right, otherwise where-from will 
you derive your sense of worth, and how might your conscience plague you? Please 


and thank you. 


DISCLAIMER 


I won't ever delete one's comment, but if one intends on making a comment then I 


might suggest sticking to the topic rather than caricaturing me or misrepresenting my 
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position. 


I should have thought I made my position crystal clear in the essay itself such that 
any sensible person who disagrees ought to be able with ease to cite points I've 


actually made and refute them on merit alone (I at least made an attempt to do this on 


my part.) 


If one can not engage in discussion using simple reasoning then consider one is likely 
affected by emotion and of clouded judgement. One may simply be conflating one's 
misguided view with a projected straw-man of myself just because I happen to be the 
writer, in effect shooting the messenger, and worse still actually offering nothing 
substantial to the discussion and cynically murkying the already murky waters. We've 
all been there - save oneself the embarrassment. And kindly do not murky the already 


murky waters, please. 


Just like with the Iraq War, time will prove one wrong in any case. That is unless one 
is a War Pig. Well, first of all, does one consider oneself a moral person. . . secondly, 
has one read Animal Farm? No judgement from me, I should always forgive 
ignorance, but I do think one whom condones war must be psychotic. What other 
explanation is there for someone who condones State-sanctioned genocide and 
political chess other than that they are psychotic? I'm really asking because I'm not 


sure. 


As I have made disturbingly clear, I have no respect for artists whom condone war. 
But let us not be childish. I may grudgingly concede that one is still an artist and of 


our tribe (not that one would then care for my tainted validation), but I reserve the 
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right to resent anyone whom, given any level of thought, condones war in any sense, 
believing them to be psychotic, politically-affected, personally biased due to financial 


investments or otherwise delusional. 


In any case I would not immediately attack one's character were they to give an 
argument to the contrary (we're all adults, no?) - 1t would be much more effective to 
address (and agree with, add to or detract from, or dismantle (depending on one's 
reference point)) the arguments one made in a sensible manner to inform and improve 
public opinion, if not by demonstrating what is right then by demonstrating what is 
wrong at one's own expense, to be noble rather than stoop to personal weakness by 


engaging in character attacks. 


I would like to clarify that I understand the ostensible requirement for (strictly) 
defensive military in collectivist nations, which is ironically why I defend Russia's 
stance in this War in this essay and condemn NATO, in another breath why I support 
the second amendment in the US (because why should The State be armed and their 
people emasculated???) and in another why I resent every contemporary political 


system in practice. 


To be clear I resent any nationalistic vision whether it be Russian, American or 
Antarctic. In other words, I don't care for patriotism one way or the other and have no 


biased stake in this matter beyond my firmly anti-war sentiment that I've always held. 


Finally, I'm not obliged to defend words that were put in my mouth - so kindly don't 
bother doing so. Like I said, refute any point I made in the essay itself if you have 


anything whatever to say or better yet make one single argument yourself if you wish 
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to contribute and/or say something to the contrary. Why not, if you're so sure of 
yourself? One must not hold oneself in a particularly high esteem if that is the 


strength of one's conviction. 


And yes, I do not think it is ridiculous to give a voice to my beliefs, even if they 
should be wrong. Demonstrate how I am wrong, then. Too lazy? Or unable? I think 
one would be ridiculous to mock me in the absence of the ability to present any 
substantial counter-argument or even produce one single argument in itself, 


especially if one called oneself an artist. 


Thank you for respecting these terms! 


PREFACE 


This was written in response to a piece about The Ukraine War. Feel free to respond. 
I won't delete your comment like the author did mine because I don't censor people 
who challenge my own beliefs with alternative opinions - I hear them out and reason 
my case to the best of my ability with earnest considerations in mind and no ulterior 
motive because it's the reasonable (unemotional) thing to do (to discuss a topic rather 


than authoritatively shut it down - how embarassingly uncourageous to say the least.) 


Anyway, I appreciate that the author's misguided view inspired me to write this 
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article. Just what is an article anyway? I've always called these things essays... . I 


also do not blame the author for holding such a view. 


Nor do I hold a grudge or otherwise malevolent view toward them, but to be blunt I 
believe they are completely wrong and therefore misinforming people and worse still 
reinforcing the beliefs of delusional others, in which case I see it as my moral duty to 
contradict their given narrative (which upon closer inspection and as I will presently 
demonstrate resembles more than anything the narrative of the mainstream press 


(whom are funded by ... .*ding ding ding*. . . .corporations and the government.)) 
g 


Corporate/government-captured media organisations pose a fearsome force, but 
slowly, my brothers, independent media sources are rising up like we haven't seen for 
many decades (they have been systematically stifled since the middle of the last 
century, any reader of Chomsky knows) but thankfully in 2023 we see now an 
exponential growth in public awareness of corporate-lobbied political deception, 
transparency like we've never seen before, a gold-mine of vindication for the justly 
skeptical (not to mention diminished trust in government in general and institutions 


particularly medical and patient care). 


These are all good things. One should think for oneself and not blindly trust 
authorities. Of course there is collateral damage. The lesser of two evils is still evil. 


Have faith in what you believe to be just and be patient. All will be well. 


I haven't formerly written anything about current geopolitics so far because I know 
next to nothing about geopolitics. But I do know this much about The Ukraine War 


that in fact the author of the piece I was responding to whom, again, deleted my 
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comment because it contradicted their own view and therefore I can only assume 
must have offended their sensibilities, clearly does not. . . . and I would like to use 


this opportunity to make my own perspective clear. 


Frankly, I think it's ridiculous that at this point in time we must have this discussion. 
The facts are indisputable. Yet here we are facing absurdity. Such has been the effect 
caused by the stranglehold on the flow on information the corporate/government- 
captured media (I call them propaganda outlets) has had to swindle public opinion in 
such an unprecedented way and coordinated in such a psychotic manner to the effect 
that the average person now (ironically) equates Putin to Hitler and ‘leaves that at 
that' wishing pathetically to appeal to nationalist values, to primal values and base 


pathos, usually knowing full well the extent of their disingenuity. .. . *sigh* 


I have not mentioned the author's name in my work and cited statements in quotations 
marks. My original comment on the author's piece was, again, removed by the author. 
So there is no connection between this piece and the author's likeness. I would like to 


focus on the substance of argument and not character. 


I can only see the act of censorship as shameful and of course it is unbecoming for an 
artist to act this way but there is no cause to act with immaturity and I will not single 
them out just because I believe their position to be unfounded and their views to be 


fundamentally flawed. I will now demonstrate my case. 
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START 


"It's about Russia's attack on Ukraine." 


"proud and brave people. . . .fighting for democracy. . . .for their very lives. . . 
.against a [destructive] monster. . . .{[whom I believe is at war only for personal and 
national benefit]. . . .[this horrible monster whom has done all these inexplicit things I 
have provided no examples of or evidence for on the basis of my erroneous premise 
which is for the most part a conglomeration of conjectural half-truths about national 
geopolitical goals telling of nothing substantial beyond basic patriotism (nationalism) 
and I only ever suggested it to appeal to the reader's sense of compassion]. . . .[I, a 
person sitting comfortably in the developed world, typing ferociously and frothing 
before an LCD screen "stand with the Ukranians" and "hope Russia fails" [at 
annihiliating a soverign threat after diplomatic measures were categorically rejected 
by the US and therefore Russia had literally no choice but to do so]. . . (and like a 
house of cards my narrative came crashing down. . . .Oh no, I was wrong! Wow. .. 


I'm so petty I'd never admit it.) 


"You're spreading a lie - the mainstream media don't need your help. You're on the 
wrong side of history so I'd keep it to yourself because if you really learn about what 
you're claiming to know about then you'd recognise that what you're really doing by 
lying here on no reasonable foundation (in fact no attempt was made at substantiating 
your position which consisted of nothing but conjecture) is supporting ACTUAL 
Nazis (e.g. the Azov (and other) Battalion(s) of the Ukranian military (noticed the 
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Bandera patches or Swastika tattoos yet?)) (not to mention NATO-sponsored foreign 
mercenaries (now including ISIS! (noticed their notorious skull insignias yet? The 
Libyan people do. Ask one. While we're on the topic - look up what the US/NATO 
have been doing in Libya, Iran, Somalia, Ethopia, Afghistan and Yemen recently 
(and currently)) But good luck finding any of that information out in Traditional 
(corporate/government-captured propagandistic) Western Media) (because they're on 
"our side" we don't refer to them as 'terrorists')); the recordbreaking sales of arms 
(70% of which end up on the black market and into places like The Middle East and 
Africa, conveniently for the US whom support rebels in these areas) and in general 
WAR itself which you're conveniently not a part of (and don't strike me as the type to 


be attending the Anti-War Rally this week at Lincoln Memorial). 


"Russia! Russia's bad! Putin's evil!" 


Why's that? 


"He invaded Ukraine!" 


Why did he invade Ukraine? 


"Because he's evil!" 
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Do you actually buy your own bullshit? That's incredible. 


You're seriously so nihilistic and delusional (but evidently believe yourself wise) that 


you're genuinely happy to sit back and pontificate on FUCKING WAR. 


Sorry but you're not Henry Kissinger. Your behaviour is nothing short of sickening. 
And you call yourself an artist? What are you, a pro-war artist? What a joke. Or an 


intelligence agent? I'm curious because I've never met a real artist who's pro-war. 


Let's give you the benefit of the doubt by assuming you're a misinformed artist. Or a 


hack. 


But why are you so sure of yourself? Why are you stating with such arrogance these 
misfounded beliefs, that can easily be gleaned (with a more convincing an effect) 
from the average CNN or MSNBC morning broadcast? (Because you're parroting 
them?) 


What is it that has you so convinced? Could it be that everyone around you thinks the 
same and your pride does not permit you to be honest? Perhaps you routinely watch 
the "News" on corporate/State-captured Television and Radio channels which 
validates your cognitive biases daily (thank God for laugh-tracks). Hate to break it to 
you, man, but we're not in the early 1960's anymore. TV isn't as reliable and 


independent as it used to be (you're propagandised). 
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Furthermore, there is such a thing as critical thought. I really wish you would instead 
listen to somebody with a grasp of reality such as Aaron Maté, Jackson Hinkle or 
Max Blumenthal - you know, real journalists, ones whom despite telling the truth are, 
amazingly: still alive, unjailed, and have in-tact reputations (unlike Julian Assange - 


but let's not talk about that! Let's continue being complicit to The State.) 


By suggesting that Russia is an aggressor in The Ukraine War (give me one shred of 
evidence, mind you (I will presently give evidence to the contrary)), not only are you 
supporting actual modern-day Nazis but the US-NATO military-industrial- 
government complex and the forces keeping associated entities in orbit with the 
power nucleus of State Intelligence operators, a few permanent secrataries in 
Washington DC and military top brass (Pentagon officials have more authority than 


State officials no matter what the law says or what you think). 


In fact, if you knew anything whatsoever about politics you'd know that the civil 
service, intelligence organisations, corporate and military organisations and a handful 
of oligachs are they whom truly run the government and the Ministers are in fact 
glorified puppets; they whom have true power are faceless. Al Capone learnt the hard 


way that you can't pull the strings and also be a public figure - that was his downfall. 


Ministers are puppy dogs with perks. The fall guys. Laughed at by the 'smart' guys 
behind gilded mahogany doors, their advisors. The Minister (or whatever authority, 
duh) is there specifically because they know nothing, will not ask questions about 
policies or attempt to change them in any effective way, nor will anything be done in 
the interest of the public relating to economics, but will obediently follow (in their 


term limit) the advice of their advisor (a civil servant with no term limit) to the last 
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word because the reason they're there in the first place is that they were surveilled 
and vetted and deemed by basement-masturbator creeps (CIA, FBI, DHS, NSA, NIH 
and other (mostly clandestine cut-outs (e.g. COINTELPRO) surveillance 
organisations, now legislatively government apparati) to be "sound" and will 
ultimately do nothing but ratify decisions made deceptively and through corruption 
(lobbying power and anonymous donations or "grants" to "campaigns" or "trusts" or 


"NGOs" or "foundations") by powerful interests. 


That's right. Just another brilliant scheme to upwardly and laterally transfer wealth - 
an ancient mechanism held tight to the gold-laden chests of economists who, not 
unlike Golem from Lord of the Rings, would fall into magma to clutch at blood 


diamonds, such that they do. ... 


To quote Sir Humphrey Abbleby from the show Yes, Minister, "4A sound man will 
understand what is required. He will perceive the implications. He will have a 


sensitive and sympathetic insight into the overall problem.'... . A man of broad 


understanding. .. . and unimpeachable integrity." 


To which the response from the Minister was, "Ah... .so “sound” actually means 


"bent?"” 


The Minister must be "sound" for corruption to remain entrenched (lest they end up 


like JFK). 


Anyway. .. .| doubt you want to hear the real reason why Putin invaded Ukraine as 
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it's been painstakingly explained by sensible people such as Jeffrey Sachs, Scott 
Ritter, and Col. Douglas MacGregor but I will explain it anyway for the benefit of the 


reader. 


Let's start from what is most easily demonstrated. NATO promised to never expand 
Eastward. ... So why is NATO now on Russia's border? Was it not enough to 
assimilate Lithuania, Latvia, Estonia and Turkey? Not to mention Poland, Romania 
and every country to and past Germany with the exception of a few so-called neutral 
countries. What's next - Belarus? No wonder NATO desperately wants Ukraine. To 
the point they'll have it in ruins like they had all their previous victims. . . .Libya, 
Somalia, Yemen, Ethiopia, Syria, Afghanistan, Iraq. . . to name a few. . . .(and 
probably soon their attention will shift towards Iran and Taiwan - the pattern is 
transparent to the discerning observer). I don't see any mainstream "journalists" 
asking these basic questions to people whom ought to be held accountable such as 


State Members complicit to the actions of NATO. 


It is now beyond "crazy" or a "conspiracy theory", the fact that the US (to be specific 
the CIA) backed the Maidan coup, a violent coup on the Democratically elected 
government of Ukraine led by Yanukovich in February of 2014. (citation: leaked tape 
between then US Assistant Secretary of State Victoria Nuland and US Ambassador to 
Ukraine Geoffrey Pyatt. Here's a link from the BBC: 
https://www.bbc.com/news/world-europe-26079957 (Ukraine crisis: Transcript of 
leaked Nuland-Pyatt call / Published 7 February 2014)). 


To leave out the fact that the Maidan coup occurred in 2014 would be to lie by 


omission, significant as it is in the context of the development of the The Ukraine 
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War. But this is exactly what propagandistic Western press do. Suppress, fabricate or 
otherwise misrepresent information on the whim of their masters. The Maidan coup 
fueled the following Donbas war in which thousands of civilians died and quite 


evidently prompted the invasion by Russia. 


Four Russian-ethnic populations of Eastern Ukraine, the Donbas, elected to declare 
independence (and later held referendums to the effect that 90% of peoples voted to 
join the Russian Federation (which is as much as I recall is still shamelessly being 
reported as "illegal referendums forced by Russia" in the propagandistic Western 


press). 


The response from the Donbas' peoples' claim to independence was initially met by 
violence from the freshly installed Ukranian government whom immediately started 
shelling them with bombs. . . hence the thousands of civilian deaths. . . two peace 
accords (Minsk 1 and 2) were signed but the shelling did not stop, in fact intensified 
at its later stages, and the accords were nullified when, provoked, Russia intervened 
militarily starting with Crimea. Of course none of this was reported in Western 


media. It was all "Putin bad, Ukraine good". 


Angela Markel, Former German Chancellor, later admitted the Minsk agreements 
were "signed to give Ukraine time to strengthen intself [in preparation for war]". 
There's also a clip of the German Energy Minister from 2014 explaining that 
Germany should move away from Russian natural gas and towards US petroleum 
fuel, and others of various US Officials discussing ideas to dissuade Germany and the 


EU away from Russian energy and persuade them to buy American energy. 
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In December of 2021, when the outset of war became apparent, Russia proposed 
several peace treaties to the US which included extensive projections for the war and 
pleas to compassion but the US categorically rejected all of Moscow's proposals. 
Naturally Russia's hand was forced not only to take Crimea but to insure their future 
security by moving forward to annihilate what had rightfully been deemed a threat - 
the corrupt Ukrainian government. Cue the psy-ops campaign you're probably at least 


in part affected by. "Ukraine is America's number one priority," said Joe Biden. 


Let it be known that many attempts at establishing peace have since been made but 
blocked by the US, made not only by Russian government and peoples but by other 
organisations in other countries. It seems almost like the US are blocking any 
prospect of peace, that they want this war to drag out (gee, I wonder why, I'm sure it 
couldn't possibly relate to what Julian Assange said - "it's not about winning the war, 
it's about having a perpetual war. . . .[for profit]"). I'm sure the US (or any truly 
soverign country with true self-respect for that matter), would have done and would 


do the same as Russia had done and is doing now. 


Russia's stated goals have not changed since the beginning of the war whereas US 
have been all over the place. Anyone who's been paying attention knows it. The EU 
is not happy. Heard many EU Parliamentary hearings lately? The US and NATO are 
happy to let the majority suffer for the profit of a few. Where have I heard that 


before? 


Russia said at the beginning of the war that barring peace negotiations they would not 
only liberate the Donbas but take Kiev itself. That is exactly what they have done and 


are doing. All reports I have seen from the ground in those areas reflect favourably on 
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the Russian soldiers. In fact, when you hear about people ‘fleeing Ukraine' most of 
them are in fact 'fleeing to Russia' whom is graciously allowing their migration (and 
that had been going on since the beginning of the war - people certainly seemed to 


want to get away from Ukraine and towards Russia. 


Conversely, all reports from the Ukranian soldiers reflect very poorly on the 
Ukranian leadership - almost like they see their troops as dispensible and the war as a 
game. They think they are protected by the US, but will end up like Iraq - all the 
same tactics. The US are backstabbers - look at their history. Undoubtedly, this will 


not end well for Ukraine. 


Early on in the war Zelensky actually got a guarantee from Putin that he would not be 
assassinated and reportedly was very relieved upon receiving such information. But I 


think Zelensky's own soldiers will take him before Russia. . . . 


In the light of rejected peace negotiations and given this information, it would seem 
Russia has been right to take such actions as they have. Morally, that is. If you're an 
intelligence agent then obviously this doesn't apply to you (because you don't have 


morals by definition of your role). 


US/NATO are still blocking peace negotiations . . . .and have had the audacity to 
impose sanctions on otherwise innocent countries wouldwide who'd have preferred to 


stay out of war entirely. 


Fortunately these petulant actions have backfired economically and relationship 
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between BRICS nations (Brazil, Russia, India, China, Saudi Arabia and Africa) have 
strengthed. The rouble and yen are at all-time highs. . . .China and Russia 
incentivised their citizens weeks ago to buy out gold and silver reserves; they 


removed tax on precious metals. 


Russia just mobilised an additional 300k troops and have many in reserve. . . .they're 
fine. The West is panicking. Germany and NATO have declared War. The US still 
hasn't - but is presently considering sending marines to which the response by Russia 
is that if special ops forces are sent by the US, there will be "unpredictably dangerous 
consequences". Do they want to somehow try to keep their hands clean, refusing to 
accept responsibility for their own actions, wanting others to do all the work on their 


behalf? Let's see. 


The West (NATO/US/The Zelensky government) is showing how much they value 
human life in Bahkmut, Ukraine right now, colloquially dubbbed a "meat-grinder"; a 
deathtrap for mercenaries and unfortunate Ukranian soldiers. It's sad. I remember an 
interviewer recently asked a Ukranianian commander about the "average life of a 
front-line Ukranian soldier" being about four hours; he hesitated (apparently not 
knowing what to say), and then commented tepidly that he thought it might be longer 


than four hours. 


So, not only economically, but Russia is devastatingly winning on the battlefield 
despite what you may think. 150k KIA at least (Ukraine) and 15-25k KIA (Russian). 
Buhkmut is now a "meat-grinder", as is Soledar, and all of the industrial regions of 
Ukraine have been annexed into Russia, the biggest major supply route has now 


come under full Russian LOS. Ukraine is fucked. They try to convince you otherwise 
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for more money - it's a money laundering scheme using military contracts. 


Ukraine is doomed, I tell you. Seen any of the footage coming back from the 


battlefield? I have. 


Do you think any of this makes me happy? That I want or condone any of it? Of 
course not. I never wanted War to begin with. I've always felt that way since I was a 


child. 


But you don't poke the bear and then expect Newton's Second Law to not apply to 


you personally. 


Do I even need to mention the fact that both Joe Biden and Victoria Nuland 
expressed pre-maturely that if Russia were to invade Ukraine "there will be no more 
Nordstream-2" and then all of a sudden with very stragetic timing might I add the 
very same German-Russian owned infrastructure was mysteriously blown up with 
timed explosives by an unknown entity and everyone was silent for a little while 
because nobody is courageous enough to speak the truth, that the US sabotaged those 
pipelines in a customary act of terrorism - nothing new to them - and is now seen 
explained in stories in mainstream media articles such as NYT, when before the 


officials were speechless? 


Do I need to point out that these same officials now express glee in the fact that 
Nordstream-2 is now a "hunk of metal at the bottom of the sea" despite their political 


affiliation? Quote by Victoria Nuland - "Senator Cruz, like you, I am, and I think the 
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administration is, very gratified to know that Nord Stream 2 is now, as you like to 


say, a hunk of metal at the bottom of the sea." 


That. . . .as a direct result of this "mysterious" terrorist attack Germany can no longer 
rely upon Russia for cheap gas, and that it is an indispensible benefit to the US in 


terms of wartime policy? The Germans are silent on the matter? Pathetic. 


The Seymour Hersh report recently confirmed that the US blew up the pipelines and 


slowly its veracity is being reported in the media. 


As usual the messenger is being shot. Or more precisely ignored as if a lunatic. 
Common tactic of intelligence - smear campaigns - they did it to Malcolm X and 


MLK Jr - they'd do it to you, too. 


The US are children, squabbling and bickering like children do. But they sure know 
how to hold public opinion - how to act authoratively and command respect. They 
just don't know the first thing that comes after, morally (excited just to be validated to 
begin with, because in general we're taught we're born in sin, that we're inferior and 


must Fear God because he Loves us. Yikes.) 


Do we need to discuss the war crimes? The execution of a Russian national? The 
apparent use of chemical weapons? What of the evidence pointing to the use of 
cyanogen-chloride gas-canister-equipped drones, not to mention white phosphorous 
and depleted urantum munitions sent by the US and being used by the Ukranian 


military? What about the recent corruption scandals that forced many high level 
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personnel out of the Zelensky government? No? Oh, ok - another time. 


Ukraine is being used by the US in a game of geopolitical chess against Russia. They 
are trying to do the same with Taiwan against China. If you can't concede this much, 
I don't know what to tell you other than perhaps try to think for yourself and look for 
better informed peers and maybe News sources that are truthful and not 
propagandistic through vested corporate interests, because clearly you've only been 
exposed to the latter and not reflected beyond the surface on the issue at all. 
Otherwise state your case giving any argument whatsoever, refute my case given any 
counter-argument whatsoever or stay silent (and therefore complicit to your 


government's pro-war agenda) lest you humiliate yourself. 


But remember your silence now will speak volumes later - by being complicit to the 
lie you are now taking part in you are morally on par with the people doing the lying 
and murdering - bury your head in the sand all you want, I can't promise you "bliss" 


when you eventually pull your "ignorant" head out... . 


Discussion 


I've certainly left a lot of smoking guns out of this artillery range but I may edit it. As 
far as I'm concerned I've already "won" this argument barring further discussion 


and/or censorship. 
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The author clearly had no interest in discussing this topic to begin with, anyhow. 
They just wanted to feel like they were right, and be validated by their peers to that 
effect, whereas their main information source seems, absurdly, to be reports on 


television channels. 


Not that I wanted to be right about genocide! But in this case where life and death are 
at stake (WE'RE TALKING ABOUT WAR, NOT ONE'S FEELINGS!!!) it's my 
moral duty to tell the truth as I see it despite the fact that I may hurt people's pride in 
demonstrating to them that they are wrong in their beliefs, or why I think so that they 


may dispute it. Fair - no? 


Again, anyone is free to do as I have done and make their own case or even refute 
mine. Anything else that masquerades as the real thing is sappy pettiness and lurid 
folly. I often hurt my own pride in pursuit of the truth. What excuses one from doing 
the same? One wants to feel good about oneself all of the time? Another line on the 


snuff box while one's at it... .Why not, given how pessimistic one seems to be? 


Fools who are unwilling to engage in reasonable discussion, but worse yet 
consciously poison the well of information with off-tone, distorted, creepy scrapings 
of commentary, are totally beneath consideration, and are to be avoided lest they 
cause nausea and displeasure, worse still alter public opinion to their own cynically 
twisted solipsistic vision of the world of cause and effect such that even genocide can 


nonchalantly be justified. Sickening, to say the least.) 
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People are dying. There's a war going on. Hello???" 


(As always, I welcome any criticism and/or contribution in the comments but can not 


guarantee geniality in my response because I prioritise candour over false niceties.) 


*cue the sound of crickets because nobody dare stick their neck out on a 


"controversial" issue* 


What a pathetic state our "democracy" is in... . 


How weak, the "men" who run it. 


How sad, the people too afraid to even voice their opinion on the matter, and sadder 
still their burying their heads in the sand thereby letting evil prevail. Shame on one 
who is conscious of one's own evil but does nothing to reconcile wrongdoing, 
allowing others to suffer and die. . . .and uncourageously leaving the heavy lifting to 


amateurs like me. 


Want a bibliography and full citations? I'll give you that if that's what it takes to spark 
your dull mind into CARING ABOUT PEOPLE DYING IN A FUCKING WAR, 
AND WANTING IT TO STOP, YOU PSYCHOTIC FREAK. GET IT THROUGH 
YOUR THICK HEAD. 
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*Ahem* that was directed at a particular person. I encourage the reader to focus on 
the substance of the argument made and not the unbecoming nature of my bad-faith 


character attack which I have not apologised for (and never will). 


Stop the War. Release Julian. Stop being fucking children. Thanks! 


“To be an enemy of America can be dangerous, but to be a friend is fatal.” 


Henry Kissinger 


END 
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Afterword, recommendations and sources: 


I highly recommend the work of the most-censored man on YouTube, Jackson Hinkle 
[Future Oli: now permanently banned from YouTube], whom is quite literally 
censored by will of the Ukranian government itself, a real journalist (not a corporate- 
sponsored sycophant) whom speaks in truths and not riddles with no motive beyond 
pure journalistic integrity; I also recommend the work of Aaron Mate and the 
Grayzone in general (Max Blumenthal, too), Glenn Greenwald, Kim Iverson, Russell 
Brand, Col. Douglas MacGregor, former UN weapons inspector Scott Ritter, Emil 
Cosman, Chris Hedges, Tucker Carlson, and of course Jimmy Dore... to give some 
examples of credible indepedent news sources in my opinion (if you'd like to be told 
the truth rather than the bullshit narrative perpetrated by the mainstream media like 


The Hill, The Young Turks, or God forbid modern television or radio, for example. 


I also encourage you to evaluate any source (including this) critically and not accept 
what is said at face value, but to do your own research and square what you've heard 
with a variety of accounts rather than rely on anecdotal knowledge and "scout's 
honour", if at all you are interested in real epistemological truth and aren't simply 
larping as a poet. . . .but then again it is not necessarily a poet's duty to be a 
philosopher and so I must forgive this weakness. . . .1f one will forgive my calling 


this analogical colourblindness a weakness. 


[Future Oli [4/9/23]: Current Ukraine War Stats: 400K NATO KIA, 100K RU KIA, 


87,000km2 of land taken by RU from UA, UA has been land-locked except for 
Odessa, Bakhmut was taken by RU, 'Depleted' Uranium was sent to UA by UK.] 
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202 
Am Abstinent, Alright? 


15 02.23 


[Commenting on an article reporting on the benefits of the 12-step program for the 


treatment of alcoholism and the virtue of abstinence. . . .] 


"[One must] heal]...] the spirit [...]. [One is] hurting deep downf...]. The drugs [...] 


are not the inherent problem{...]" 


"Your intention seems noble such that it pains me to be harsh but all the benevolence 
in the world can not overcome an erroneous philosophy, I would like to start from 


the first with "addiction" rather than rely on dogma or anecdote. 


I seek not to antagonise, but to analyse and discuss, and in this way possibly come 


closer to the truth of the matter. 


I seek not to impose my view on you, only to beseech you to challenge your own. 
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Please attempt to understand my argument if only for my passion because I have a 


lot of experience in this field. 


If I'm wrong all you need do is demonstrate why. If what I say is so untenable that 


you must ignore it uncourageously or otherwise remonstrate me, well, what's 


stopping you?" 


"I think the only reason you wrote this article is precisely because you miss the effect 
of the chemical agent in question that saving concessions like empty congratulations 
might alleviate one's frustration; this piece is a jig-saw of mental gymnastics and I 


will presently address some of the incorrect statements made. 


Don't get me wrong, I'm glad for you your ostensible accomplishment. If that's what 


this is. At the very least I'm glad that your heart is in the right place. 


I just feel, and have always felt, there's something deeply wrong about the philosophy 
you're rehearsing. . . .and I too have "recovered" (not just "recovering") from serious 
drug addictions in the past and certainly none of it had to do with insistence upon 
certain ideological and religious values such as 12-step programs (which I can only 


imagine you're referring to) propose. 


I know just how offensive my saying this is, but I, too, was an addict. Once an addict, 
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always an addict. Can you admit you're an addict? I'm an addict - but now I have the 
mental fortitude to not take excessive doses of psychotropic drugs, to adhere to 
prescribed doses of prescribed drugs. . . .But it is ridiculous that my smoking 
cannabis before was considered to be criminal behaviour and now I'm prescribed it to 
be used in vapourisation; also that I was heavily addicted to benzodiazepines (and 
ketamine) and am now prescribed a benzodiazepine for daily use. Needless to say I 
take these two prescribed drugs (and nothing else) at their prescribed doses. But I 


sought to highlight the double-standard. .. . 


I also find it ridiculous the supposition that if one ventures to take a small dose of a 
drug they have been abstinent from for months or years that they would immediately 
collapse their integrity, lose all measure of reason and immediately ravish upon said 
substance. . . .I[f one has had the mental fortitude to resist the urge for so long. . . then 
to psychologically set oneself up in this way might (and probably often does) prove 
disasterous, and one would binge only because they lost their mettle; guess it's easier 
to say "I relapsed" than admit "I like the feeling taking this drug gives me". . . .This 
behaviour encourages people to be dishonest - because why would the average person 
admit to relapsing? (Who doesn't want the gold star?) Reminds me of a shame circle. 
Like... why not just have a small amount every so often? I really don't get it. 


Weakness of will? Sorry - please don't mistake my ignorance for impertinence. 


I'll be so bold to suggest you're not "recovered" but are merely a dry drunk. 


One never "recovers" from "addiction". The problem is in how you're addressing the 
problem by relinquishing individual power to The State and having any faith 


whatsoever in the feebly gratifying solutions The Faceless Proponents of The 
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Bureaucracy Machine offer you. 


Honestly, I'm making a lot of assumptions here, aren't I? I don't mean to diminish 
your position or experience and IJ have likely misunderstood your perspective but you 
must understand I'm very passionate about the issue of drug addiction such that I 


don't want for people to be misinformed. . . . 


I by no means judge you - unlike most people would (but they daren't say so) - 


because I've been addicted to substances in the past. 


I'm relieved that you recognised drug addiction is secondary to primary conditions, or 
better put real life influences and developmental stumuli. . . . In the past a secondary 
condition of mine would have been drug addiction. But my primary conditions as I've 
been told by numerous "professionals" have always been depression and anxiety. I've 
been "stable and sufficiently treated" for over two years now (incidentally I've have 
had no compulsion to use any drug in excess beyond the occasional glass of red wine 
with my grandparents over dinner). Seems | learnt my lesson. But I won't be 
delusional and say I "recovered" from anything. One must at least credit oneself one's 


own willpower. ... 


There are logically sound reasons, one might imagine, why one might take excessive 
doses of any available drug whether it be ethyl-alcohol or nutmeg (and this has not 
changed since time immemorial). . . .as I'm sure you're painfully aware. . . .The 


Human Experience. 
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Therefore the malady you propose is not the fault of the drug but is actually is a 
painfully sinister side effect of "The War On Drugs", still felt tangibly today (e.g. 
cannabis possession convictions, fentanyl hotspots causing a dramatic spike in 
pressed pill overdoses, cultural unhealth (social harm, addiction potential, physical 
harm) caused by collective reliance on ethyl-alcohol use and the unsafe use of illicit 
drugs, their danger dramatically exacerbated by the very leglislation that assures the 
unavailability of safety, regulation and harm reduction of illicit psychoactive drugs 
(circa. The Harrison Narcotics Tax Act 1914 (US).). ... This is no-one but the 


government's fault. No point even talking about it - time heals all wounds. 


Addiction is almost always secondary to the core issue which tends to be clouded 
unconsciously and caused by developmental trauma - at least that's Dr. Gabor Mate's 


philosophy suggests. 


I know Russell Brand talks of the efficacy of the 12-step program and his 
gratefulness for having participated and reasonably attributes much of his success to 
his having done so, but at the end of the day one must recognise one wills oneself to 
make one's own decisions, that it's simply a matter of self-discipline, not a primary 
health issue but secondary to internally-projected and repressed emotional stimuli 
that persist in peoples' lives and guide their behaviour unconsciously, which if treated 
appropriately as primary issues would likely result in more efficacious therapy in 
general. Not only that, but certain drugs such as nitrous oxide, cannabis and the 
majority of psychedelics are actually extremely safe (if pure and used properly - 
which, again, would be much more manageable if the drugs themselves weren't made 
illegal and an onus of public health casted into the underworld) and not necessarily 


cause for alarm (and not neurotoxic like alcohol. . . .). 
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I think it more noble to explore why people want to take excessive doses of certain 
drugs rather than to chastise them for doing so and in doing so gratuitously give 
virtue to an innately virtueless and meritless status - sobriety. I get that one would 
feel pride in this, but to encourage it with badges and verbal approval? Something's 


off... . 


So rather than treat the trauma we ought to put a band-aid on it (in this culture we're 
psychologically unequipped to confront trauma because, simply put, we don't 
understand ourselves well enough, or the few of us whom do are pushed aside 
ironically because of their enhanced sensitivity) - our best method is psychedelic- 
mediated psychotherapy which is only just becoming a 'thing' again (and we've 
known for example LSD "cures alcoholism with a 70% success rate" (CIA-funded 
study (one of many relating to LSD performed in this era)) since the late 1950's 
(MK Ultra, baby) and that psilocybin is a useful theraupeutic agent in conjunction 
with psychotherapy to the same effect for many "psychiatric conditions" including 


PTSD, anxiety and depression))). How's that for nuance? 


You can't "cure addiction" and furthermore it is unethical to restrict autonomous 
individuals' access to an otherwise legal substance (I've seen it first hand the way the 
aboriginals in rural towns are targeted by legislation and police force - it's disgusting 


and shameful). 


It's important to note that not all drugs cause tissue damage. "The dose makes the 
poison." In fact medicines are small doses of drugs as to be therapeutic whereas 


poisons are large doses of drugs as to be fatal. 


623 


Ethyl-alcohol can cause brain damage used chronically (over a long period of time 
and in large doses) and is certainly one of the most toxic drugs (to practically every 
organ); if not the most toxic given the high dose required (1 std. drink = 5 grams 
ethanol) and therefore higher incidence of adverse effects. So can methamphetamine. 
Cannabis can't. Benzodiazepines can cause dementia only after decades of chronic 
use. Alcohol, on the other hand. . . .is pharmacologically a barbiturate with enhanced 


liver, brain, and heart toxicity, and added carcogenicity - to say the least!! 


"Recovering state [regarding addicts]" - as in they're discontented with their life and 
recognise there is solace in the company of a pharmacological agent? Duh... We're in 


a dystopian rat-race. You blame them? I don't. 


"If anything you say or do is detrimental to my sobriety then you will not be a part of 


my sobriety." 


I gleaned two things from this statement. Was I wrong? 


a) You identify personally at some level with your drug-abstinent status (indicative of 
obsessive behaviour) and hold abstinence as a value in high esteem (because you 
miss the feeling alcohol gives you and inversely merit yourself The Shadow Of The 
Clock; you found value in something essentially valueless (the ability to not take a 
particular drug); you've gone this far, doesn't matter if you're wrong, may as well 


drop the atomic bomb, right? (Dr. Strangelove) 


b) You push people away and (respond emotionally to) ideological differences if they 
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should provoke thought on the idea of abstinence because you're statically resigned to 


a certain idea. 


"What seems to hurt sometimes is I have to push certain people aside now." 


What hurts to me is due to the sheer weight of propaganda and otherwise dogma you 
seem to have stoically endured, you are resigned to thinking addiction to a particular 


mee 


substance can be conscienably classified as a "homeostatic dysfunction";"a 


moe 


pathological issue";"a disease state"... . 


Shill the suits anymore and I fear their fabric may turn to silver. Indeed one must 
minister oneself if one is to overcome addiction (to anything, not just drugs, might I 


add), and whom is minister of themselves in our authoritarian and puritanical world? 


Congratulations on your recovery. Try not to earn too many medals. Russia and 


China are buying up all the gold and silver." 
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203 
I Hate Nationalism 


15 02.23 


I love my country. I hate nationalism. The same issue is present in probably every 


country because people are conceited, stupid, childish, greedy, and vain. 


I can’t think of anywhere in the world where society isn’t corrupted by lies and 
hypocrisy, except in Catalonia in 1936-1939. The same values more or less are taught 
by every government to rationalise their “defense” force. In their own unique way 
each government blindsides its civilians from childhood by teaching the same values 
in the the propaganda model of education. I know it’s true in Australia because I had 


the misfortune of being indoctrinated here. 


The difference is we like to think of ourselves as civilised as opposed to barbaric, as 
“better” than Muslims. We see Muslims as terrorists despite the important fact that 
there’s never been even a single “terrorist” attack by Muslims in Australia. The only 
genocides in this country were perpetrated by white people with Christian values and 
you know it, ever since our colonialist ancestors landed here more than 200 years 


ago. 


If there were a terrorist attack by Muslims, the event would likely be latched onto by 


bought media and used as an example of why we should be afraid of “terrorists”. We 
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feel righteous in all this in that we possess Christian values, but barring the 
occasional magnanimous gesture and false displays of kindness, nobody ever 
practices these values, so I believe the whole idea of religious freedom is a farce used 


as a tool by government to enlist troops. Just like the North Americans. 


There’s no other reason why we have been killing innocent people and siphoning 
resources in the Middle East for the last 20 years and everyone knows. However most 
people who are conscious of this are afraid to say anything for fear of being 


ostracised. 


There is a sinister underlying intolerance of all that differs from the norm in the 
atmosphere of our school system, in religion, in race, in behaviour... everything is 


controlled by the invisible hand and the individual is powerless. 


That reliance on the “syllabus” always struck me as oddly dystopian. So disconnected 
from nature and spirit. Grotesque. People either don’t see it or they pretend not to and 


are compelled to look the other way. 


So individually we’re powerless against the forces that brainwash us for years from 
birth and once we’re good and ready shuffle us off to the front lines to participate in 
ridiculous holy wars based on the most childish premises. In the same way we look 
back with disgust at the Spanish inquisitions perpetrated in the name of Catholicism, 


so will our ancestors feel disgusted when they look back at our actions in this time. 


Charlie Chaplin taught us a century ago that we were men and not machines and yet 
we continue marching in this grave direction all for pride and greed and nothing 
more. Such is the despicable nature of man in the world we inhabit. The world would 


be better off without us. 
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In the end we’re all people - no matter race or religion - and to pit us against each 
other under false premises is more criminal than the great majority of criminal acts 
anyone locked up in the US has committed... to say the least. Politicians love to use 
the phrase “fight for your country”. Well then FUCK my country. Fuck nationalism 
and fuck everyone who mindlessly defends this value. I just happened to be born 
here. I didn’t ask for the geographical convenience and I’m sure I’d feel the same 


way no matter where I was born post-disillusionment. 
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204 
How Writers Manipulate 
Their Audience 


17.02.23 


"Pride is the Devil 
Think it got a hold on me 
Pride is the Devil 
It left so many RIP." 


J. Cole 


START 


A "good" piece of writing is one in which the common ideological denominator 
represented in the work deliberately reflects the bias of the reader; thereby gratifying 
and appealing to, and mildly stimulating, but by no means risking to offend, the 


reader. 
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This phenomenon is the cause of why pop music and what Oscar Wilde referred to as 
"English novels" (the majority of contemporary literature) can fairly be characterised 
as "flip and dull crap all the way through" (Bukowski); the mode of action is to 
manipulate the lowest common denominator of people, namely the strata of people 
whom are most agreeable and gullible and therefore more ideological overlapped 
with one another than anyone else could be. Because the artist's intent is to engage at 
all means, including at the expense of omiting or distorting what they know to be 


truthful, the reader, and retain that engagement for personal gain (money and status). 


Nietzsche referred to these artists I describe, those scum of our tribe whom grasp at 
and, tacitly but yet with transparent malice viciously compete against one another 
under every label of passive aggression, humiliate themselves in throes over the 
lowest hanging fruits, when gleaned only causing short-lived lurid glee and unnatural 


self-satisfaction; Nietzsche referred to them as The Tarantulas. 


An excerpt (from Thus Spoke Zarathustra): "Thus I speak to you in a parable—you 
who make souls whirl, you preachers of equality. To me you are tarantulas, and 
secretly vengeful. But I shall bring your secrets to light; therefore I laugh in your 
faces with my laughter of the heights. Therefore I tear at your webs, that your rage 
may lure you out of your lie-holes and your revenge may leap out from behind your 
word justice. For that man be delivered from revenge, that is for me the bridge to the 


highest hope, and a rainbow after long storms." 


To bring us back down to Earth all I need do is "embellish my intelligence" by citing 


yet another unheard genius, Nicolas Walter, whom in his buried essay "About 


630 


Anarchism, Liberism, and Socialism" plainly stated the following regarding what The 


Tarantulas call "equality": 


"Freedom without equality means that the poor and weak are less free than the rich 
and strong, and equality without freedom means that we are all slaves together. 
Freedom and equality are not contradictory, but complmentary; in place of the old 
polarization of freedom versus equality - according to which we are told that more 
freedom equals less equality, and more equality equals less freedomf[. . . .]in practice 
you cannot have one without the other. Freedom is not genuine if some people are 
too poor or too weak to enjoy it, and equality is not gneuine if some people are ruled 


by others. [. .. .]freedom and equality are in the end the same thing." 


And I will "embellish" some more to demonstrate my perspective of what "justice" 
REALLY means (The Tarantulas know not) with yet another excerpt, this time from 
Henrey David Thoreau's essay, On The Duty of Civil Disobedience: 


"Unjust laws exist: shall we be content to obey them, or shall we endeavor to amend 
them, and obey them until we have succeeded, or shall we transgress them at once? 
Men, generally, under such a government as this, think that they ought to wait until 
they have persuaded the majority to alter them. They think that, if they should resist, 
the remedy would be worse than the evil. But it is the fault of the government itself 
that the remedy is worse than the evil. It makes it worse. Why is it not more apt to 
anticipate and provide for reform? Why does it not cherish its wise minority? Why 
does it cry and resist before it is hurt? Why does it not encourage its citizens to put 
out its faults, and do better than it would have them? Why does it always crucify 


Christ and excommunicate Copernicus and Luther, and pronounce Washington and 
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Franklin rebels?" 


So whence comes thou claims to equality or justice? Save me the headache. Thank 
God the work of sensible people is available to augment the suspicions of the 
discerning observer. I respect only the artist whom seeks to produce fruitful work 
with no ulterior motive beyond artistic expression. . . .in the same way a skateboarder 
performs a trick or a street artist painstakingly (and subsequently scatters) an 
impermanent art made from sand such even an observer taking photographic pictures 
might be deemed disrespectful. . . .in the same way to pluck a bone from a well- 
preserved animal corpse in the desert simply to "collect" it is to abide a grotesque 
mode of thought. . . have such artists artificial self-respect? I'm really asking, not 


accusing. 


I take this moral lesson to always have trust in myself and to never relinquish any of 
my inherent spiritual power nor yield my firmly held principles, that only God may 
judge the value of, to the collectivist web of Tarantulas deliberately staining our 
already blood-soaked, confused and divided world with deaf and blind disgrace for 
dregs of personal gain; to never resign and insult myself to the reading of "English 
novels" (Oscar) or listening to pop music, or in other words "to be a watcher of game- 
shows" (Bukowski), all I deem to be the manuscripts of The Tarantulas - if only for 
the simple fact that such works, which are only too prevalent, seem to actively 
discourage and stifle growth of the individual and true critical thought, but The 
Tarantulas would prefer to gawk at and puff up at the first suggestion of offense and 
will in their dishonesty and cowardice invariably be silent to your face but viciously 
scornful when your back is turned and laugh in malicious glee with the fleet of 


arachnids they call their friends. 
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You might think you're a writer and take pride in that and what sort of monster would 
I be to suggest you be deprived that merit, that you have not earned it? A monster like 
Bukowski. . . .whom said, in his notorious essay, "so you want to be a writer?" (that 
everyone seems happy to ignore and dismiss as "doom and gloom"); he quite 
seriously says (with the best possible intentions) to prospective artists the following. . 
. .and I'm going to cite his poem in its entirety now because I believe his often- 
overlooked message is vitally important (should it inhibit the growth of The 
Tarantulas): 


"if it doesn't come bursting out of you 
in spite of everything, 
don't do it. 
unless it comes unasked out of your 
heart and your mind and your mouth 
and your gut, 
don't do it. 
if you have to sit for hours 
staring at your computer screen 
or hunched over your 
typewriter 
searching for words, 
don't do it. 
if you're doing it for money or 
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fame, 
don't do it. 
if you're doing it because you want 
women in your bed, 
don't do it. 
if you have to sit there and 
rewrite it again and again, 
don't do it. 
if it's hard work just thinking about doing it, 
don't do it. 
if you're trying to write like somebody 
else, 


forget about it. 


if you have to wait for it to roar out of 
you, 
then wait patiently. 
if it never does roar out of you, 


do something else. 


if you first have to read it to your wife 
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or your girlfriend or your boyfriend 
or your parents or to anybody at all, 


you're not ready. 


don't be like so many writers, 
don't be like so many thousands of 
people who call themselves writers, 
don't be dull and boring and 
pretentious, don't be consumed with self- 
love. 
the libraries of the world have 
yawned themselves to 
sleep 
over your kind. 
don't add to that. 
don't do it. 
unless it comes out of 
your soul like a rocket, 
unless being still would 
drive you to madness or 


suicide or murder, 
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don't do it. 
unless the sun inside you is 
burning your gut, 


don't do it. 


when it is truly time, 


and if you have been chosen, 


it will do it by 


itself and it will keep on doing it 


until you die or it dies in you. 


there is no other way. 


and there never was." 


END 
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205 


Woman's Rights (Yes Minister 
SO3E01 Partial Transcript) 


18 02.23 


A partial transcript of the episode SO3E01 (Equal Opportunities) from the show 'Yes, 
Minister!’ transcribed by Oliver Vieri-Pignatelli on 18 02 23 (lacking name of 


woman undersecretary, referred to as ‘her' (fittingly)): 


"[...]Because you are the outstanding person in your grade, Sir Humphrey and I have 
decided to recommend you for promotion to the grade of deputy secretary!" Minister 


Jim Hacker declared enthusiastically. 

"Oh..." responded the woman undersecretary, taken back. "I don't know what to say." 
"You don't have to say anything," reassured Minister Jim Hacker. 

"A single thank you should suffice." Sir Humphrey interjected. 


"No, well..." responded the woman undersecretary, hesitantly regarding her language, 


"I mean, gosh, look, this is awfully embarassing..." 


"I mean..." she stammered out, but regaining her composure turned her gaze directly 
to meet the eyes of The Minister - "Well, I was going to tell you this week!...the fact 


is I'm resigning from the civil service." 
Minister Jim Hacker and Sir Humphrey Appleby were shocked. 


"Resigning?" asked a livid Sir Humphrey. 
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"Yes," she responded nonchalantly, "...soo thank you - but no thank you." 
"Some problem with children?" enquired a puzzled Sir Humphrey. 
"Mumps?" chimed in Bernard earnestly. 


"No..." she said, her face showing her amazement at their blatant and unconscious 


sexism, "I'm joining a merchant bank." "As a Director," she added with pause. 
Sir Humphrey was appalled. Jim Hacker, very disappointed, confessed the following: 


"I won't conceal from you the fact that this is a blow. You see, the reason why 
Humphrey and I have decided to recommend you for this promotion is that I've been 
fighting a losing battle to improve the promotion prospects for women at the top of 
the civil service. You were to be my," he hesitated but then quickly and meekly 


added, "well, Trojan Horse, so to speak." 


She briefly laughed in amusement and then took a sudden but deep breath to console 
herself. "Well, quite honestly Minister," treading her words once more by moral 
necessity but then decidedly telling the truth, saying with candour the following, "I 
want a job where I don't spent endless hours circulating information that isn't relevant 


about subjects that don't matter to people who aren't interested." 


Sir Humphrey leered at her but then quickly looked up, shocked and alert, to surmise 


The Minister's reaction. 


She went on triumphantly, "I want a job where there's achievement rather than merely 
activity!...I'm tired of pushing paper. I want to be able to point to something and say, 


"I did that!" Her demeanour flashed with vigour. 


"I don't understand..." muttered the cynical Sir Humphrey to The Minister, shaking 
his head. 


For the first time in the conversation she looked him in the eyes - "I know," she 
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declared confidently, "that's why I'm leaving!" She laughed briefly before consoling 


herself once more. 


Sir Humphrey appeared perturbed, Bernard merely amused, The Minister solemn but 
still unsatisfied. The Minister put out with an angry tone, "but surely you're not 


saying that the Governer of Britain is unimportant! ?" 


Her face changed from amused to serious. "No... it's very important!" Suddenly 
almost losing her composure to mirth, "it's just that I haven't met anyone who's doing 
its" 

"Also," she continued, seizing the opportunity, "I've had enough of the pointless 
intrigue." 


"Intrigue?" asked Jim Hacker. 


"Oh, you know the sort of thing..." she quickly said, raising her head calmly and 
confidently, "like this 'woman's rights' nonsense. You're using me as a trojan horse, 
for instance; they probably told you "the unions wouldn't wear it if you promoted 


" 


me". 
Minister Jim Hacker and Sir Humphrey Appleby were silent. 
"How did you know that?" asked Jim Hacker. 


"T didn't know." she said, sardonic amusement showing in her demeanour. She then 
turned to Sir Humphrey - "I just know how things are done here...." swinging her 
head back knowingly in one graceful motion demonstrating the strength of her 


conviction, back towards the irritated Jim Hacker. 


"You probably don't realise this" Jim Hacker said irritated "but I fought quite a battle 


for you-" 


She mocked him with her poker face. "Oh, have you?" she asked sarcastically, 


eyebrows transiently lowered in scorn. 
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Her temperament was firm but composed and her wording was bold and intrepid: "I 
didn't ask you to fight a battle for me..." deliberately making pause, "I'm not pleased 
of being a part of a twenty-five percent quota. Women are not inferior beings and I 


don't enjoy being patronised!" 
Sir Humphrey looked panicked, looked side-long towards The Minister. 


She went on roasting Jim Hacker: "I'm afraid you're just as paternalist and chauvanist 
as the rest of them. I'm going somewhere where I shall be accepted on my own 


merits, as an equal, as a person..." emphasis on the final word. 


"You can't win, can you?" muttered a defeated Jim Hacker to no-one in particular, his 


two civil servants' eyes fixed upon him, their facial expressions mocking him. 
"Can I go now?" she asked. 


"Hm?" hesitating, seeming to wake up from a haze, "yes, of course," a defeated Jim 
Hacker then rose to his feet and with a lengthy pause as she was leaving the room 
suddenly said with candid guilt: "I'm sorry if I offended you. I can't remember how I 
did, if I did." 


"Noo..." she said, amused by his genuinely kind nature, "and thank you - I know you 
both mean well..." she said pointedly, beaming at them and raising her eyebrows 


before turning and exiting the room. 


Minister Jim Hacker and Sir Humphrey Appleby looked at each other, ostensibly 
ashamed of themselves, but not admitting it, then turned away from each other, still 


more silent and discomforted, in customary Western "masculine" fashion. 
"Women." Jim Hacker simply said, his argument implied by tone. 


"Yes, Minister" responded Sir Humphrey, shaking his head and pouting his jaw as if 
to say 'tsk!' 
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206 
Free Julian Assange 


19 02.23 


[Context: I was bumping this piece every day on my platform until I got banned.] 


Let's stop forever war. 


Yep. I intend to remind you of your criminality in being complicit (consent through 
silence) to the indictment of an innocent man. . . .every f**king day until he's free so 
much as I can help it. 


Please take my contribution, however small, not as a virtue signal, but as a genuine 
and sincere protest against the unscrupulous motives, the greed, that drives war pigs - 
pampered and gratified on the outside, hollowed out and evil on the inside - to 
cynically manipulate their citizens to follow the trail of bleach-removed blood that 
follows each one of their untold massacres, a grotesque trail that stretches back 
generations of unheard suffering. . . . 


To manufacture the citizen's consent to continue committing crimes against humanity 
whilst keeping them in the dark regarding all the pertinent information, in fact 
propagandising them using cheap tactics such as employing misleading arguments 
from authority and cynical appeals to pathos...is pathetic and must be called out. If 
nobody else will, then I will. 
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Julian Assange's trial is political in nature and he has no legal recourse (due to the 
underhanded weaponisation of The Patriot Act by The State) because the evidence 
that would vindicate him (the truth) is prohibited from his access by The State. How's 
that for justice? 


Way to shoot yourself in the foot, America. Your democracy is now as transparent as 
cellophane. The rest of the world is frowning at you, and have been for decades 

now. .. .Stop acting like f**king children. War is not a joke. Seriously, leave Russia 
the f**k alone. Leave China the f**k alone, you agreed to The One China policy 
decades ago. 


Stop trying to interfere in foreign governments - at least not in countries bordering an 
enemy whom happens to be nuclear superpower such as Ukraine is to Russia, 
because you agreed to never expand NATO eastward - not only have you done that, 
but you've now taken us into WWIII. 


Tanks on the ground. The needless sacrifice of hundreds of thousands of human lives. 
. . Just for money and political leverage. You disgust me, especially if you're sitting 
there in support of such reprehensible behaviour without the integrity to state your 
case or even defend it. Worthless. 


So, speaking on behalf of anyone with self-respect and integrity, | demand the powers 
be release the man who committed the crime of telling the truth (and they know it but 
just want to send a message to prospective dissidents - he's being used as a scapegoat 
out of official spite for revealing war crimes of people whom currently act from 
within the US government) - I demand the release of Julian Assange. 


In 2011 [in the context of the Afghan war - remember that one???] Julian Assange 
explained to an interviewer the core of this unjust (and undemocratic) political 
conundrum in simple terms: 
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"Because the goal is not to completely subjugate Afghanistan. The goal is to use 
Afghanistan to wash money out of the tax bases of the United States, out of the tax 
bases of European countries - through Afghanistan - and back into the hands of the 
trans-national security elite. That is the goal. I.e. the goal is to have an endless war, 
not a successful war." 


That same year Julian Assange said in an Anti-War rally in London the following: 


"The Vietnam War and the Bush, or, US involvement was the result of the Gulf of 
Tonkin incident. A lie. The Iraq War famously is the result of lies. Wars in Somalia 
are a result of lies. The second World War and the German invasion of Poland was 
the result of deftly constructed lies. That is war by media. Let us ask ourselves of the 
complicit media which is the majority of the mainstream press, what is the average 
death toll attributed to each journalist?" 


Julian Assange remains uncharged, rotting in Belmarsh maximum security prison in 
London alongside murderers and rapists, waiting for his likely extradition to the US, 
whereupon he will likely be sent to Guantanamo Bay. Again, he has not yet been 
charged. 


In fact is is on the record that the CIA has not only run numerous smear campaigns 
against Julian Assange, but actually (really, do your own research) actually 
contemplated multiple assassination attempts on Julian Assange whilst he was in the 
sanction of the Ecuadorian Embassy. When seeking asylum in Switzerland, rape 
charges were officially filed against him to tarnish his public image to the effect that 
people will live their entire lives still buying these smears. 


Shame on Australia for selling its own citizen, the greatest journalist of our 
generation, down the river. Shame on all whom were complicit in all of Julian 
Assange's various forms of incarceration, censorship, demonisation and 
dehumanisation, especially the UK - whom are about to hand him over to the US to 
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be tortured. Most of all, shame on the oligarchy of the US - may Lady History's 
frown impress deeply upon you that Holy Light may penetrate the rough corneas of 
your eyes. 


What did Julian Assange do wrong to get in so much trouble? It's really quite simple. 
He told the truth. 


In fact, The New York Times published the Chelsea Manning leaks four whole hours 
before Wikileaks did. Look what they did to Manning to silence her, like they do 
every whistle-blower. 


Journalists are routinely given classified information from whistle-blowers. It's 
literally their job, to publicise leaks, to expose truths - oftentimes senators themselves 
and the offices of ministers are the sources of leaks, and the culprit uncertain (but 
pointing in the stinking direction of civil service agents). 


It must be emphasised that Wikileaks went after Russia, China, many other countries; 
Wikipeaks did not exclusively expose US war crimes... 


So why does the US have such a sore thumb? Julian Assange challenged the highly 
profitable military-industrial complex in cahoots with government (through 
occupational revolving doors, bribes to affect legislature (euphemised as "lobbyism") 
and otherwise unscrupulous measures driven by the insane pursuit of profiteering 
ventures over nurturing what humanity we have left. 


Let the cloud be lifted. Corporations and governments aren't to be trusted. Politicians 
must lie, or they would not be politicians, in the same way a lawyer must lie to do 
their job - at the end of the day we all know they represent not the interests of the 
public as claimed but those of the oligarchy whom act faceless through the ownership 
of shares and vestment of stakes in corporations such as Blackrock and Vanguard (the 
two alone pretty much own everything everywhere)...WEF, the UN...Who are their 
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sponsors? Who decides policy on their end? Surely not the board of directors, the 
biggest donors having the most influence? Surely not? *hint* 


For example, Bill Gates sits on the board of directors of the WHO... a glorified 
(allegedly pedophilic) college dropout with no medical knowledge whatsoever... Bill 
Gates is the second biggest donor to the WHO, second only to the Country of 
Germany, and the US follows close behind. So who affects the agenda of the WHO? 
Money talks and it speaks untold ugliness as Vogons would - for what? Sad guilt and 
paranoia-inducing memories - for money and the appearance of success? So childish. 
Children can be very cruel. 


Same with the umbrella of nefarious profiteering ventures we allow to masquerade 
with prestige under the banner of freedom-loving criticism-responsive socially- 
aware... corporations whose only real interest is, again, to profiteer to an optimal 
degree, and, again, hold wide open revolving doors... for former government 
employees (especially so-called civil servants); intelligence agency, regulatory 
committee and inspection agency members; the small-fry Feudalist lords of the 
bureaucratic class, the industry; and of course the military strata of US' society; in a 
word, the transnational security elites... and vice versa. 


I repeat, Julian Assange has not been charged despite being held in various forms of 
incarceration for several years. His crime was doing his job too well. (Was that JFK's 
crime, too? Looking at you, CIA...) 


Enough is enough. Please, do yourself a favour. We know you won't do it out of 
principle given you have tainted moral poise. Do it out of self-interest. You got a 
living martyr in there (you made it this way and it didn't have to be like this). 


Whether Julian Assange lives or dies, whether you eventually get your way and 
(unlawfully) torture (and probably kill) him for no reason other than he called you out 
on your war crimes (lawfully) or continue to silence and restrict his civil liberties on 
an undemocratic basis, everyone will know the US government is authoritarian 
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regime, all this blood on their childish panick-stricken hands. 


The US government are not God (despite what they might think). They are just 
confused and hubristic children. Give up - you took things too far, kiddo. Time to put 
down the toys, if in your infinite "intelligence" (nice balloons LOL) one might allow 
me to suggest. 


Cut the bullshit. 


Free Julian Assange. 
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207 
The Pussification Of The 
American Male 


22 02 23 


"Here's another horrifying example of an aspect of American culture: the 
pussification, the continued pussification of the American male in the form of Harley- 
Davidson theme restaraunts. What the fuck is going on here? Harley Davidson used 
to mean something. It stood for biker attitude. Grimy outlaws in their sweaty mamas 
full of beer and crank rolling around on harleys looking for a good time: destroying 
property, raping teenagers and killing policemen - all very necessary activites, by the 
way. But now, "theme restaurants", and this soft shit obviously didn't come from 
hardcore bikers; it came from these weekend motorcyclists, these fraudulent two- 
day-a week motherfuckers who have their bikes trucked into Sturgis, South Dakota 
for the big rally and then ride around like they've just come in off the road - dentists 
and bureaucratics and pussy boy software designers get up on a harley because they 
think it makes them cool. Well hey skeezics(sic?), you ain't cool, you're fucking chilli; 


chilli ain't never been cool." 


George Carlin 


Ever wondered why hyper-masculated hip-hop is so "in" right now? Because it 


attracts green. Now why is this the case? Because instead of men, we now have 
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pussies. Really now, which woman doesn't struggle to find a real man who isn't really 


still a boy? 


Pussified men who crave the masculinity they've been unjustly deprived of by the 
culture, the freedom to genuinely express themselves as the real men they were born 


to be. 


We turned the men we had left into pussies using tribal tactics, having them succumb 
to group-think like the succubi we appear to be, telling them that by their very nature 


of masculinity, they were toxic. 


See, the weak men saw the real men as strong, 
and in this way they plodded and plot! 
So after much hussle and tussle, 
The average man hadn't an ounce of muscle. 
For undermined his democracy be - 


From his eyes, tears do seep. 


"I don't have much time to think about things because I'm busy." Well, I'll say it 


anyway. I have time because I'm not a cowardly liar. 


Remember when men treated women this way, not fifty years ago? Did women enjoy 


that? Would you like to play this pathetically trivial game of "men vs. women"? Or 
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have we simply transcended that point, "woke" as we are, to become the grey blob 
timetravellers from South Park? You know, globalism causing the degradation of 
local culture world-wide (but everything's OK! Nothing to see here!) such that 
nothing means anything anymore, there is only one gender, one language, and 
everyone looks and thinks exactly the same. 'Cus that's certainly the direction you're 
marching in by defying common sense and abiding arguments from authority and 


anecdotal reports from your similarly confused peers. . . . 


God, please remind man of his ability to use common sense. 


In a time when no one would dare to risk their reputation by simply defining what 
they believe a "woman" is, yeah, I don't think I should feel fear in saying all men are 


pussies. 


I can think of maybe twenty men off the top of my head, mainly journalists (real 
ones, not corporate-bought sycophants), a few scientists (whom challenge the 
scientific consensus) and pundits. You know, the ones who aren't pussies - I can think 
of a Stanford Professor of Medicine who was "trend blacklisted" by Twitter for the 
duration of the "pandemic" for suggesting that natural immunity is better than 


immunisation in children. 


We have twenty men out of nine billion as far as I'm aware (perhaps a few thousand 


by extrapolation): the rest are pussified. 


I freely say this knowing only weak men pursue positions of power in this world, that 
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any punishment I might receive for speaking my mind I will willingly accept, 


consoled knowing in my heart I did the right thing. 


My country has no First Amendment, after all. 


Allow me to cite (and rely heavily upon the words of) Martin Luther King Jr. 


(“Letter from a Birmingham Jail”, April 16, 1963): 


"One may well ask: “How can you advocate breaking some laws and obeying 
others?” The answer lies in the fact that there are two types of laws: just and unjust. 
I would be the first to advocate obeying just laws. One has not only a legal but a 
moral responsibility to obey just laws. Conversely, one has a moral responsibility to 
disobey unjust laws. I would agree with St. Augustine that “an unjust law is no law at 


all.” 


Now, what is the difference between the two? How does one determine whether a law 
is just or unjust? A just law is a man-made code that squares with the moral law or 
the law of God. An unjust law is a code that is out of harmony with the moral law. To 
put it in the terms of St. Thomas Aquinas: An unjust law is a human law that is not 
rooted in eternal law and natural law. Any law that uplifts human personality is just. 


Any law that degrades human personality is unjust. 


[...] Let us consider a more concrete example of just and unjust laws. An unjust law is 


a code that a numerical or power majority group compels a minority group to obey 
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but does not make binding on itself. This is difference made legal. By the same token, 
a just law is a code that a majority compels a minority to follow and that it is willing 
to follow itself. This is sameness made legal. Let me give another explanation. A law 
is unjust if it is inflicted on a minority that, as a result of being denied the right to 


vote, had no part in enacting or devising the law. 


[...] Sometimes a law is just on its face and unjust in its application. For instance, I 
have been arrested on a charge of parading without a permit. Now, there is nothing 
wrong in having an ordinance which requires a permit for a parade. But such an 
ordinance becomes unjust when it is used to maintain segregation and to deny 


citizens the First-Amendment privilege of peaceful assembly and protest." 


A pussy is a man rendered confused by cultural elements. A pussy is a man who 
would always fail the heroic gesture when a public incident presented itself; who 
shrink from telling the truth; who would never even speak out publically about 
anything they truly believed in because of the repercussions of a tarnished image (to 
whom, idiots?) that would banish one from "polite society" (the biggest group of 
idiots of all, excluding the CIA, the permanent staff of Washington DC, and the 
Pentagon) - so the truth is pushed to one side and a pussified substitute is made of the 
man that speaks and acts in place of their real selves, in an image, that of a pussy, 
seeking to reflect well on the hidden man, whom is ignominiously grateful to be 


hidden, a pussy. 


A pussy is aman who dare not speak their mind for fear of committing a thought- 
crime; whom still reads the morning papers and follows nightly bulletins; whom feels 


informed and somewhat sure of himself (in the complete absence of nuance and 
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debate because "he" actively avoids it) but must on all accounts artifically inflate 
his(?) masculinity to reach towards the scant dregs of plastic pride leftover from the 
shells shed by men who have assumed a husk of their real selves; and most women 
understandably frustrated and disheartened in the lack of real men in our society, 


negatively affecting women in turn. 


It's about personal autonomy. I am the authority of myself. You may say the same - 
who's stopping you, really? There are no authorities above me that, once the chips 
were down, I would not defy without hesitation, even if I were to break a law. I have 
no respect for authority. I vehemently believe one must command respect, that it must 
be earnt and can not be bought. You might think you have respect for others and they 
you but have you really actually thought about it? If you said something unbecoming, 
how would your "friends" react? If you revealed your true self, in other words, 
something most people are too afraid to do, how would those people you claim 


respect you, whom you respect, react to the real you? Think about that, pussy. 


If I break an unjust law and am persecuted for it, then I will graciously accept 
whatever arbitrary punishment is deemed befitting to my ostensible crime. I would 


never break a just law. 


I say all this with such candour because I am not pussified. The pussification of the 
modern male has not yet reached me. No, Iam not a pussy. I am in fact a man. What 


are you? 
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208 
Mental Hymns by Frantics 
(Mental Gymnastics) 


28 02 23 


(Or, I hijack a poor well-meaning person's sound rationale to tailor my agenda) 


Preface: address on recent censorship 


I resent passive-aggressive bickering; baseless bitching; shrill complaint irrelevant to 
constructive argument; baseless nagging: nothing more than childishly emotional 


responses to provocative ideas. (Call yourself an artist?) 


So long as I have good faith in my heart, requiring no external validation in knowing 
this to be true, prepared for death just the same, I know my actions to be justified and 


my behaviour to be just in the context of my life. 
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Anyone who truly knows me beyond two years of internet presence, some gossip and 


a few brief and shallow communications...knows I take my principles seriously. 


I would never censor anyone attempting to make for genuine philosophical 
discussion, but only those whom act bitter and/or disingenuous because they disagree 
with the present point but have no substance to add or offer any counter-weight to 
measure against, and/or have hidden agendas to alter public opinion or in the way of 
protecting their financial interests and/or social reputation, whereas I am transparent 


and insignificant so far as most of that goes. 


The issue of censorship will always weigh heavily upon me. I have contempt for the 


act of censorship and anyone who employs the tactic. 


Too bad ones' colours are laid bare. Time heals all wounds (and reveals all 


injustices). But I do not despair. My message is clear regarding censorship... 


That is, there is no good excuse - I failed one of my convictions [by blocking 
someone], but I am aware of my circumstances, and very much conscious of the 
moral loss, but I seize the day by taking the event as a lesson, if anything gratified in 
reflection, reminded only to leave it all behind, to be present in this moment alone, of 


my uniquely human duty to follow The Way! 


[I don't shy from criticism. You may even criticise me maliciously if you feel so 
compelled - if that's the only way for you to be honest. Oscar Wilde did say after all, 


"Give a man a mask and he'll tell you the truth." 
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For example, I think I'm doing what I always do, over-saturating the body of the 
essay with lesser addendums which ultimately detracted from the main message I'm 
attempting to convey. I can understand how its convoluted nature might both repel 
and dismay the reader. If this is the feeling the reader gets in reading this, be assured 
that it was not designed in that way. Nor do I ever seek to 'sound intelligent.' Some of 
my readers' suggesting as much (so often) only tells me that I actually may be 
intelligent... thanks for the compliment? It's not something I actively think about, 


despite any level of vanity you suppose I possess (or I actually possess)... 


Rather in this essay I was acting the character of one single person whom 
quintessentially embodied our zeitgeist's attitude towards individuality and freedom 
of expression (affected unfortunately as it is by propaganda), some of the most 
important topics we can discuss, especially in a time when the information war is ripe 
with propaganda and my character was tarred from the first for the truths I tell or 


otherwise the manner in which I present myself, crude as I am. 


I'm OK with being called crude. I know I am. It's another thing to call my integrity 
into question. I must make clear that if you have any problem whatever with any 
point you claim I've made, or anything I've said or done for that matter, you are free 


to make your complaint (if you have the gall) and I will respond accordingly. 


Otherwise sit back and enjoy, if embittered keep your impotent mouth respectively 
closed... like I've painstakingly laid bare, it's another thing entirely were you to 


challenge me directly. I would actually respect that approach its forthrightness. 
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Silent scorn is quite unbecoming; tacit anger; and buried grudge always ends up 
simmering from up below the floorboards. I can't control how what I spontaneously 
am provoked by compassion and conscience to say affects the (fragile) emotions of 
the happenstance reader. I also have no wish to tell anyone what to do or say, and am 
in this piece simply making a poet's report. In fact I have never promoted my work. I 
don't want money, if I did I assure you my writing would be much lamer and much 
more popular, on that note nor do I want fame. As Emily Dickinson said, "My Bare- 
Foot Rank is better." The amount of acknowledgement I've already received these 
past few years has exceeded far beyond my expectations. I in fact have every 
incentive to curb rather than promote the growth of my platform and seek only to 
"tell my story" — to make a poet's report - no matter how strange my account. Take it 


as you will. 


[A partial transcript I composed (to make sense) of a comment I found. All author 
statements are in inverted commas. Words added by myself are in square brackets. 
All-square-bracket statements are my own attempts to translate the original post to a 
legible format, taking into account likely cognitive biases and expectations lent from 
social validation. No likeness to the author is present anywhere in this piece. Again, I 
would like to focus on (and systematically dismantle) the arguments made rather than 
any base (unsubstantial) character attacks. One (anyone) is free to do the same (even 


with anything I've said here.) 


Despite what the reader may think given my nature which has manifested as 
capricious and pugnacious oftentimes in the past, I'm actually not all that interested in 
social drama. I quite keep to myself, actually. If | swear or otherwise act unbecoming, 
there is often a sound philosophical reason for it. One need only ask (one often 


doesn't). 
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It remains I do not (and have never) shy(ied) from constructive criticism. In fact, I 
can't think of even one piece of truly constructive criticism that so much as erred me 
(sorry but underhanded character attacks don't count). Maybe ten writers have said 
things to me in the past year that have inspired thought. My pleasure. I don't count 
my chickens before they hatch. 


To be criticised is my pleasure - it shows I'm doing the right thing; if I weren't 
criticised, notorious, labelled, dismised, if I were merely taken at face value... Then 


that's exactly how I'd know I'm doing something wrong. 


This isn't Hunger Games, nor a cheap fishing for attention and/or likes; the record 
shows my most accomplished works were scarcely recognised; a few barely 
memorable poems I wrote were warmly received by a relatively significant amount of 
people; in my eyes this shows the true reality of this situation, of "reader vs writer" 
and vice versa, a perfectly natural occurrence, that which goes on in our very heads as 
we read and write pieces of literature, but in actuality is then stifled and left unsaid 
due to distorted and perverted social norms, changed gradually by the stumbling 
wisdom of collectivist leadership, completely missing the point God told Moses in 


the desert: 


Something like, "if you judge all these people, you will be the new tyrant, the next 
pharoah; instead, let my people go to celebrate me in the desert, as in, allow the 
people to be lost and alone with no sense of direction (the desert), let them give 
themselves authority at the most local level (celebrate 'me')," so that in the end only 


major disputes that cannot be solved by the leaders of leaders can then be directed to 
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Moses; the lesson is that in initial chaos there can be extracted eventual order by the 


wise man. | 


START 


"You critiqued something I had written once and I appreciated it. 


I critiqued something you had written once or at least commented on your topic, and 


you were a little hostile in response. 


I never critiqued or commented on your work again. 


No biggie. 


I'm not sensitive." 


[I tell myself. ] 


"Lesson learned." 
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[So now I'm going to be passive aggressive instead. ] 


"T usually just read now and refrain from comment[ing]. 


But now here I am giving [commenting] another shot. 


As for expressing opinions, I'm starting to feel like I wish the world were less full of 


everyones opinions." 


[Upon realising I wanted to express my own opinion, I started to recognise I did not 


want to hear anyone else's. | 


"Thanks to social media, everyone seems to liken themselves (sic) an authority or 


expert on everything." 


[I blame my frustration in not having enough inherent conviction and/or passion to 
state my own case (against this vaguely defined entity, the ostensible cause of my 
fretting) on the nature of social media platforms themselves because they (through 
what others are showing me, to my chagrin) plainly demonstrate that I am a stagnant 
and bitter individual (ostensibly wanting only the medals, the accolades, the social 
credit of having accomplished a figment in chase of delusional notions, appreciating 
the destination but not at all the journey) present in a space that encourages individual 
growth and self-autonomy and fosters the conditions necessary for these events to 


occur, such as independent critical thought and peer-review through constructive 
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criticism, but, perceiving myself to have experienced injustice, not myself 


participating. | 


"I've been guilty myself, but have made a huge effort to curb the urge in the past year 
or two as I finally realized I am not changing anyones mind about anything, and that 
the constant need to express my opinions online had become more a therapy session 


for me and held no importance to anyone else" 


[... Not realising of course that this is exactly how human interactions ought to 
happen in a healthy and sane society; when one experiences distress it's only natural 
to alert the others, whom may help... But I've been assured by our toxic culture that to 
cry out would be inappropriate, that I should bottle my feelings up and open the lid 
only to the next psychologist I meet. In that way I've been told "be a man" even 


though I happen to be a woman. 


Therefore, I've come to the conclusions that I should: 


a) Actively seek to gratify others by way of meek dishonesty (underhandedly judge 


their principles meanwhile under veil) 


and 


b) Never attempt to persuade public opinion on any issue because at the end of the 


day I am so unsure of myself and suspect I am a charlatan because I always end up 
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losing whatever argument befalls me and take great emotional hurt from these losses, 
perceiving them to be something malevolent rather than what they are, simply the 
innocuous exchange of ideas, the brotherly challenges issued by writers to one 
another under the spirit of kind competition...not concealing shards nor shanks (in 


treacherous anticipation of something that would have never happened otherwise)...] 


"I miss the days when news was actual news and not a bunch of people just spouting 
their personal thoughts on an emotional level versus actual facts just being reported 
plainly as "Here is what happened today" . It all gets so jumbled up. Facts and 


feelings." 


[I miss when five media companies had a monopolistic stranglehold on the flow of 
information and people weren't forced (by conscience alone) to subscribe to lesser 
known and upcoming news sources, which I've never personally humoured beyond 
sound bites chosen explicitly by cynical intent of the harpies and wolves raging 


behind the scenes of the Television (as I say, "news", set.) 


I miss the days when the news wasn't such transparent propaganda as to actually 
make sense to my irredeemibly facile mind; I miss the old days when State-sponsored 
news anchors lied daily to my charmed face and nobody bothered to call them out on 
it, or to challenge me my gullibility. I never ventured to challenge myself or the 
dogma I was being fed, rather I choose to stand there blankly like an idiot and smiled 
my dull seemingly-toothless grin shamelessly signifying that I, a writer, still don't 
understand the full import of William Blake's quote (let alone the full quote itself), 
"ignorance is bliss" (I say to myself as a cope) - remain standing there doing 


absolutely nothing let alone challenge or participate in contemporary discourse (I'm 
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useless in any case)... :)] 


"I also miss not knowing so much about people in my life. Family, friends, 


acquaintances." 


[I could talk to them? (But they might be "conspiracy theorists", full of racist or 
misogynistic rage or otherwise needlessly hateful, myself so shocked because I didn't 


even consider such an ostensible evil before (vapid as I am)! 


I recognise the socially deleterious effects of COVID mandates from 2020-2022 on 
all aspects of our culture including education and trust in instutitons and government, 
and in general increased morbidity and mortality, but lack the "expert"[ise] and/or 
"authority" to say what I really think (because I psychologically stifled and cucked 
myself in depriving myself any sense of (intrinsic) self-worth outside of the context 
of a collective (rely upon the gratification and validation of others) (because I lack 
authority over myself and in turn relinquished independence of thought so as to be 
the lame, chipped unharmonic instrument and fragment of a man turned political 
pawn, that which I am - like a Scientist *cough* (ologist) *cough* having traded my 
very soul (essence of being; humanity; deepest personal spirit; the very meaning of 
God -- for the promise of acceptance - how sad...) inspiring boredom for all with the 
misfortune to pass by me; but I feel secure (in turn bull-headed smugness) in my 
beehive - until it gets sprayed with water because the innocuous behaviour of my hive 


excited some bored happenstance kid wielding a hose...)] 


"Its been disheartening sometimes to discover that someone I admired is a raging 


racist, has a secret hatred of women or is a conspiracy theorist or just filled with a 
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rage or hatred of a particular person, group or thing that I never realized before." 


[From the safety of the trees I peer back into the shadows of the forest floor where 
some people I drew kinship to still reside (their being brave - but I don't admit this 


out of jealousy and envy). 


I follow with my beady judgemental eyes their movements until they stumble on a 
tree-root, in which case, as if I were waiting for that moment to occur, I immediately 
roll my eyes, mutter disdain beneath my breath, gossip and spread rumours to all the 
other wide-eyed ignominious forest creatures hiding in the trees (this being one of the 
most exciting routine events to bless otherwise irrelevant cretin) whom are not brave 
enough to ever come down from the trees (lest it's full-moon and they can see as if it 
were day) for fear of the darkness, for fear of "the land of pit and precipice", pitifully 
preferring to live in shame and disgrace, hence their making weak saving concessions 
confessed in in-gossip which gives them a distorted sense of community - something 
they, in their discarded humanity, evidently lack. Malicious people, perhaps. 
(Occam's Razor says, "no".) Otherwise ostensibly smug, arrogant and shamefully 
disrespectful creatures indeed. What man can not look the other in the eye when he 
delivers his complaint, nor even make him aware that he has a complaint? A coward. 


Truly. 


My being of this cretinous tribe, I will respectfully call it, my own tribe, recognising 
the blamelessness of the participants in having possibly been brought up in the wrong 
time and place, respectfully giving the benefit of the doubt, but to make no mistake 
pointing out that in this spirit there is vicarious frustration in seeing that person I, and 


my kin, once respected had overstepped, perhaps even mistakenly, over a tree-root, 


663 


trivial as the case may be, but refusing to give the benefit of the doubt like I would a 
member of my own tribe, I would prefer indeed to ridicule a person at their lowest 
because I could never dream to surpass them at their highest, in attacking them I 
glean power in a perverse (and clandestine) manner; but in completely lacking 
conviction and integrity I convey this menial information in a distorted manner to a 
menacingly jovial crowd happy to be receptive of such information (conveniently 
aligning with their own personal biases formed along similar lines, validated amongst 
each other with the diversity of thought anologically similiar to the level of diversity 
of genes present in the genome of an in-bred person) and by no means rationally or 
God forbid guided by thoughts of empathy and compassion; acting disrespectfully 
towards this person I dared to call my kin without ever realising it, without even 
realising this person had long ago dismissed all trace of my ilk (yuck!) from their 


own minds (their being relatively healthy). ] 


"I miss just thinking highly of someone even ifs (sic) just a dream." 


[In this frustration is a cold loneliness, for the warmth my gossip provideth is not 
reciprocated by the other tree-dwellers, whom act as I do and in this way I gain what 
I'm owed, but painful still is the awareness that I disembarked from the adventure of 
life, where I might have tripped over tree-roots or be eaten by a predator, at least I 
would have lived my live, actually lived, not been a cynical watcher seeking (perhaps 
unconsciously) to tear others down wherever I see individual strength, in effect to be 
a sycophant for the contemporary government... With gulps of bitterness I keep these 
sentiments lodged deep into my gut, not wanting to reveal my true self to my current 
self; I am in a word dishonest; I am in two ashamed, guilt-ridden (or is that three? 
Surely the hyphon makes it two...on second thought, I don't care for this line of 


enquiry, but I feel I have made my fundamental point if not ten times over then one 
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hundred. )] 


"I now firmly believe the old but useful adages of "If you can't say anything nice, 
dont say anything" , "Treat others as you'd like to be treated" and "Not everything 


that pops into your head has to exit your mouth"" 


[Therefore, due to the dramatic failure of my approach to socialisation (at least I 
made it that far, to give myself some credit, whereas most people wouldn't) (my 
desire to 'belong' to 'polite society' exceeded my conscience's feeling to act in 
accordance with firmly-held moral principles under the guidance of God) I am now 
embittered and say such things to lend spite to this area I see as grey and sticky, that I 
wouldn't want to touch or go near, having been repelled by my own incompetence to 
behave naturally (I wouldn't touch a controversial topic with a one hundred-foot pole 
out of similar cowardice); to behave with accountability for myself and respect for 
others whom are deserving rather than diluting my message to meet the lowest 
common standard of human interaction and tepidly sharing my ultimate idea: this 
new phatic, frankly pathetic message, that actually mothers in their maternal wisdom 
tell their toddlers, not to condescend the reader but to embarass myself and show I 


possess no appreciation for nuance and utter disgrace in my actions. ] 


"I suppose I just miss good old fashioned manners and decorum. Some days it feels 
like you wake up and do battle as soon as you exit your home. Its exhausting. Its a 
relief to finally get home in the evening, and shut out the world. I still read the 
comments section of most posts as I continue to be fascinated by what people think, 


but try to refrain from adding my two cents worth." 
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[Life is hard and argument can be exhausting so I've resorted to complacency and 


blind, unquestioning obedience. 


I condescendingly look down on people, hidden in my tree, irritated by my own 
nature, projecting my own frustrations onto those truly living, whom are really alive, 
vicariously both enjoying and taking issue with the statements they make, but 
resigning myself to a possession of absolute submission and emasculation, for I will 
not participate in any kind of argument because I know precisely nothing and won't 
pretend to (because I remember how that goes, roughly), given I have roughly zero 
experience discussing anything and will likely resort immediately to base pathos, ad 
hominem (character) attacks and succumb to an emotional response of my own when 
confronted in such a way, even if I were to enter such a space voluntarily, cowardly 
as I am, because I am a charlatan. But (just so you know) I will continue to watch 


(and judge)! ] 


[Yikes!] 


END 
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209 
What's Really Happening 
In Ukraine (Despite What 
You Think) 


06 03 23 


Foreword, corrections, clarifications and notices 


I already wrote an essay on this topic (The Ukraine War) - consider this version 2. 
The best criticism I've gotten so far is that I didn't use many citations, or employ a 
bibliography! This shouldn't matter because like I said multiple times in these essays, 
do your own research and DO NOT take my word at face value. I'm not asking you 
to. I'm giving you my report. I may well be wrong! Prove me wrong!! Thanks for 


reading!!! 


I have respect for Ukranian soldiers for fighting for what they believe to be a just 


cause. I don't blame the citizens their government's errors. 


I wish the fallen, no matter their allegiance or personal character, peace and 
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respect. 


God bless their souls... 


God bless their souls. 


Clarification: So far, over 200,000 Ukranians have died, 15-20,000 Russians... 
(source: Scott Ritter). [Future Oli: is now 400,000 and 100,000, respectively 
(source: Douglas Macgregor)]. 


This war is worse than than Iraq War. Let that sink in. 


This war is WWIII euphemised. Genuinely. [Future Oli: and now with Israel and 


Palestine (guess which side I'm on!)] 


There is A LOT I left out of this essay... Such as Bandera's cleansing of some 250,000 
Russian ethnics during WWII (source: Scott Ritter), Zelensky visiting his grave 
recently - in that footage displayed the Eagle Insignia and Wolfsangel on their attire 
and apparel... the red and black flags - pay close attention to what little exposure you 
likely have to this footage and you will see these manifestations of nazism written all 
over neo-Ukranian culture - ...The war crimes currently being perpetrated against 
Russian ethnics in UA. The drafting of teenagers to be sent to the front lines with no 
experience and little munitions, the biolabs in Eastern UA and what the Russian 


military recovered in these places during their advance... The reason for the SMO 
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when conventional warfare would have seen UA taken by RU within a week (source: 
Western intelligence at the time)... The fact that this confused the West into thinking 
Russia was weak. And now this rampant escalation by NATO in the lust for blood. 
The fact that a draw in this war is tantamount to a loss for Russia, that they must 
protect their borders after learning the Minsk agreements were red herrings thrown 
by GE, US and UA in collusion to buy time to prepare UA for war... The artillery 
shelling of the Donbass by UA from 2014-Present (and the escalations towards the 
end)... ultimately forcing Russia's hand. Ironically, Russophobia is now ubiquitous 
thanks to Western propaganda, but Russians are the ones being discriminated 
against... for example the "No Russians Allowed" signs on the bars in Germany... the 
zeitgeist's tone towards Russian people has changed for the worse. Make no mistake: 
this war only exists because US sees RU as a threat. Now RU faces an existential 
crisis. And might I say they are acting gracefully despite that...History will frown on 
all who are complicit and uncritical of the malevolent chicanery of contemporary 
Western governance. Roll over and old dog gets his bone? Or so he's told - it may be 


an imaginary bone... 


"Breaking News" in the US: 


March 7 10:26am New York Times headline: "Intelligence group suggests pro- 
Ukranian group sabotaged piplines, U.S. officials say" 


Is it not utterly shameless for the US to blame their terrorist attack on the 
Nordstream piplines on UA, the country they claim to support with all their heart 


(and profiteering military contracts)? 
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I'm looking forward to when the time inevitably comes when the indoctrinated come 
to learn their error... But I don't expect to be forgiven afterwards. To quote the great 


Thomas Sowell: 


“People will forgive you for being wrong, but they will never forgive you for being 


right—especially if events prove you right while proving them wrong.” 


I must emphasise that I want peace. 


If I edit this document anymore, it'll be in this space and in this form. I must stress 
that I am interested only in the truth of the matter, and will adjust my view according 


to the veracity and credibility of the sources at my disposal. 


I kindly ask readers do not leave xenophobic comments on this piece. I welcome all 


constructive criticism and will humour any substantial argument to the contrary. 


Thank you. 


Let us begin. 
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START 


I'm going to get censored now (if I'm not already shadow-censored) (the shun is taken 
for granted, Christopher hitchens did say the life of an oppositionist was supposed to 
be difficult...and to be honest in my own right I must be an oppositionist in this 
case...because I believe I'm right and am bound by moral duty to defend my case to 
the best of my ability lest I'm shown my faults) for saying this but I don't care 
anymore. [Future Oli: Spoiler alert: I was permanently banned from my platform 


without warning or explanation no long after publishing this essay. ] 


I've already been ostracised from every community I ever joined. Mostly I ostracise 
myself after projecting neuroses onto others thereby causing myself gradually worse 
discomfort to breaking point, but ultimately I can earnestly say that I have never felt 
like I belonged anywhere for more than a few moments. Nor can I say in good 
conscience that I have any friends. I used to - at least I thought they were - I think 
most of them did, too. I've actually lost friends over this topic. I'm done with this 
topic. Consider this my final entry on the topic of "The Ukraine War" lest I change 


my capricious mind. (/s) 


I'm as I write watching a graphic video produced by @TruthPuke on Twitter which 
shows "the potential use of chemical weapons by AFU in Kharkov direction...It looks 
the [RU] infantry was hit from afu [UA] drone carrying chemical weapons 
component (possibly nerve agent sarin) that exploded outside..."Gas, gas, gas, gas..." 
the soldier filming the video keeps repeating at the end...If true - Ukraine is no better 


than ISIS." Funny that comparison be made, I will presently address this point. 
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UA is using chemical warfare on RU. They are also executing foreign nationals 
including peaceful RU journalists. They are sending 15-16 year olds to fight on the 
front lines. These are war crimes banned by the Geneva convention...US is cynically 
profiteering from this conflict, like in Syria, Afghanistan, Libya and Iraq. EU is 
waking up. DE is HUMILIATED. Did you see the blown-up Russian tank stunt 
backfire over there? The huge anti-NATO protests all across EU? Still think RU are 
the bad guys? Still think RU caused this war? Cope more. History will frown on you. 
Now listen to my conspiracy theories and come to your senses by proudly wearing 
your tin-foil hat as I do by critically evaluating what I have to say without accepting 


it neither as fact nor fiction but an artist's account of current geopolitical events. 


If you're a strong man (or consider yourself anything close), then don't ******* shy 
from important issues. Like John Stuart Mill said, "Bad men need nothing more to 
compass their ends, than that good men should look on and do nothing." You don't 
find Tulsi Gabbard's speeches inspiring? I assume not. Then, do you not like people 
like her because, like James Baldwin astutely pointed out, "You're bearing witness 
helplessly to something which everybody knows and nobody wants to face." In your 
frustration (and weakness) you (pathetically) bury your head in the sand. No? It's OK 
- Lused to be a coward, too... [Future Oli: I no longer support Tulsi Gabbard. She is a 


WEF young leader. | 


Time for US to swallow their pride (if it were ever possible) and negotiate peace talks 
with RU, that they've been rejecting (along with UA) since before RU's invasion of 
Crimea (to be precise Moscow proposed a series of peace treaties to Washington DC 
(and Zelensky's office) in December 2020 which were categorically rejected). It must 


be stressed that any reasonable investigation of this situation finds that US (CIA) 
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caused this war in 2014 by staging the Maidan coup to install the far-right-backed (to 
put it lightly...) Zelensky government (and the earlier "Orange Revolution" in 2004)). 
The Maidan coup was premeditatedly discussed by US officials (e.g. leaked 
Pratt/Nuland call transcript) for financial interests - to incentivise, through terroristic 
means, EU and GE to buy US' energy and not RU's energy. Hence why US blew up 
Nord-Stream | and 2 (confirmed in detail in a recent article written by the esteemed 


investigative journalist Seymour Hersh). 


I really should like to add now the uncomfortable truth that US employs foreign 
mercenaries in UA (terrorist groups) including now ISIS (look for the skull insigna 
on mercenary patches in footage you see) (which they've done historically for 
example in Syria...and with other groups, for example, US has for years now 
supported the Tigyran rebels to maraud the Ethiopian people and government and 
supported Al Queda in Yemen and dirty wars in Somalia. Do I even need to mention 


Vietnam, Yugoslavia or Serbia? Too late. This is just the tip of the iceberg.) 


The point is US works with terrorist groups to accomplish political aims. 
Domestically I speculate they do it with groups such as ANTIFA whom they refuse 
to classify as terrorist organisations. Funny how the governments' control of 
language, on the flow of information, is sufficient to alter the average citizen's view 
of the world to such a distorted degree they now will be reduced to violent throes 
over the facile tautalogical equivalency between Putin and Hitler, that Putin's 
"invasion" of UA was equivalent to Hitler's invasion of PL. This delusion is sad and 
nothing more - the result of Western propaganda. The West are the most 
propagandised people on the planet without realising it - the average citizen thinks 
themselves wise (having watched and discussed years of television footage) in 


believing that other countries are propagandised, not ever seriously giving thought to 
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their own position. As Voltaire said, "Jt is difficult to free people from the chains they 


revere." 


The second uncomfortable truth I should like to add is that the Zelensky government 
is under duress by factions of neo-conservatives, modern-day Nazis, yes, just like 
Jimmy Dore says (I recommend you do your own research)...based mostly in North- 
West UA (e.g. the Azov Battalion) (look for patches worshipping Bandera, the man 
who helped Hitler cleanse ethnic "inferiors" from UA during WWIL...look also for 
swasticka tattoos - they tend to be on their arms... impossible to hide. Listen to what 


they say in their war chant about Bandera... Look how they salute like Hitler... 


I'm putting this really mildly. There are officially-sanctioned death squads in UA. 
There are unspeakable punishments for innocent ethnic people and those deemed to 
be RU-sympathisers (usually dobbed in by their own family or friends, or 
neighbours). Many people have been disappeared. The UA government has a kill list. 
Look it up. Look how they write "/iquidated" across some pictures. One of them was 
a young woman, a journalist, whom was killed by car-bomb right in front of her 
father in a terrorist attack by UA figures in Moscow a few months ago. Many are 
Russian minors as young as 9 years old. It's called Mirotvorets (warning: visit this 
site at your own caution, or better yet don't visit it ever because it's horrible) and it's 
on the clearnet - right there in the light of day for everyone to see. They also made 
sure to include a list of their leaders whom will certainly be trialed after RU is done 
with UA. Former UN weapons inspector Scott Ritter is number one on this list. 
Tucker Carlson is on it, too! So are Jackson Hinkle and Colonel Douglas Macgregor. 


To name a few. 
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The Yanukovych government that was violently ousted in 2014 through CIA/MI-5 
intervention actually represented Russian speaking people. The Zelensky government 
has since famously banned all oppositional political parties in UA. Need I say more 
on this matter? Yikes. See Jackson Hinkle (a real journalist, not a corporate 
sycophant - coincidentally, he's also on the UA government's kill list... or just listen 
to Scott Ritter) if you wish to learn more from this point of view. I never said I was 
right, did I? These are simply my beliefs. Use your critical thought to ascertain the 


veracity of what I say. What else can I advise? 


Perhaps the most important point of this entire essay...is that this war is an 
Information War. The import of this statement must not be lost. Look how 
propaganda is ripe for the plucking from every reachable plastic tree. Look at all the 
UA flags in peoples' Twitter biographies, The UA Centre For Control Of 
Disinformation, look...for....yourself... (if you care whatsoever, otherwise one should 
think it sensible to not participate in the discussion at all, like a mathematician 
mightn't feel it appropriate to participate in a conversation about 
biochemistry...unless presented with mathematical data. Well, friend, do you really 


have sufficient data? How high is your confidence interval? ;) 


The US, like the EU Parliament representative for IE says, are geopolitical bullies. 
Petulant children. Creative but capricious; grown sullen and morose. Lines of 
communication between US and RU were open throughout the entire Cold War... and 
now they're closed - by US' design, to make no mistake. US aren't a force for good in 
this world. US is a force for shameless chauvinist death and destruction - domination 


- predicated on ill-founded and tacit machinations of ethnic and cultural superiority. 
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RU are defending their national sovereignty (like US would if CN or RU installed 
military bases in neighboring countries just like US is doing now to RU (and CN)) 
from the provocative expansion of NATO right up to RU's border, which RU 
tolerated only out of trust, and are now disappointed in the US and acting 


accordingly. Well, what did anyone expect? 


Last week RU even abandoned the New Start Treaty, showing how seriously they 
take their national defence, how they are actually in a defensive position despite the 
fact they are advancing through UA - I know this may be hard for a facile mind to 
fathom - but RU deemed UA a threat and will not stop until it is satisfied that threat is 
neutralised. Really now, US is pumping up UA fully of weaponry and moral support, 


but everyone knows how this war will end (apart from Sean Penn, apparently). 


No amount of F-16's, Himars, Patriot Missile Systems, Tanks, MG's (that jam), 
Munitions (all of which: ~70% ends up on the black market and into places like the 
Middle East, South America, and ZA, by the way...) The US don't care because the 
money is effectively recycled back to Washington DC. Everyone wins, they think - 
except for the taxpayer and the UA citizens in particular, but also EU citizens and US 
citizens; in fact US has shamelessly sanctioned every country that has so much 
brushed their periphery as they do it...to the point RU and CN were provoked to 
corner the precious metals markets like the Hunt Brothers created Silver Thursday in 
1980 (only this time it's foreign governments which can't be so easily forced into 
bankruptcy), are now the largest stock-pilers of gold and silver world-wide due to 
removals on citizens taxes on precious metals, thereby incentiving them, in order to 
strengthen the rouble and yen, respectively, backed by physical gold and silver 


reserves. 
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Trade relations with IN, ZA and SA have strengthened and new financial committees 
have been selectively set up by north-eastern EU countries with RU to the effect that 
the rouble has never been stronger. (Hilariously, Italy immediately breached NATO 
orders and clandestinely arranged to be supplied gas by RU. Other EU countries 
followed. UK citizens aren't even paying their energy bills. Does all this stuff just go 


over you peoples’ heads? Christ...) 


US' sanctions backfired economically and the petrodollar is now under threat (no 
Gaddafi or Sadam to set-up this time with "WMDs") - hence the US' ostensible need 
to launch headlong into war (it's all they know at this point... we're witnessing the 
pathetic fall of a once respectable Empire, once strong, full of vital men of integrity, 
now predominately morally weak soyboys) - US have been in a perpetual state of war 
since at least WWI, and for the precise reason spelled out for us by Julian Assange 
himself in 2011 re. the Afghan War (just replace "Afghanistan" with "Ukraine" and it 


works just the same!...(When the war is over, UA will be a rump state like IQ)): 


"Because the goal is not to completely subjugate Afghanistan. The goal is to use 
Afghanistan to wash money out of the tax bases of the United States, out of the tax 
bases of European countries - through Afghanistan - and back into the hands of the 
trans-national security elite. That is the goal. Le. the goal is to have an endless war, 


not a successful war." 


Let me break that down for you - it's still a money laundering scheme at the cost of 
human lives and nobody ******* cares beyond virtue signalling what they hear from 
other people and bought corrupt media riddled with conflicts of interest which 


frankly should be illegal, a strangehold on the flow of information to the effect more 
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or less all mainstream media is guaranteed propaganda - not only that but 
unbeknownst to most people UA has an industrious cyber division (that I won't even 
begin to talk about... that's a whole other thing that makes the stomach churn...just 
like Trishton Walker's candid "I was just lying to impress my date" nonchalant boasts 
about grotesque endeavours that put humanity, innocent people, at extreme jeopardity 
(in fact resulted in the deaths of many people *cough* spike protein *cough* and a 
****_load of social harm (lockdowns)...in the insatiable pursuit for money, assets and 


power.)) 


All of this death could have been prevented if UA abided the Minsk accords, 
unbeknownst to RU at the time were already colluding with US to never take these 
peace agreements between UA government and the people of the Donbass seriously, 
Zelensky can be seen smirking in relevant footage... in fact Angela Merkel, ex- DE 
Chancellor, confirmed in a statement that the Minsk accords were never meant to be 
taken seriously, but were only used as political devices to buy time for UA to arm 
itself to preparation for a response they were provoking RU for as proxy on behalf of 
US. =15,000 innocent UA citizens died in the Donbass in the eight years that 
proceeded the 2014 Maidan coupe before RU intervened. To make no mistake, the 
SMO (as RU calls it) (or the invasion of UA, as US calls it) was provoked by shelling 
of the people of the Donbass by the UA government, promoted clandestinely by US 
for political, military, and economic leverage against RU, deeming RU an existential 


threat for no apparent reason... 


For a long time now, several decades, US citizens have been conditioned to be 
Russophobic and Sinophobic - to prepare for these wars we have seen, are seeing, 
and will likely see (TW > CN is next on the menu. US is actively importing weapons 


into TW and a small amount of US troops are already stationed there, and the US 
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navy as well as the CN navy have been performing naval exercises in the South 


China Sea for months now since Pelosi's visit to Teipei. 


The point is US agreed alongside these nations decades ago to The One China Policy 
with respect to CN sovereignty and promised they'd never expand NATO eastward 
with respect to RU sovereignty, yet their actions have shown to be inconsistent with 


their promises. 


US have a staggering number of military bases throughout the entire world... to a 
ridiculous degree. Really, look it up. There are estimated to be 750 worldwide US 
military bases!!! That's just the ones they admit to!! The CIA has also admitted to 
staging an astounding 65 foreign coupes and modest estimates add 20 covert 
operations to that list, since their inception in 1947! Not only that, but they were 


formerly known as the OSS. Who knows how far back US black ops go? 


UA thinks Crimea can be retaken? UA have no ammunition left and just lost 
Bahkmut and a key supply route. Bakhmut itself, a 130-something day occupation, 
saw the loss of tens of thousands of UA troops; UA troops are drafted and have no 
choice but to go to the front lines or will be shot by command for desertion, and now 
with 15-16 year olds being rounded up, girls too (how inclusive). What a tragedy. 
What a joke. Four hour life expectancies on the front-lines for UA troops. FOUR??? 
Tell me how little you value human life using only political deception and 
underhanded legislative changes...By the way, dare I ask what happened to Valerii 
Zaluzhnyi? I think we all know... 


The US must accept accountability for their actions. The world, especially US 
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citizens made docile, must not go along with the tyranny of the US empire which 
seeks where ends justify means to create a unipolar world. We seem to have given up. 


Have we given up? Or is the world, is humanity, redeemible? I don't know. Do you? 


RU seem, ironically, to be the defenders of freedom in the modern world, when US is 
supporting mercenary groups (now including ISIS!) and providing the intelligence for 
stragetic attacks and for war crimes to be committed against otherwise innocent RU 
nationals, RU soldiers and especially UA citizens (thankfully most of which have fled 
by now (most at much earlier stages of the war, and in hurries, too) to neighboring 
countries, mostly RU!) Zelensky has just declared nobody can leave UA. Just like he 
signed into law in September of 2021 that UA can not negotiate peace talks with RU 


"so long as Putin is president". 


“We will either wait for the current president to change his position or wait for the 
next president to change his position in the interests of the Ukrainian people,” 


Kremlin spokesman Dmitry Peskov told NYPost reporters, in April 2022. 


It's now March 2023. How much death and destruction could have been prevented 
since then, if the likes of Boris Johnson, Joe Biden, and other State actors ensure 
peace talks never occur between Zelensky and Putin - despite the best efforts of the 
loudest Anti-War voices. The Military-Industrial-Government-Intelligence Complex 
Monolith will likely win - just like they did in Iraq, Libya, Yemen, Somalia, Ethopia, 
Syria, Vietnam, Ethiopia, Afghanistan and Sudan — to name a few — by profiteering 
from the destruction of a nation and the massacre of hundreds of thousands of people, 
whether they're UA nazis or RU soldiers... in the end we're all people. Did we forget 
Charlie Chaplin's speech from The Great Dictator? 
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Like, I just have to say it, you call yourself "Zeft"...but you're pro-war...and in 
defence of this criticism you say "it's justified"...when challenged, you immediately 
falter and resort to ad hominem attacks....what the **** happened to you? I thought 
you were a critical thinker, mate... Not afraid to speak your mind. But it turns out it 
took a war for us to see that once the chips were down, at the end of the day, after all 
things have been considered, we both know your reputation is more important to you 
than any true virtue. Rat. So you signal. The saddest part? Just to feel like you "fit in". 
Pathetically disappointing. 


Where are the gems amid the fibreglass Bob Dylan talked about? I suppose I'd have 
to go outside to find them. Then again, I'm no jeweller. How would I tell the 
difference between plastic and glass, between diamond and quartz? By using my 
intuition, my own judgement, my conscience; my own sense of what's right, and in 
such a way, with integrity and self-respect, dispensing of shame and fear, act 


accordingly with responsibility befitting to a mature adult. 


Is it at all possible you might venture to do the same? To be brave? To have courage 
for once in your life? To take a risk. To speak your mind. To stop living your life in a 
closet. I get it, your pathetic behaviour is not necessarily your fault whether you 


realise it or not. Well, I wish you luck, brother. Sigh. 


END 
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210 
Why genre doesn't matter 
anymore 


02 04 23 


"Whether I am ostentatious or not is irrelevant to the topic we're discussing. You 


literally called the person in question a troll in your original post. I digress." 


"T'll spell it out. 


Words mean whatever you want them to. Content and intent are what matter. Tone 
and structure matter - of course. But an artist is allowed to break artistic rules and 


make their own, whether one likes it or not. 


Words are just a medium like pieces of charcoal used for etching or drawing or lumps 
of clay or paints or what have you... I suppose that makes us (or maybe just me!) the 


tool. Well, at least the hand that holds the pen (or the fingertips that touch the key 
pad). 
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Genre is a way of attempting to characterise the uncharacterisable, namely simple 
expressions of the human experience that, like with visual art, aren't necessarily 


accessible simply because they've been given one label or another. 


We could discuss for as long as you'd like how all writing might be defined by a 
certain genre but, really, artists make their own genres... and by artists I mean the 
most tenacious and prolific creators whom naturally tend to be more succesful in 


creating art. 


However, at the end of the day such a discussion would be analogically similar to 
Biology students sitting there and discussing the taxonomy of certain domains, 
kingdoms, phylum, classes, orders, families, genuses, species... of life. The point 
being these are constantly shifting and theories are just the contemporary (but 
infallible!) paradigms of human thought. Speaking for myself - and I'm no an 
literature expert. I didn't even study literature. All my literature is self-taught. I'm just 
a hobby writer. 


The (seemingly unnatural) urge to collect (like trophies) ...and then label... pieces of 
art into categories (as if they were organic specimens) has always struck me as odd - 
because as Mark Twain said “Truth is stranger than fiction, but it is because Fiction 


is obliged to stick to possibilities; Truth isn't.” 


All creative art comes from spontanenous passion. There need not be explanation for 


its type, there need not be any consideration for category. Other than for marketing 
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reasons (money). The other reason is convenience. Is convenience worth unethical 


practice? I thought not. 


Sure, categorisation is convenient in libraries---publishing houses require them---I 
concede it's convenient to create categories---I fail to see what the point is? 


Convenience is a good thing? Sure, convenience is a 'good' thing. 


Personally, I think the deeper point here is a philosophical point, not one of 


convenience. Forgive me if I'm amused by this. 


I believe it's similar to the philosophical point demonstrated in the movie Donnie 
Darko --- the protagonist gets annoyed because the teacher tries to make him define 
on a blackboard whether something is 'gooa' or 'baa'. In word he argued nuance, that 
everything is not simply black nor white, got frustrated and stepped out of line and so 
was punished his ostensible wrongdoing. The point is "nothing is good or bad but 


thinking makes it so." 


The truth (I don't revel in it, but one can't deny reality) is that the legacy publishing 
tradition is now obsolete in an analogically similar way to how legacy multi-media 
channels (TV, radio) have seen a devasting decline in viewership to give way to more 
sought-after alternative media platforms (the internet, YouTube, Rumble, Spotify, 


etc...). Ask J.K. Rowling. 


As time leads us further into the digital age, the quality of technology increases at an 


exponential rate---I remember playing Snake on my phone on the School Bus to High 
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School (15 odd years ago)...and now I'm playing in 4K graphics, heart-elevating first- 
person shooter games that look like crystal-clear real-life imagery---Feels real. 


Multimedia CGI looks real now. Can't be distinguished from reality. 


High-end graphics, simulators (flight, FPS, etc...) and virtual reality are just the 
beginning. US military contractors have high stakes in video game developers and 
Silicon and Lithium giants like NVIDIA---have had a close relationship possibly 
related to the fact that that now the US seems to wants to pursue TW militarily, but I 
daren't speculate on geopolitics---So, anyway, imagine how small and powerful these 
microprocessors will be in the years to come already judging by today's standards 
(e.g. your average USB stick ~10 years ago was maybe 250-500MB. Now for the 
same price your average USB stick is 4,000-8,000MB.) In the Apollo missions 
(1960's) (dubious veracity of outcome in my opinion) the super-computers they used 
had the processing power of modern day calculators!... and in turn how advanced the 


technology will be for our children and their children. 


Like I said, artists make their own rules. Every artist is unique. These rules don't have 
to be followed in much the same way modern scientific rules aren't necessarily 
abided by scientists, aren't necessarily recognised as true, act as merely principle 
guidance and are constantly tested by true scientists in the pursuit of epistomological 
knowledge and nothing more-- the nature of Science (latin for "knowledge") is 
supposed to be the sharing and critising of ideas. Arguments between peers. Not 
yelling---that's not what argument is. One concedes sometimes, other times one will 
teach the other - the world of post-grad. Adults discussing advanced ideas. So science 
advances by questioning pre-eminent models of thinking, and it is by no means a 
stretch to call these rules dogmatic doctrine. In formal Biology they literally call 


DNA replication, transcription and translation the "The Dogma of Modern Biology" 
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(at least when I was at Uni). Dogma is not necessarily connotated to negativity. Nor 


should dogma necessarily be followed. 


One must been given the respect and freedom to make up their minds on all manners 
of topics independent of external imprudence. One must be given the liberty to 
question pre-eminent models. If those models should prove true by real and uncorrupt 
(just) scientific enquiry grounded in empirical thought then those models should 
easily withstand scrutinty...verification by validation of a hypothesis. Any 


conscientious scientist knows what I mean. 


Rules... Not to be taken seriously nor lightly, but to be regarded as advice by wise 
people (or authoritarian authority figures). Right? Most good literature collaborates 
this hypothesis. It's the story of Robin Hood... I know Charles Dickens seemed to 
think so. And Dostoevsky was jailed for "socialist discussion" — what else is new?... 
Rules...George Orwell has his six rules (my personal favourite), Emily Dickinson by 
interpretation has hers, Bukowski has his harsh advice, likewise Vonnegut drills one 
with cleverly concealed moral considerations...but it's Arthur C. Clarke's third rule 


that states: "any sufficiently advanced technology is indistinguishable from magic." 


In 1999 interview David Bowie talked said of the internet: "We're on the cusp of 
something exhilarating and terrifying." Genre doesn't matter anymore. Despite 


convenience. It's only natural. Is what I think!” 
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211 
What 1s worth 1t? 


07 04 23 


I wonder what genre this fits under? I'm sure your mental gymnastics could find a 
place for it. 


What is worth it is unavailable. What is available is fashionable. What is fashionable 
is not worth it. Your conscience and gut feeling - that is your inherent sense of 


morality - is the determinant factor in ascertaining the worth of an action. 


What is tacitly accepted is uncomfortable to speak of but nonetheless true. What is 
true is nonetheless ignored and oftentimes great costs are expended to keep the truth a 
secret. When pushed by truth, discomfort ensues on part of the coward. When the 
coward is found out, the coward begins to lie in their pathetic belief that by doing so 


they will be protecting themselves. 


By attempting to save themselves, cowards justify lying to themselves and others. By 
coward I mean someone who lacks courage. By courage I mean the courage to speak 


one's mind - no matter one's convictions or personal character, insofar as one believes 
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it's one's moral duty to do so---rather than live their life in silence. Silence is equal to 
complicity to evil. Complicity to evil is just as great a tragedy and betrayal to 
humanity as the evil acts themselves. Complicity to evil is manufactured and most 
participants are corporate sycophants who believe themselves "good men", people 
who simply "look on and do nothing" when "bad men need nothing more to compass 


their ends."* 


"I was just doing my job!" declared the Nazi soldier. 


That is, men who believe themselves good are truly cowards, because when push 
comes to shove they will simply do nothing. In silence there is complicity and when 
one is complicit to evil, evil is allowed to flourish. To give up in the face of 
ostensibly insurmountable odds, throw in the towel and say "what can I do? I'm just 
one man, and they control everything" is genuinely sad and in doing so one sets the 
precedent for their children to be cowards, too. In this way 'good' men lose my 
respect by way of displaying lack of virtue, namely courage in the face of evil, 
preferring pathetically to cling to their pendulum-balanced social reputation and 


insecure financial security... 


How sad that they are blameless in being uncourageous. How pitiful they must 
pretend to sing because they've forgotten how to dance...they must lie to sell 
themselves the idea that by doing nothing they are somehow doing good in any 
capacity for anyone other than themselves, that they are somehow not actively 
powerless and actually making life more difficult for others (including themselves) 
whom daily suffer the effects of systemic oppression, by not resisting its tendrils and 


pretending as though it were normal to, in a figure of speech, lay there and take it...in 
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this way become meek, confused, but deeply and coldly cynical...and are perturbed as 


soon as they're called out. 


The very same people who would have murdered Socrates once more on pride and 
persecuted Christ just one more time for the crime of causing annoyance posed by the 
employment of an actual challenge to their stagnant and vapid mental state, that they 
would react like psychotic children when faced with the reality of their situation 
being cowards and liars, will never be able to reconcile this reality in the fall of 
hubris and in this way one whom is sane must tolerate this ostensible symptom of 
mass psychosis as if it were not a horrifying display of the great apathy and defeatism 
that has taken hold of lost men and seems to have turned them metaphorically into 


rabid dogs. 


*John Stuart Mill 
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212 
Okie-doke. 


07 04 23 


I thought this comment deserved to see the light of day, not be deleted within five 
seconds by the author who originally claimed to want constructive criticism on their 


piece. I ought to think that an utterly cowardly action given the context. 


Anyway, it doesn't matter because I gleaned a ‘piece’ out of it. Enjoy! Unedited (not 


made to look better than original comment). 
Your comment on posting: 
[redacted]: [redacted] 
by [redacted] 
"not all writers appreciate readers as they should" 


Right off the cuff just telling other artists how to live their lives, huh? 


How righteous? 
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You value the advice of writers? OK. 


Constructive criticism of this piece: 


First stanza was repeated twice: phatic language. 


Let's be honest? Much obliged. 


I suppose you're an exception to all "the writers" whom seek only to "sell books" and 
"boost their ego" through the otherwise "unnecessary" experience of writing? Surely 
nowhere in between are there people attempting to make a living, or simply making 
their work for the sake of art, or increasing their status insofar as they're then able to 
be taken seriously as poets...the fact you chose to immediately address the extremes 
of these behaviours is curious to me. As if you're jealous of the successful. As if you 


yourself are like this deep down. 


If you can't just write and let it be a spontaneous phenomenon and be proud of your 
creation, your time is probably better spent pursuing some other form of art, or 
something other than art. We have enough delusional but arrogant elders in the 


writing community as it is. 


I think the fact you simply plucked a picture of Trump up there, the oppositional 


691 


leader whom was just arrested on grounds so shaky even CNN (the most 
propagandistic "news" agency of them all) has begun to doubt the legality and 


veracity of his conviction...without even mentioning it is a strange signal indeed. 


Did you miss the memo? Well, you didn't mention him at all so I can only assume 
you're a lemming and the image says everything you'd like to say to the other 
lemmings --- so you can continue to follow the path paved over lemming road by war 


criminals like Hillary Clinton. 


But just so you know, in scientific thesis writing, one must label their figures. Yours 
would be : Figure 1: a picture of Trump I found on the internet... Your professor 
would say... AND? Then you'd get marked down. Because you said nothing. Didn't 


reproduce the image in words. Didn't label the image or make reference to it. 


"there will always be those writers who take you for granted" 


This is still all constructive criticism, btw. Frankly, given the puerile emotional state 
of most adults I've ever come into contact with, I'll be surprised if you don't take my 


read and constructive criticism for granted. 


Not only that, then I expect you'll ignore it, delete it and/or deafen your eyes and 
respond with blind rage and hate not considering I'm completely calm right now and 


only telling you what you said you wanted to hear - the truth - constructive criticism. 
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"Without your support, encouragement, and feedback, I would be lost as a writer." 


You wanted us to be honest, right? You also want feedback? This is a blatant lie. You 


write for yourself. Everyone does. It's a purely egotistical pursuit like any visual art. 


Like Oscar Wilde said - "We can forgive a man for making a useful thing so long as 
he does not admire it. The only excuses for making a useless thing is that one admires 


it intensely. All art is quite useless." 


So have some accountability and responsibility for your own actions and fate. More 
importantly be calm and develop a somewhat flippant attitude about it. Musicians 


need callous on their fingers. Writers need callous on their minds. 


No real artist takes the act of writing seriously --- no real artist takes life seriously. At 
the end of the day a healthy adult should be able to leave aside worldly affairs and 
reflect on what's really important --- spiritual affairs, family, personal health. Not get 


wrapped up in unnatural contortions of the spirit and mind. 


Writing is a good thing - you're forced to express yourself in original terms. Just keep 
trying to do that and you might make it away from the lemming pack without having 


to leap from a lemming cliff. 


"It's not just my readers that make me great." 
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You're great? 


Well, at least you admit your writing comes from your own ability and don't 


irrationally relinquish the rights to the reader (whomever they may be!) 


Tell me you value your own time without leaning on others... 


You don't seem like a nuisance. You seem like someone trying to express themselves. 
I think you project a lot of negative attributes to other writers whomever they may be, 


or whatever's been told to you by associates. 


"I'm here to make writing fiction great again" 


Because it was garbage without YOU, right? Sheesh... 


You said you're "committed to engaging the reader, listening to [their] thoughts and 


opinions." 


Let's see about that. Actions speak louder than words. You want your work to 
resonate? Speak from your heart. Get pissed off at something. Develop passion. 


About something. Be original for once in your life. Think for yourself. 
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In my opinion, which I know is worth very little, only then will your work "resonate" 


with anyone worthy of resonating with. 


"Story-telling" 


OKie-Doke. Go ahead, then. What is this? This entire piece is a preamble? Then let's 


see what you come out with next... 


Because, you want honestly? You said nothing in this entire speech that couldn't have 
been communicated in one simple sentence in your News: "Hi guys, I'm back, I'm 


going to start writing again. Thanks for your support." 


Use simple and direct language. Mean what you say. Don't carry on with drivel. Don't 


be afraid to pull out the eraser or white-out. 


I've never seen anyone say story-telling is a dying art-form. If, on the other hand, you 
chose to tell stories in video form or in some occupational pursuit in real life, then 
that would truly be admirable, because we've lost the way of the orator. But this is 


writing. You know? 


What annoyed me most about this piece is you've virtually said nothing all the way 
through. You're gratified people read you. Granted. You're a great storyteller? That 


remains to be seen IMO. 
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Your words mean nothing without an audience? That's quite sad, really now. Give 
yourself some credit. Even I in massive depression gave myself the credit of calling 


all my pre-publications my own work. 


I think it's rather arrogant to barge in here claiming you're a great storyteller but who 
am I to give constructive criticism or tell the truth? You certainly set a high bar for 


your content. I mean no disrespect when I say let's see how it actually plays out! 


- From a writer." 
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213 
A vague feeling 


21 04 23 


People used to say to me "wow, you're really good at doing [insert random 
thing]"..."and therefore you should do [insert random thing] your entire life." (They 


suggest a career for you...and it's all in good faith, right?) 


(For example when I was —16 I used the internet to identify the active ingredient in 
grapes which cause them to be toxic to small dogs, and demonstrated using basic 
mathematics that it would take feeding the dog, whom wanted to eat one grape, in 
fact several grapes to even pass that threshold, and I was told by my aunty, whose 
small dog I was mentally labouring for in that moment (and did actually give her the 
grape to eat with my aunty's permission), that "[I] would make a great veternarian" 


followed by an encouragement to follow that career path.) 


What rubbed me the wrong way in this event as in all other similar occurrences 
throughout my life was something only my gut could tell me. If I had to give words 


to it I'd say, like, 


"so, simply because I've displayed competence doing this one specific task, you have 
divined an entire lifestyle for me, no?" It's rather condescending. You must know that 
you don't really know me just as I don't really know you...we show only fractions of 
ourselves. More than perturbing. Just like an inadvertent projectile of vomit (in your 
direction) that, like if it had come from a drunk person, the speaker is not actually 


consciously aware of doing this...frazzled wits and naivety...and is disgustingly 
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shameless in that way, furthermore does not actually recognise the significance of 
anything they're saying...but are merely echoing Chinese Whispers, edifications of 
their own projected past regrets, personal sentiments distorted over time in their 
minds and passed down to them by their elders, their teachers, parents, mentors, and 
of course the "leaders" and various other authority figures on the Telescreen...doing 
what they facilely see as a moral duty, imprudently thinking they are correct in doing 
so...and how can one blame them their sense of righteousness and sanctimonious 
actions...it's just tragic, you know? For them. From my perspective it's like watching 
a child make a mistake over and over again. Just disappointing, really. Not mentally 
stimulating at all. One hasn't the heart to call ‘em out on it, you know? Lest one 
disinhibits oneself (usually triggered by valid emotional responses such as those 


caused by argumentation or substance use). 


It's Alan Watts' metaphor of a monkey dragging a fish up a tree wanting for it to 
breathe, inadvertently killing it in doing so. Sappy, phatic words that are meant to be 


kind do not make for kind outcomes - that's for sure. 


It's to find a place for someone ONLY when you perceive a use for them (as if you've 


had an epiphany on behalf of someone else! So arrogant.) 


It's to demonstrate that you've hitherto assumed that someone else was useless as a 
human being. They feel hurt by it, you know? Naturally, this causes anger and 
frustration. Because it's inadvertent dehumanisation. The unconscious deprivation of 
one's right to think and act indepedently. But how do you tell someone their values 
are wrong?...That they have an erroneous manner of edification. It's grotesque, 


frankly. But what can one do? "One must let the fool persist in his ways." 


The thing is, no one person has only a single use or role and this act or speech is only 
a fragment, a reduction of one's humanity...their spirit or soul...their sense of being as 
a person. Becomes dilute and tepid. In this described reality there are sinister bounds 


entrenched. 
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We act like someone we think we are, not who we really are deep down, the person 
who gets out of bed, the observer reflecting in one's mind...we express unconscious 
elements we're ourselves unaware of through emotional provocation and a vague 
sense of moral duty. We think we're wise...but we're no smarter than the white whale 
from Moby Dick. The only difference between us and the whale is the whale is just 
trying to live its life in harmless unimposing ignorance whereas we, knowing Captain 
Ahab is coming to kill us over a irrational and meaningless obsession, are anxious, 
stiff and frigid in apprehension. Why bother? Whatever happens, happens. Let it be. 
Act naturally? No? We don't really care about one another because we don't really 
care about ourselves. We act as a unit of the machine by sense of patriotic duty and 
feel incomfortable in straying from this position. We ignored Charlie Chaplin's 
speech in The Great Dictator. That was like 90 years ago...we're repeatedly, infinitely 
lost and will always kill our would-be saviours...yes, kill if not insult and shun and 


outcast our prophets and Messiahs. 


We fear the invisible hand and we dare not step out of the line of lemmings headed 
for the cliffs despite knowing deep down eventually we'll tip the precipice, 
unexpectedly lurch and plop dead like the ones falling in the horizon ahead of us. 
How pitiful to live one's life this way - yet one peers out from hollow 
eyes...magnifications of one's hollow soul. A defeated self. Resigned to a robotic 
purpose. And never to be human...Will yet live this way forever. Forever...Lord, 
disabuse us our folly. We know not the distinction between good and evil and in this 
way are both. Nobody escapes this distinction. We don't know what we are but we 


think we do." 
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214 


Holding a mirror up to 
Australians 


26 03 23 


Please warn viewer discretion is advised. 


Please note this is fictional (see the inverted commas). 


Disclaimer: don't mind me, just doing my job! 


“Matter is energy. In the universe, there are many energy fields which we cannot 
normally perceive. Some energies have a spiritual source which act upon a person's 
soul. However, this soul does not exist ab initio, as orthodox Christianity teaches. It 
has to be brought into existence by a process of guided self-observation. However, 
this is rarely achieved, owing to man's unique ability to be distracted from spiritual 


matters by everyday trivia.” 


Graham Chapman, The Complete Monty Python's Flying Circus: All the Words, Vol. 
2 
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Australians don't give a F***k about anything, especially threatened natural species 


such as koalas and wombats. 


In fact, Australians genuinely don't really care about anything other than alcohol, 
sports and racism. We are in general pathetic and chauvinistic rat-like creatures with 
diets of beer and McDonald's boasting of their great culture which is composed 
literally of British customs distilled into the vacuous quasi-American culture that is 
bravely call our own despite the fact our accent is the only thing that seems to set us 
apart from Americans (we're as dumb and fat - according to the respective studies on 
IQ and BML, of course) and possess no understanding of history modern or ancient. 
No school lessons are taught about how to utilise the Australian Bush. I wonder what 
we could have learnt about the Bush from all those Aborigines we killed for a solid 
150 years from our landing here in 71770 until ~1930... The audacity to call that "the 
Australian frontier wars"... Like go out to a rural town and see for yourself how we 
treat Aborigines TODAY... What about those literal concentration camps up North 
we maintain TODAY? Wanna talk about THAT or can you shut the f**k up and 


listen? 


Better yet listen to Paul Keating's address and realise how stupid you are for 
believing China would ever want to invade our country or that the spending of $360+ 
BILLION of taxpayer money on submarines that aren't even designed for Australia's 
shallow waters (after backstabbing the French on their deal which from a military 


point of view would have been much better, or instead manufacturing AT HOME 
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Collins' class boats specifically designed to guard the Australian coast... or is it just 


that we suck on America's thumb when She says it's sore? 


From firsthand experience: Most are cowards, too. Most would rather punch (poorly) 
than talk (but must sedate themselves with alcohol first - the endearing terms used to 
justify alcoholism which to a sane man should be seen as embarassing: crack another 
coldie, have another nip, grab us a round of schoons, a little hair of the dog after...) 
Because it would frankly be ridiculous to act that way sober and in this way "I was 
drunk" becomes a viable excuse from everything from domestic abuse to fatal car 
crashes... "He was drunk." And we all seem to empathise. "Sure, give him a small 
sentence for manslaughter..." All those roadside memorials I've driven past. How 
many were drunk? I wonder, if they were intoxicated on an illegal substance, would 
you then view the event differently? Rhetorical question. If you weren't so 
predictable it might have been sincere. Want the answer? We are a nation of violent, 
post-colonial, indoctrinated drunks raised by the very same and in this way have 


become deeply entrenched into the habits of our convict ancestors... 


Lying, hypocritical cowards while we're at it. Addicted to alcohol, caffeine and sugar. 
Diary (and food quality in general) in Australia is terrible (yet we say we're proud of 
it (or are you just proud of McDonalds, the multi-national conglomerate?)) - there is 
no comparison to European diary (ever even been outside the country?). We 
(especially the Aborigines we've entrapped into this unfortunate system) suffer high 
rates of hypertension, diabetes, heart disease and dementia due to prevalent alcohol 
abuse and the disgusting diets we're advertised to eat (mostly fast food - it's actually 
more expensive to buy grocery food... and then you have to cook it... too lazy or your 
parents didn't show you how to cook and you never learnt? Oops!) For the most part 


our diet consists of starch, ethanol, and saturated fats. To the point that salt in 
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Australia is iodised, meaning iodine has been added to compensate for lack of a 
proper diet. Pharmacists condone the use of multi-vitamins despite the link between 


their overuse and GIT cancer (they won't tell you that, or they'd be fired (like I was!)) 


We are quick to jump to our guns over petty issues of Nationalism - so culturally 
unrefined and intellectually insecure that we immediately go rigid, white, and act 
defensively over our country - good thing we aren't allowed to carry guns! But 
Officers of the State are!---The democratic government (literally "a government by 
the people"), themselves being servants (right?), must know better than Australians 
themselves, right?...No. It's a double standard and you got nothing. Americans at least 
recognise the value of their Second Amendment. In Australia there is not even a First 
Amendment. Is dissidence illegal? Probably. Are the laws vague to deliberately 
manufacture a climate of fear? Likely. Does anyone care in this country? Nope. The 
average Australian doesn't "care" about anything past what the weekly news cycle 
says they should care about. Informed, impartial debate? Forget it. The Universities 


are captured, too. All institutions are so far as I can see... 


Let me bring up two things: 1) the 2005 Cronulla riots. (Live with it, hang your head 
in shame (or be proud of it in accordance with your Aryan lineage, accordingly...)) 2) 
Pine Gap and how we treated actually good prime ministers like Gogh Whitlam (for 


mentioning it) and Paul Keating (for doing his job too well). 


Speaking of, the Australian media edited that Keating address to make him look 
foolish, ABC News tampered with the "National Press Club" footage to cut out 
mentions of our treatment of Aborigines and also our acceptance of US hegemony in 


our region, Asia. He talked extensively on this topic only to be insulted by media 
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representatives' banal questions [to the point he had to repeat himself multiple times 
as if they weren't really listening at all]... | wonder, how many Australians really 
listened to that Keating address? Then let's compare that number to the amount whom 
were exposed to the week-long media smear campaign that followed? I wonder 


where public opinion is informed? Gee, what a difficult puzzle to solve! /s 


When Australians would prefer to listen to f*****s like wyladdd aliii whatever the 
C****t's name is over PAUL KEATING, that's how you know we've completely lost 
our way as a country and have mustered some kind of collective psychosis such that I 
feel like an outsider peaking in with goosebumps at the grotesque freakshow that's 
been manufactured. We're a b***ch to the US. Spooks control our government. 
Former PM Paul Keating says so - FORMER PM WHO HAD TO DEAL WITH 
THESE PEOPLE - HE NAMES NAMES... but you wouldn't know anything about 
history to understand this man would have made Australia a better country if he 
wasn't displaced by that fool Howard in the early 90's and everyone with a brain still 


unaffected by alcohol abuse, gambling addiction and physical trauma knows it. 


To Aussies triggered by this: Get that in ya. Where there's no spine there are no balls. 
Docile and unthinking... Just the way we were (Pavlovian) conditioned to be (like 


dogs). Go ahead and hit me---It won't change your grotesque reality. 


Seriously, for the love of humanity and all that's green, recognise your schooling was 
99% State propaganda and indoctrination and you know nothing - the beginning of 
philosophy is the realisation you know nothing - go ahead, in your own volition (if 
you're not too busy with your life of unceasing tedium including your job as a 


shameless cog in the machine), wake the f***k up... read a f*****king book for once 
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in your life C***t. 


No, the newspaper doesn't count... JFC. No, a research paper on some obscure BS 
doesn't count. Think for yourself. Stop trusting arguements from authority, "peer- 
reviewed" or not---let's talk about the COVID-19 articles, then, in that case??? I 
thought not... Like, don't even listen to me. This is a fictional anecdotal rambling. A 
poet's report. Drivel on a page. Don't trust me or my words, either. Don't trust any 


authority. They'll only lead you astray. Learn to trust yourself. 


Learn how to be human again. Your only hope is to find back your spirit. It's 
somewhere stuck inside of you. Release and embrace it or die in that invisible (to 
you) Hell fashioned in your own misguided vision. I, too, must do this, and it is 


extremely difficult. Good luck C***t! 


“Tell the truth. Don't be bullshitting, people. Like I say, there's enough bullshit as it 
is. In fact, there's just enough. Did you know that? There's just enough bullshit to 
hold things together in this country. Bullshit is the glue that binds us as a nation. 
Where would we be without our safe familiar American bullshit? Land of the free, 
home of the brave, the American dream, all men are equal, justice is blind, the press 
is free, your vote counts (pause) business is honest, the good guys win, the police are 
on your Side... God is watching you, your standard of living will never decline and 
everything is gonna be just fine. The official national bullshit story. I call it the 
American okey-doke. Every one of those items is provably untrue at one level or 


another but we believe them because they're pounded into our heads from the time 
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we're children. That's what they do with that kind of thing, pound it into the heads of 
kids because they know that children are much too young to be able to muster an 
intellectual defense against a sophisticated idea like that, and they know that up to a 
certain age children believe everything their parents tell them, and as a result, they 
never learn to question things. Nobody questions things in this country anymore. 
Nobody questions anything. Everybody's too fat and happy. Everybody's got a 
cellphone that will make pancakes and rub their balls now. Way too fuckin' 
prosperous for our own good, way too fucking prosperous. Americans have been 


bought off and silenced by toys and gizmos, and nobody learns to question things." 


George Carlin, It's Bad For Ya 
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215 
So lonely that my heart hurts 


21 05 23 


In the labyrinth of my mind. 
Say, what might I find? 
People, they’re liars. 

I? I’m tired. 

Carry me gently to the end, 
Where the great whirlpool stands, 
Please let go of my hand, Sun. 
It’s [, I must abandon. 

So I can start once again - 
As soil to nurture plants. 
Finally serving some function. 


A blessing from Vesuvius’ eruption. 


“T’ve never felt so lonely that my heart hurts. My stomach is heavy, but I’m not 
hungry, more than that, I don’t deserve to eat, and my body has marked itself for 


death. I have died socially, my interactions limited to a few brief exchanges per day 
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with my mother, who must unfortunately take care of me, and I am her incorrigible 


burden. 


I am scared what death might feel like, say I were to have a heart attack or stroke 
right now...maybe I’m more scared of not dying, of being left disabled if that 
happened, or some other mistake was made like I survive a jump from a cliff. In any 
case any fear I do feel is completely mitigated by my growing apathy. I become less 
enthusiastic and more tiresome by the day, more aware of the atrophy and 
degradation of my body with negligence and age. I must have complete anhedonia 
now. I truly can’t remember the last time I did something unique or fun. My routine 
hasn’t changed in approximately two years: I take sedatives and play video games, 
masturbate every off day, exercise for ten minutes every other day. I fast to punish 
myself; reminiscent of my childhood, when I was made to wait for food by my father 
until the very last; sometimes he’d even eat in front of my mother, my brother and I. 
So we had to watch. Then we’d get to eat. One time he tried to get me to eat a 
banana, but I really wasn’t hungry nor did I like bananas at the time (was like 8 or 9), 
so naturally I vomited it up after being forced to eat it, and what now strikes me is my 
first instinct was to run. I ran out the side door as fast as I could. I hid in the bushes. 
Back then I was a good runner. Now I am simply unfit. On the decline. I could do 
whatever I liked, but I’m simply bored, I tell myself, I won’t allow myself to feel any 
kind of emotional attachment...and I’m my intense solitude I really am suffering, not 
having fully realised my stoic ideals...I am just a man who knows nothing, acutely 
aware of and hyper-focused on my own shortcomings...having been disillusioned 
past the point of black and white bleak gloom, ‘black-pilled’ as they call it, and my 
thoughts are ‘negative’, too. Cynicism turned sour. Projection of neuroses unseen but 
felt, by all, myself most of all, under which I’m crushed by the most unbearable 
weight, like Sisyphus each day waking to be eaten by vultures once more, but with no 
rock to push up a hill, no semblance of meaning to pursue, no clear way to take, no 


alluring direction, no lit track to follow...all this for nothing, for I will devastate 
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myself. I, the only one with the power to change my own fate, have unconsciously 
but definitively chosen to follow the dullest path of least resistance, my boring nature 
made clear to me in nasty reciprocations for acts I did not intend to be malicious, 
bleeding time as I distract myself from weeping...and the coolest way to describe my 
miserable state is, I’m ‘laying low’. Disappointed but not anointed. To work with no 
support. My mind will meet an ordinary fate, because why would it be worth any 
more than any other part of me? There is no intangible element of our being that 
makes us whole on a spiritual level, that gives us our character and convictions...in 
my opinion. I very well could be wrong. After all, no longer can anything surprise 
me. I yearn for death, and I just wish I could have met with the right people and made 
better use of my life. If my life is to be lost, I wish I could sacrifice my life for the 
greater good. I don’t have plans or intentions...but being honest with myself, at this 
rate of steady sedation and mental and physical decline it won’t take too long before I 


sincerely lose my spirit, and my mind is no longer reasonable. 


Without some object of meaning, some quest for adventure, some final gambit 
wherein I stake my ninth life, some real life purpose, I will rot alongside my 
ignominious worldview. I simply don’t have the strength anymore. I fear the iron is 
no longer hot, or that my strike will be weak. I waited too long; even should it not be 
too late now, still I would falter and crumble. I am made fragile. I wish not to impose. 
I am no snowflake. I just have high standards - I couldn’t help that. I just act precious 
- I couldn’t help the way I learned to think and act. I’m rude - it’s to sabotage myself, 
to push you away, anyone whom happens to humour me. I’!l grow stale, bitter, and 
undeservedly old, tormented by my conscience (what could have been) and the heart 
problems and dementia I’ll inevitably develop due to my lonely and lackadaisical 
lifestyle. My mother knows how stubborn I am, still she is over my antics; I can tell. I 
wish I had the courage to be the person I felt I was always meant to be, or some 
approximation of this, but please understand how hard I tried to make it work... but 


all roads turned concave. Please know I'm still trying.” ... 
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216 
Maybe another time 


17.07.23 


The coffin I sleep upon, 
Fittingly called my bed, 
No longer in need for more; 


Things have come to an end. 


Discard of my life support. 
Put bullets into my head. 
Some wise old man's rapport, 


Soon time will be my friend. 


Will sustain this torture evermore - 
Two syllables out that time. 
My last handwritten report 

The Devil is looking fine. 


Dying man's last resort, 
A smile and slice of lime. 
Meagre pleading in the court 


Of anachronistic rhyme. 
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217 
Young and Old 


22 07 23 


The old see the young as flamboyant, exuberant, but naive and foolish, whereas the 


young see the old as stale, worn, bitter, and with minds turned to mush. 


In reality both are correct for what is left not unsaid but unconsidered. Neither party 
would admit to the truth of the matter if confronted because they're unwilling to be 
humble, seeing humility as a state of avoidable discomfort, as a position of weakness 
that deprives one of the control one assumes one has over life's circumstances. It's to 
lie to oneself by delusion (spoken/thought untruths) and omission 


(unspoken/unconsidered truths), and by extension to others. 


In this way one sacrifices strength of character for instant gratification, relieved only 
to have avoided the small challenge to one's sense of pride, thinking nothing of 
honour. This is analogically equivalent to making oneself uncomfortable by actively 
avoiding the shoreline at a beach, and feeling relieved each time a small wave misses 
the hems of one's clothes...rather than just being unpedantic and natural by taking 
them off and swimming, or simply allowing oneself to be wet by the small ocean 
waves, recognising it as only a minor inconvenience. A silly occurrence. But one 


worries about one's reputation! 
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How seriously must one takes oneself and their life to be so concerned over such a 
mild discomfort (intellectual dishonesty), and how miserable to wish for relief 


(cognitive dissonance), or else one's pride should be hurt (oh, no!) 


One who does not allow themselves challenge, who is unable to relax one's mind and 
practise humility, is a foolish coward who can not distinguish trivial discomfort from 
true harm. But 'it is the beginning of wisdom is to say "I don't know" and ‘if the fool 
would persist in his folly he would become wise'. Likewise 'he who is virtuous does 


not dispute’ and 'he who disputes is not virtuous'. 


Therefore, in all matters there can be no unwilful fault nor discomfort. 


#412 


218 


Why I'm no longer a researcher 


23 07 23 


When I became a researcher, after poring through all those articles to write my 
thesis, I concluded that all of the primary literature, no matter how widely 
acknowledged or recommended, must be treated with the greatest skepticism...darkly 
so that no research can ever really be trusted. The age of institutions being 


trustworthy has ended. Be sure to think for yourself and question authority. 


My experience in research completely destroyed my confidence in the institutions 
that were once held in the greatest esteem - the age that beheld the Eleusinian 
Mysteries, when we had multiple schools of philosophy in ancient Greece, when 
people knew how to define the word "science" (knowledge)...is now all vanity and 
self-praise, greed evermore, the compartmentalisation of data and separation of 
researchers...what was once open and beautifully loving in the library of Alexandria 
is now closed and cynically mocking in the concrete jungle...above all the usurping of 
God, the disregarding of the spiritual and imposition of the material, the replacement 
of good judgement and intuition for pure rationality and reductive thought,...Science 
isn't what it used to be and has become Frankenstein's monster wherever ethics are 
concerned, we have become amoral and grotesque in our approach...stomach 
churning...where Science was once the free and collaborative pursuit for knowledge it 


is now the mawkish instrument for augmenting the appearance of status, vanity is all, 
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financial greed and military might, and in expanding and consolidating political 
power. If you're privy and yet complicit you must feel ashamed. We locked Ignaz 
Semmelweis up to die in a mental asylum like 150 yrs ago for simply suggesting 
washing one's hands would decrease the rate of childbirth deaths and he even had the 
data to substantiate his claims. We made Socrates drink poison for telling us the truth 


about ourselves. 


My point is we've done horrible things to people for far less...by the way they called 
human beings in Unit 731 "/ogs" (Japan WWII). Have fun reading about that. That 
research was all published in Nature at the time and also a few other big journals 
IIRC, and the researchers (save one whom Epsteined himself prior to trial) went on to 
lead happy lives at the tops of their field, and I think some even came to the US to 
join their Operation Paperclip counterparts from Germany. What a wonderful, 
mysterious, beautiful world we live in...and there's transparency in contemporary 


science and integrity in the respective institutions! Haha. What a joke. 


Science is dead and we killed Him with our lack of ethics we previously swore to 
uphold. In our vanity we became myopic and lost sight of what really matters. In our 
short-sightedness we lost our moral compasses; we forgot we're individuals and not 
just parts of nations. We forgot Charlie Chaplin's point from The Great Dictator that 
in the end we're all human. We forgot George Orwell's Message. From his essay 
"What Is Science?": "It is often loosely said that 'Science is international’, but in 
practice the scientific workers of all countries line up behind their own governments 
with fewer scruples than are felt by the writers and the artists. The German scientific 
community, as a whole, made no resistance to Hitler." Take from this rambling what 


you will. 
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Il. NOVELS 
Drive to Uluru (to climb it) 


07 03 21 


Author of image used: Evelyn De Morgan, 1898. 


Disclaimer: If any of the content of this book offends you, including the swearing or 
the ideas discussed, I do not care, so please do not become embittered and take your 
impotent rage out on me. Furthermore, I have no legal obligation to alter my work to 
appeal to your sensitivities. This work is solely my creation barring the picture and 
quotation from Wikipedia. What I write is my prerogative and it is your responsibility 


to stop reading if you do not like it. It is all the same to me. 


This book is my first major work (meaning I had to put more than a few hours into 
editing it). It is in a vague chronological order. I made no extraordinary effort to 
format it. It is simply a diarised recount of a road trip. Mostly I just wrote down what 
I was thinking at the time. This all happened in late 2018. It is non-fiction. Or is it? :) 
Also, most of this work was actually lost. So it could have been better. But never 


regret the past! Enjoy, discerning reader! 
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Prologue 


Cassandra 


‘Cassandra (sometimes referred to as Alexandra), was a Trojan priestess of Apollo 
in Greek mythology cursed to utter true prophecies, but never to be believed. In 
modern usage her name is employed as a rhetorical device to indicate someone 

whose accurate prophecies are not believed. ’— Wikipedia 


(https://en. wikipedia. org/wiki/Cassandra) 


The look between us which occurred on LSD can never be undone, for I will always 
remember that moment vividly. In memory this event will always signify the wedge 
forever drawn between us. We will never see the same page. He is the flying monkey. 


Iam the scapegoat. 


A boy, rendered a man by time indifferent, laid flat upon his stomach on a hard 


surface, his body immobilised by invisible force. 


Another excruciating moment and he was granted the opportunity to speak. A 


dormant sign of life flickered in his dull eyes. 


He weakly took hold of the moment and despite all his apathy began: "I know not 
what to say. Already past was the day." 


The man had the unmistakable feeling that he was being watched. He slowly tilted 
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his head to its side so that he could lift his lifeless eyes and look above. 


A huge, dark spectre loomed maliciously overhead. It looked as if it had crept 
magnified from the base of his own spine, like the shadow above a lamp in a dimly lit 


room. 


Somewhere within that grotesque mix of dark misery and bare teeth, the grim spectre 
seemed to clear its throat. "Now you know I'm here, yet nothing has changed." A look 


of painful recognition appeared in the poor man's decrepit features. 


"I know why you've come, and I have no one but myself to blame, " uttered the 
defeated man. He let himself fall back onto the cold, hard ground and breathed a soft 


sigh of relief. "I was scared but now I do not mind so much." 


The shadow formed its evil grin. "I too was once banished, but now we will vanish. 
It matters no more." The once boyish man did not respond. He was thin and grey. 


That flicker of life had long subsided. He had laid in his grave. 
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Chapter I 
Prelude to a Journey 


It had been one full year since George arrived at his grandmother's house. He was 
welcomed by familiar faces and light celebrations. He was in high spirits. He sipped 
on his beer, smoked, and took in the scenery. Flowers had sprung in the garden and 
the air was rich with the fragrance of pollen which caused him to sneeze and his eyes 
to itch. Bees were buzzing and birds were chirping. The dogs were smiling and 
wagging their tails. In the backyard, his family was feeding the birds with meat and 
seeds. In the carousing with smoking, good food, and wine, the man had forgotten 


why he had been away for so long. 


That is until the very next day. Despite the celebrations, throughout the night George 
noticed something was amiss. He had a vague feeling that something was off or that 
what was happening must have been too good to be true and could not last. Perhaps 
this was because George had inadvertently planned to embark on a significantly long 


road trip with his brother, Slim, and father, Cohn. 


He woke up the next morning groggy and desired to continue sleeping. But he was 
forcibly aroused and took this in good spirit. He had a shower, but it failed to revive 
him. He dried himself off, sighed deeply, and let his posture droop. Before long he 
was back outside sharing a cannabis cigarette with his brother and father. The daily 


routine had begun. 


As George watched his companions discuss the logistics of the trip, he noticed them 
become progressively more stressed. This was the discord he anticipated. And it had 
only just started. He began to feel dizzy. Struggling to mentally keep up with the level 
of stress and negative energy which permeated the atmosphere, he resigned to 


drowsiness and stupor. His posture slumped involuntarily, his neck and shoulders 
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became rigid, and his head eyelids drooped and fluttered. He swayed on his buckling 
legs and noticed the dread which had set in. The man felt a strong urge to sleep and 
went to lay down in bed. He closed his eyes for a while but then chose to leave them 
open, preferring to stare and pick at the adjacent windowsill as his body rested. With 
great anxiety and a sense of foreboding, he lay vulnerable listening to the sounds of 


the day, dreading the inevitable footsteps which would interrupt his rest. 


It was not long before his brother and father had finished their cups of tea and were 
inspired to action. His father Cohn entered the room clearly in a state of distress. His 
voice lacked its usual weakness and phlegmy quality caused by years of smoking and 
was instead piercing and shrill. In his characteristically didactic tone, he commanded 
George to rise and assist in packing the car. George was exhausted but took the path 
of least resistance by simply doing as he was told as much as his body and state of 
mind would allow. He did not talk much but only mumbled so as not to needlessly 
spend energy. The next chain of events was a tiring blur but luckily, they had set off 
before George could be subjected to too much psychological torture. Torture, as he 


saw it at least, that he endured each day in the presence of Cohn and Slim. 


This ostensible torture was predominately the responsibility of Cohn, a man who 
admitted to being a narcissist and was disturbingly proud of his own interpretation of 
this status and in part the responsibility of Slim, who routinely enabled this to occur 
without ever even expending the slightest modicum of mental energy to do right by 
George. It was with such thoughts on his mind that George gladly huddled on the 
back seat, finally out of focus, and self-effaced. He closed his tired eyes, weathered 
his sharp headache, and eventually the exhaustion which typically characterised his 
depressive episode began to subside. He thankfully clutched his deep blue piece of 


lapis lazuli and looked forward to the updraught break in his capricious mood. 
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George then spent the next 8 hours of the day huddled in the back seat of the car out 
of reach, being petty and irritable, using unapologetic honesty yet failing to project 
his voice properly, mumbling as he drank beer and read Hemingway's Fiesta. He 
proved terrible company, bitter and miserable, and his interactions had a sinister and 
grating quality to them. He wondered whether his caprice was the reason people 
sometimes looked at him funny. "Of course, it is," he thought, "but it also must be my 
sheer ugliness and unapproachable nature, " that of a perpetually scowling bat of 
misery, with no attractive attributes, much less confidence or positive self-image. He 
continued to brood in Kafkaesque fashion, reflecting with negativity on how he 
always managed to get the back seat while Slim always managed the front. This was 
symbolic of the hierarchy here, or so he thought. His mind would not allow for 


positive thoughts. 


Mostly he fostered sickly spite pinning himself the victim. George’s headache was 
only made worse by the beer, yet he continued to drink to quench his thoughts, and 
daydreamed, thinking only of which drugs he would choose to self-administer that 
night to perhaps feel better for a few moments. Ketamine, diazepam, and cannabis 
immediately came to mind. He brought other drugs with him too, just in case. LSD, 
2c-b, DOM, amphetamine, and pregabalin. The knowledge that he possessed drugs 
which he could use at any time as tools to overcome virtually any situation was 
George’s failsafe, the only reason he decided to come, and the thought of using them 
excited him. This excitement contrasted itself with his previously dour mood and 
George was overwhelmed by his own negativity. He embraced it nonetheless, if not 
to self-sabotage then because somehow, he thought it was necessary to think such 
thoughts. Anyway, when he was not high, he could read, as he brought a large 


collection of books with him. 
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Chapter 2 
The Murray-Darling River 


I (George, the narrator) am away from that dull pad and with it the frantic woman 
with the searching eyes. On the road. In the rain. Replaced false security with true 


insecurity. Clandestine keta bump. Babylon fishing in the name of 'safety’. 


Cars filled with geriatrics who have false smiles plastered upon their faces, which 
suggest jovial moods. These plasticine smiles remained even when there was 
absolutely nothing to be happy about. Hallmarked by the protruding jaw. Cartoonish. 


Grotesque even. 


Tall, thin pines and occasional eucalypts bordered the road, giving the illusion that 


behind them there was something more than land cleared for the grazing of cattle. 


Passing Cowra and Blayney was dry and dusty and harsh but George persevered in a 
stupor. He was dazed by the sun. Too jaded to read. It was stuffy and humid. The only 


consolation was that flies were unable to enter the vehicle. 


Not much happened that day. 


Cohn found an emu corpse. It went something like this: 


"since that bird doesn't need that bone anymore... It's a good little biological 
treasure... Emu bone... Where are you gonna find an emu bone...?" he said, in a long 


string of phrases used to justify having desecrated the emu corpse found in the side of 
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the road in the desert. It seemed a shame to me, having seen the image of the desert- 
preserved emu corpse and from it experienced a poignant effect, to simply pluck a 
bone from it out of some wanton desire to own it for oneself. His act of plucking the 
bone was a grotesque image that inspired in me some bitterness which resulted in my 
being accused of projecting my moral values. Which I was. Impermanence... Was this 


like painting over someone's street art? Would that be such a bad thing? 


The next morning George drew the short straw yet again. 


“If you don't go wash that pan I'm not making you tea.” 


“Alright, George... I'm gonna do it a different way.” 


“I'm gonna make your tea and then if you don't go finish that pan I'll go tip it out on 


the ground.” 


George wrote the following: 


My mood lightened up around lunchtime. We had just passed the border between 
NSW and SA. The narcissist easily lied his way through and claimed we had no fruit. 
I had to throw the unfinished joint I held out of the window when the border appeared 


unexpectedly in the distance. 


Much later we passed a highway patrol and Cohn was speeding. He got pulled over 
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and fined more than $500. This was after an incident occurred which thankfully the 
highway patrol did not witness. Cohn angered a Subaru driver by slowing down so 

the Subaru driver could pass. But the Subaru driver did so in poor spirit and beeped 
the shit out of his horn as he passed, and then when he was ahead proceeded to yell 


insults and make derogatory gestures back at Cohn. 


So out of spite Cohn overtook the Subaru driver and sped on ahead. Soon after he 
was caught speeding by the highway patrol. As we sat on the side of the road the 
Subaru driver passed very slowly, wound down his windows, and enthusiastically 
said something like "suck shit!". And so Subaru driver got the last laugh, acted 
"victoriously" as Cohn called it. I wondered what was worse for Cohn, the shame of 
having been handled by 'the Babylon' or being insulted by the Subaru driver. He spent 
the next hour or so in sullen silence, refused to speak, entered 'Daria mode' (as Cohn 


calls it when I'm depressed), and embraced his depressive episode. 


Alongside both the Murray and Darling rivers, once great rivers, but now exploited, 
were huge fields of crops, grown in orderly rows, mainly citrus, grapes, and wheat. It 
all looked very healthy, to say the least, but most of it would inevitably be exported 
(necessities perverted to mere commodities). George noticed each crop had its own 
irrigation and pesticide-spraying system. The land itself had been industrialised. They 
were siphoning the rivers. Evidently, the bulk of the water siphoning happened 


upstream in the upper catchments of Queensland, by cotton magnates. 


This was in stark contrast with other unused fields which were made barren by 
disrespect to the land caused by the trampling of cattle, sheep, and goats (‘livestock’) 
which ate all the shrubs and disturbed the silt which in turn seeped into the river. 


724 


George could also notice mounds of dirt that scattered the planes, in efforts to mine 


sand and gravel, adding to the barrenness, and silt deposition into the rivers. 


Adjacent to the luscious and verdant shows of the many crops was what was left of 
the exploited river systems. Rather than boasting of the majesty they once were, the 
rivers smelled stagnant and distinctly of dead fish. Sometimes one could see dead fish 
floating atop the river. It was excessively salty, a murky slush, because of all the 
water that had been siphoned. Silt seeped from the riverbeds, which were loosened by 
livestock, and gave the rivers a stale, opaque colour. The rivers did not seem to run 
with any turbulence and appeared to be mere stagnant lakes. Towering houseboats 
lined the banks alongside riverside mansions in romantic fashion, and consistently 


leaked their pollutants, such as hydrocarbons and paints, into the river system. 


Mighty trees which once grew healthily were dead, standing as dramatic looming 
spectacles of the river's destruction. The surrounding bush-land, where it had not 
been cleared for space to grow crops, was receding and appeared sickly, frail, and 


dead. 


It was truly a sad sight to see. And yet all this to meet market demands for fresh fruits 
and vegetables. One wonders how an evangelical vegetarian, having himself seen this 
situation, could still feel morally superior to those who eat meat - simply because 
animals 'feel pain' and suffer - because it's relatable? Yet this seemed facile (the 
lifestyle of an evangelist seems a device with which hatred may be directed to those 
with alternate views). No matter the industry, the environment will suffer. It seemed 
more like there was a systemic issue that promoted the consumption of 
environmentally destructive goods and that all we were complicit in this grim affair, 


regardless of how vocal they were in their righteousness. 
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Inspired by his hatred of the establishment and its effect on the sorry state of the river, 


Cohn launched into a monologue. It was 1 PM and he was already drunk. 


George recorded Cohn’s monologue as well as he could as follows: 


"If the extent of your concern for aboriginal rights only goes as far as to bag out 
people who have climbed Uluru, then you're just another spineless piece of shit who 
is happy to brand streets with aboriginal names and not give a shit about their river 
systems, their forests, their schools, their rights to the land or even their general well- 


being. 


You're one of these people who pushed for 'dry towns' because of course, we mustn't 
trust aboriginals with alcohol - they rape their children and beat each other up (unlike 


white people). 


[short break] 


And any other racist policy you designed to fuck over aboriginal people under the 


guise of keeping them 'safe' and 'helping' aboriginal communities. 


I don't see you protesting against Barnaby Joice and all his mates siphoning off the 
Murray-Darling - which, by the way, is the most sacred thing to aboriginals in this 
country, much more than Uluru. I don't see you trying to protect all the fish in the 


Murray-Darling from all the cotton growers you piece of fucking shit. 


Nice symbolic gesture, though. But it's not good enough. Nowhere near good enough. 
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Because it's merely a gesture without substance, you self-proclaimed righteous cunts. 


You'll all make good Christians. (by 'Christians' George assumed Cohn meant to say 


hypocrites’) 


(George briefly tuned out. His own thoughts went as follows: 'It's all a meaningless, 
self-righteous show. Your vanity and delusion exceed any genuine concern you may 
have. All you're doing is reaching for the low-hanging fruit and soaking complacently 


in the instant gratification.') 


(Cohn continued in a shrill tone) Aboriginals don't even have access to most of their 
land. It's fenced off. The waterholes have dried up. Their traditional hunting grounds 
are full of endangered and extinct species. And your house is probably built on an 


aboriginal burial ground, you cunt. 


The trees are plainly dying all over this country and it's not because of the drought. 
It's because pieces of shit like you want to impose European farming methods on our 
land and grow cash crops for export. Because you've invested shares in 


superannuation funds which rape this fucking land to oblivion. 


This land is mine. All the way to the offence line. You traditional cunts. 


Why don't you go watch a good ol' Aussie cricket match, you cunt, with a good ol' 


can of VB? 


(George observed that Cohn made sure to exaggerate the pronunciation of each term, 


and stayed silent but amused) 
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‘Jobs and growth.' - as if a hallmark of success, as if it's the holy grail, what we 


should all be aspiring to. 


Petty. Tokenistic. 


It's like you're so afraid of being racist that you adopt the most anti-white man views 


out of desperate, confused passion. 


And if a flagship species like the koala goes extinct, then it's the fault of people like 
you. Spineless fucks who sit behind a computer screen and vent their incapacity for 
meaningful change. Because deep down, the extent of your concern for aboriginals 


and environmentalism in general, is pathetic. 


Detached from reality. In your little safe space where you can be right all the time. 
You feel secure in having taken the most socially acceptable point of view. And if 
anyone criticises your passionately held views, your sensational ideas which rely on 


an emotional foundation, you tear them down like a straw man. 


There are aboriginals in this country who are starving and malnourished and being 
harassed by police all the time and you are the last sort of person who would go out 
to aboriginal communities, teach them how to grow vegetables, teach them how to 
make beer, teach them to read, or teach them all the perverse ways of the white man 


so they can better recognise the corruption and exploitation. 


You are the last person who would ever take an old collection of library books out to 
a community who have never even seen a book, or even a bunch of balls, with which 


they could practise football skills, instead of kicking around tin cans in the dust. 
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You are the last person who would invite aboriginal communities to live in your part 


of town where you're consistently worried about property prices and image. 


Neutral Bay and Double Bay are clearly part of aboriginal burial grounds along with 
the entirety of the fucking coast. And yet you've claimed it for yourselves with your 


flashy mansions and your concrete block apartments and your military bases. 


(George zoned out briefly again) 


(About the Murray-Darling river, Cohn continued) Siphoning the shit out of the 
water. With all these channels. They got artificial channels. See how much water was 


in that shit? That's how they grow these crops. 


Siphoning all the river, the cunts. Grapes. Grapes like hot, dry summer. So give them 
the wind, the air, the irrigation, and they fucking love it. Good to have dry conditions 
and they get most of their rain in winter. Ideally but I think global warming will 
change all of that. The rain around here might not be seasonal anymore, but 


sporadic." 


George sighed. 'I mean, he has a point.' he thought to himself. [hindsight: UN climate 
policies have made me skeptical of climate change in general, to the point where I 
believe there is a demonstrable body of evidence to the contrary and that the 
leglislation imposed by the UN is orchestrated to appeal to pathos but ultimately 


result in a restriction of freedoms. | 
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Chapter 3 
South Australia 


Today, I (George) observed a narcissist (Cohn) who, to gain a perceived advantage, 
deceived himself into a disingenuous state which may have been supposed by the 
naive observer to be genuine or accidental misplanning. So in taking advantage of 
cognitive dissonance, he somehow seemed to be able to gain an advantage, but in 
doing so attempted to deceive not only his companions but also himself. I drew the 
conclusion that he deceived himself based on the way in which he reacted 
emotionally to having been accused of deliberate misplanning. If true, which based 
on experience the observer must assume to be, what makes this even more irritating 
and frustrating is the devious way the narcissist deployed his strategy, having failed 
to communicate any mention of his plan until the group was a full day and a half of 
driving into the trip. What is more, to soften the blow he said, "it will take an hour or 


me 


two 'max'. However, this did not detract at all from the impact of his supposed 
scheme and likely the event will demand an uncertain amount of time and effort, 


possibly even up to a full day. 


George was bitching about Cohn having planned in advance to pick up his crystals 
from 'a man with Parkinson's' and his wife on the way through South Australia, about 


the delay it would cause their trip. 


Cohn referred to an event earlier in the day that irked him, having a smoke. Turns out 
it was an unpleasant experience for all parties. On hearing the segment of George's 
story about that very incident, Cohn said something about how history is written by 


the victors and is therefore unreliable. He was frustrated that George had written an 
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account of the event which contradicted his own. (But he still had a point.) 


Slim lit another cigarette and shared it with Cohn. He was up to 3 cigarettes today. It 
was midday. We were in South Australia just past Port Augusta and the scenery had 
changed dramatically. We were by the ocean, although we rarely saw it from the 
highway. There was no longer red desert sand, but it was similarly barren and yellow 
and was predominantly flat like in the desert. Many of the same scrubs existed here 
but there were also many more trees. Both sides of the road were covered by wheat, 
rice, and peanut crops, but mostly wheat which had itself pervaded onto the roadside 
where it grew wildly like a weed. There were salt lakes here like in the desert but 


some had water in them. 


There were more vehicles on the road here, mostly trucks, and a railway ran 
perpendicularly to the road. Far off there were smooth rolling hills upon which was a 
wind farm made up of regularly spaced apart wind turbines. In another direction on 


the horizon were more small rolling hills upon which one could see some forest. 


Cohn was going on about police officers again. He was saying how they are 'massive 
cunts' in SA compared to in NSW and he sounded vindictive. He believed the main 
purpose of the cops here was to intimidate drivers as well as rake in the revenue. I 
didn't doubt his judgement regarding that. I didn't blame him for his vindictiveness 
either because of how many times we'd been harassed, fined, and had close calls with 


them. 


"They're gonna have to go back to hiding behind bushes," he said, enthusiastically. 
Cohn was talking about his newest impractical idea (quixotic is the word) to create a 
mobile app that would function to alert the driver to the presence of police cars before 


they were able to get into radar range. The app would work using a telephoto lens to 
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detect key features of police cars. Although Slim was in on it, Cohn was talking like 


it was all his idea. 


"They're gonna lose hundreds of millions in revenue and they will try to fuck me up 


the ass," he said hopefully. 


Almost at the border to Northern Territory now. George reflected on how cunning and 


ubiquitous the cops were. 


Queasiness preceded the grey, grueling passage through scarce trees, humidity, and 


wheat. 


On some highway. Cohn decided to light up a J. They passed by some historical 
towns or whatnot. George had the sensation that 'the Babylon’ was preventing them 
from properly seeing the country. So much for nationalism. (Not like there was much 


to say in favour of nationalism, to begin with. See Orwell orVonnegut.) 
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Chapter 4 
Miscellaneous notes (from SA to Coober Pedy to Uluru to Kata Tjuta) 
recorded over 5 days (18th-23rd October 2018) 


Slim took his hat back from George and George said he hopes Slim gets lice. 


George inconsiderately sequestered most of the peanuts. Gluttony. Shit next to a park 
bench where there be lunch eaten, hopefully not soon after. Lusted over chicks at the 


beach. 


Tea was made. Cohn spilled beer thrice on the front passenger's seat. 


Coincidentally George was allowed to sit there today. 


Slim was back in the front seat. George was at the back, attempting to explain to 
Cohn how toxic alcohol is relative to all other drugs he takes: especially cannabis and 


psychedelics but also ketamine, benzos, beta-blockers, and calcium channel blockers. 


Like always he emphasised the importance of dose and dose frequency. 


Cohn said irritatedly to Slim: "put some fucking Bob Marley on will you?" Soon 
after, Bob Marley was playing. 


"I'm gonna go overseas and find a hot chick and just cook her meals like this all the 
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time and she's going to adore me... 


Without being malicious and argumentative and controlling..." Cohn kidded himself. 


"No wogs in this town, Cohn," said a man. 


"Well, I'm a massive wog so you can go fuck yourself you piece of shit." 


George quoted 'Of Men and Mice’, replacing in his mind Lennie with George and 


George with Cohn. 


"But I want ketchup!" 


"We ain't got no ketchup. And go get wood! It'll be dark before long." 


"Probably one of the best meals we've had in a few weeks dude" 


"It's a barbiturate dude, he said, handing over the wine" 
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"Got a dose of Jack, man" 


George thought it was unfair to use the mannerisms of a dead man to prove a point as 
he stared off, poignantly. 'It only amounts to pathos. Those memories are valuable 


only to yourself.’ He was quite negative today. 


Phone going off, representing some eBay sale Cohn must attend to. 


Slim threatened to walk off, to avoid the argument. Started dramatically to put on his 
shoes and socks. But Cohn softened his tone. George asked him if he was going. This 
seemed to offend him. He went and laid down. But then on some unimportant 
pretense - some kangaroos were lying down - he summoned Slim and attempted to 
inspire George into action. But by now George was depressive. And in that sulking 


mood, he contemplated walking off just the same. 


'Likes relaxing reggae music. Is not a relaxed person. Symbolic of his hypocrisy. 


thought George. 


"He expressed this sentiment to Cohn, who played jazz. And loudly too. He was in a 
good mood. But George wasn't. And off this contrast, uncontested satisfaction, 
nobody telling him he was wrong, he seemed to thrive. He probably knew deep down 


he was wrong but the delusion was too much in effect,’ continued the relentless train 
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of negative thoughts in George's mind. 


Had to go down the beach, hide in a rock crevasse and take pregabalin, diazepam and 


smoke a J to wash off the negativity. Will swim after to solidify the mood change. 


Cohn treated George's skateboard with disrespect. 


George phantom shitter 


Slims birthday. About to rain. Slim insisted on going for a walk so no malingering for 


George. 


George recounted a few days in timestamps and events: 


Fri 18th - 
'God, they're cunts' - VI 
Cigarettes - VII 


Beer 


Cohn - 6 

George - 3 

Slim - 4 

Episodes of depression - 2 


Ketamine bumps - 0 
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Ad hominem attacks — many 


Sat 19th - 

Cigs - 7 

Js - 7+1 (small one) 

"God, they're Cunts" by Cohn - 3 

Beer - George - 1, Cohn-1,Slim -1 

Wine: as of 2 pm, George: some and Cohn: much. 


We slowed off on all the alcohol. 


Still driving at 8 pm. Slim almost crashed the car. Only he had a seatbelt on. Was a bit 
shaken. Felt like I was bailing off a skateboard. 

Anchovy oil lathered over whole back seat and window - check 

Still no k bumps 

Update 9 pm: 2 k bumps 


Mood - more or less stable if not hypoactive and self-conscious 


Update: Depressive episodes - 2 long ones (defined as long periods of paralysing 
sluggishness, lethargy, and anhedonia and muscles made rigid and mind racing to 
exhaustion with anxiety, separated by brief breaks of sanity where one feels 
significantly more normal or actually derives pleasure from events, usually when 


eating a meal). 


Depressive episodes seem to be caused by the experience of shame which seems to 
be triggered by the actions of others which may be perceived to be verbal abuse or 
simply indifferent or selfish behaviour or even just the supposed appearance of taking 
pity on one or seeing one as one feels one actually is and is insecure about 


(subhuman), chance thoughts of self-pity, low self-image or discrete recognitions of 
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the inability of oneself to perform any number of tasks such as to have a good time, 
communicate properly, have a normal conversation or not limit oneself to rigid, dull 
behaviours or modes of thought which inevitably lead to nauseating, seemingly 


unavoidable stretches of introversion and suffering. 


Regarding others' behaviours as triggers for depressive episodes there is a fine line 
between inoffensive behaviour sickeningly sweet and disingenuous 
overcompensations and therefore one should not expect much sympathy. Also one 
believes one does not benefit from being shown pity. One is neurotic in that regard, 
and in many others, such as in being complimented (perhaps I am one of the 
tarantulas Nietzsche talked about, and thrive more off perverse envy than any genuine 


extension of the self). 


However, internal triggers may exist that are beyond one's control. It is likely a 
combination of uncontrollable and unexplained internal factors, and (possibly 
projected) interpretations of others' behaviour towards one or their opinions towards 
one who they seem to think is pitiful or otherwise worthy of shame due to being in 
some way an inferior human being. But these are all such useless and onerous 


speculations. 


I believe I've communicated this the best I can despite being unclear and perhaps 
verbose. The other people I mention may or may not have such thoughts but it is only 
perceived as such by one. One may take solace in weakness, taking comfort in the 
absolute certainty of oneself that vulnerability gives. It may also be that one knows 
instinctively that he will almost always be experiencing some pathological mental 
state whether it be anxiety or depression and to feel depressed is to not be as anxious; 
to one depression feels more natural than anxiety, as one remembers having spent 


most of his formative years wearing such a mask (depression) in response to the 
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original internal and external conditions of his upbringing. And (to complicate the 
explanation) the feelings that inspired one to wear this mask became themselves 


integral parts of the condition. 


I'm so hazy and exhausted and irritable and yet I can't lie down nor sleep nor with 


good conscience take a mood-altering drug and yet there is so long to go. 


I have the benefit of having had many euphoric experiences with which I can 
compare my usual dysphoria. I notice that when dysphoric I can only engage in a 
topic of conversation with a great effort of will. Exhausted, it will simply not be 
worth it for me to spend the energy to project my voice to an audible level and I will 


feel little motivation to do so even if the topic is one that interests me. 


(George continued deep into the dull rabbit hole he himself dug over many years) My 
words are so sloppy and mishmashed that it seems like I'm deliberately trying to 
convolute them, despite that I am attempting to speak with honesty in order to 
elucidate the true elements of my illness, the thing I supposedly suffer for. I will 
likely continue to do so because it irritates me to no end that I must live with such 
awkward, humiliating circumstances as are products of my illness (hyper-awareness, 
self-awareness, self-pity, emotional insecurity, anhedonia, bodily discomfort, 
headaches and grogginess, irritability, emotional unavailability, constant mental 
suffering, loss of interest in relationships, neglect of self-image through supposed 
indifference which is really just overcompensation for caring too much (cognitive 


dissonance). 


Above all the shame and frustration that one will always be dysfunctional, a broken 
person whose leaking spite will only be reciprocated, making matters worse. By that I 


mean so much spite is present for oneself that it is ultimately misdirected unto 
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others.) George saw suicide as the only solution but as a final resort. Fortunately, 


death exists and it calms me to recognise this fact. 


There is also something to be said for the behaviours one imposes on others. A 
behaviour that comes to mind is mumbling one's words which usually results in 


others becoming frustrated and being inclined to ask 'what?' 


"Expect living by people's handouts, sympathies you need to survive but don't want,' 


said Cohn unwaveringly, somewhere, some time, that dreamy day. 


Self-imposed prison. 


In my misery, I will resist any kind of well-meaning advice. 


"I know what your problem is. You just have low self-esteem... And you're a stubborn 


fuck too" declared Cohn. 


(George resigned again to the mental realm) In this state, I want to feel bad. I will be 
cynical. No matter what you say my first instinct will be to make it negative. I am 


obstinately miserable. 


I've invested so much into my negative demeanour, perhaps for my own gain to 
express my deep discontent without regard for anyone else's well-being, that it would 
actually be embarrassing to appear any other way, even if I were actually happy. This 


is why I suppress my emotions. 
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I don't speak up through fear that by doing so the responsive won't be positive. This 
expectation is amplified by my hearing loss and knowing the fact, from past 


experience, that people will actively ignore me. 


Why do you even want me around, as if attenuated and tethered, as if dulled by anti- 
psychotics or lobotomy? Does it pain you to watch me suffer or do you think that's 
what I want and so avoid expressing it? Do you see me as a sufferer or just an 
unfortunate, stifling item of luggage? Do you wish to guard yourself against my 
caprice? Or do you simply not care much at all? I think I know the answer. A mixture 
of these. And I don't resent you for it. It's what I expect. I only want to be honest with 


you and with myself. 


For evident reasons, I fear inaction. (Whatever that means, anyway.) 


20th 

410:pulled over for speeding 

Dramatic affair 

'God, what cunts': 3 times since pulled over, once before 

Daria (George) is in a depressive episode now (445) 

(500) - post-Daria mode J and depressive philosophising. And a beer lol. 15 Min later 
rolled a cig for Slim. Slim was driving and killed a bird. After almost crashing. He 


didn't drive again that trip. I wasn't even given the option - I didn't complain. 


Beer - George - 1, Cohn - 2 (1230...claims Slim drank it) 
(1230) - D -3 
(220) - Slim - 1, me - 1, Cohn - 4 ("sharing half" with me) 
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George and Slim drank some wine with lunch. Cohn was driving from then on. 
(500) - Cohn - 5 (I shared 1 and Slim had half of another), me - 2 (and shared 1), 
Slim - 1 

(745) Cohn - 5, me - 3, Slim - 2 

Cig - 3 (1230) 

(220) - 4 

(515) - 5 

J - 4 (1145.. Cohn didn't share this one lol.. I guess I didn't ask but still...) 

(1215) -5 

(150) - 6 

(500) - 7 

(515) - 8 (rolled in despondency) 

(530) - 9 

(805) - 10+ 11 

(930) - 12 

Depressives-1 since waking (~730AM-1045AM... Then Lyrica (pregabalin) took 
effect) vague depressive mood since (q+1145) 

(230) no depression for the past half hr or so. Excited about lunch. Cooking lunch. 


(500) no depression, tired and bored. Lyrica helped. 


Morning shit:... Those coffees at Broken Hill... 

(Tempted to take Lyrica... Very... Might....done 1030) 

Considering going on antidepressants when I get back because actually just want to 
kill myself right now. The boy who cried wolf. Need to do something. [I actually did 
end up taking venlafaxine 75mg for approximately 1 year afterward but I became 
manic so I was taken off it.] 

Bread nuts water passion soy milk Aldi bags toilet paper 


21st Oct 
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735 - Cig - 1 

1215-2 

110-3 

335-4 

440 - Cohn - 1 and shared w Slim. 


735-J-1 

805 - 2 

1005 - 3 

1130-4 

110 - 5.post Coober Pedy 

335 - 6 

515-7 

710-8 

715-9 

840 - 10 

910 - Beer - Cohn - 1 

955 - Cohn - 2 

1045 - Cohn - 3 

1055 - Me - 1 

100 - Cohn - 4, Me - 2 

430 - Cohn - 5, Me - 3 (spilled most of it) and boutta pass through NT border. 
700 - Cohn - 6, Me - 1, 200km away from Uluru 
810 - Cohn - 8, Slim - 2, Me - 4 

830 - Cohn - 9, Slim - 3, Me - 5 
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22nd 


Woke up early. Cohn was a cunt as usual. 


Going to Uluru today. 


Cig 

720-1 

230-2 

700 -"" 

J 

735-1 

900 - 2 

A dubious period where Cohn pussied out of Ayers Rock at 1215 (he was too unfit to 
climb all the way). 

1235 -3 

420-4 

700 -"" 

Beer 

800 - Cohn - | 

900 - Cohn - 2, Me - 1, Slim -1 
940 - Cohn - 3, Me - 2, Slim -1 
1215 - Cohn - 4, Me - 3, Slim -2 


1235 - Slim -3 

430 - Cohn - 6, Me - 4, maybe Slim -4 
700 -"" 

705 -"" 


500 - depression (till 720... Then mild) gone by 8 or so. Good dinner. 
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515 - 150 lyr 

530+ k 

Wedge-tailed eagle - 20+, crows 

1145 - lyr 150 

150-k 

830 - half a val 

1145 - trigger depressive episode #1 

A lot of bitterness. Not much self-pity. 

"Triggered by me and shutting me down when I wanted to skate because he was in a 


rush to get to our destination.' 

"Not in the spirit." 

"I'd say looking at the plants is more in the spirit than a Tokenistic hand gesture 'yehh 
one of the boys" waving at others in road. 


23rd 


woke up at 630. Tea. In the desert near ogres. C = Cig, B = Beer, J = Joint 


700-J-1,C-1 
755 - B1 (Slim and Cohn) 
830-J-2 


1100 - everyone B + J 

1245 - everyone B 

115 - everyone B 

130-J-4 

250 - B - 5 (Cohn and George) .... 
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Chapter 5 
Coober Pedy 


Cohn rolled another joint and I appreciated it. But I also recognised he would 
certainly take the first drag, take his time of it before handing it to me, and promptly 
demand it back as if I were on the clock and expediency expected of me, leaving me 


unable to really enjoy it, and maximising the anxiety I felt. 


We were in Coober Pedy, an opal mining town. 


"You know if you befriended an aboriginal here and bought them alcohol, they would 
give you opals. They occasionally come across them and sell them undervalued for 
some cash." he said knowingly but doubtfully and clearly failing to realise nice acts 
are their own reward and one should not do nice things just for the expectation of 


reward. 


He handed me a box and demanded that I stow it away, insisted that there was room 
when I protested that there wasn't. Eventually, he looked at me with disgust and 
anger, his face seemed to threaten me as if he wanted to hit me. He compensated by 
employing sour words. He very bitterly called me a cunt with not a trace of irony. The 
atmosphere had become tense owing to brazen, unapologetic, very unpleasant 
domination. I felt unnerved, knowing well if I attempted to contradict him in any 
way, in order to get satisfaction in having my say, he not bother to listen and I'd only 


succeed in inflaming him. 


He got out of the car for some reason and unconsciously slammed the door, betraying 
the true extent of his anger. He soon got back in and was reprimanded by the joyous 


one who experienced the unpleasant sensation of having had a door shut in his ears. 
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The joyous one was irritated and demanded the narcissist "chill out" and "take a chill 
pill". In a poor attempt to rationalise his unpleasant behaviour he complained in a 
lighter tone: "when you cunts ask me to do something for you, I just do it." I inwardly 
doubted this and let out a faint ironic smile, not bothering to think of examples to the 
contrary. I was embittered and begrudged again, having been denied the chance to 
vent my anger. I was doomed to listen to the narcissist's voice for many miles to 


come. And it would be this way for the next 2 weeks. What an experience. 


Coober Pedy is a "dry town". Trying to keep the aboriginals 'safe' by heavily 


restricting their access to alcohol. 


We took LSD. Opals. Sifting through mounds of rocks. 


We all spent the morning sifting through tailings to find opals. By midday, we were 


nauseated by the sun but we'd found many opals. 


Cohn took to trading aboriginal residents alcohol for opals and built up a respectable 
stash. The aboriginals spat on every second piece they dug up. (This was not out of 
disrespect, but to clean the chalk, to better assess the quality of each opal - they were 
all white, some black, but only about one in five or one in ten of them shined with 


fluorescent reds, yellows, greens, and blues. 


We chatted briefly to a Belgium tourist who happened to be out in the middle of the 
desert. He paid aboriginals to take pictures of them. So degrading. Yet Cohn soothed 


the 'abos' out of a large sum of valuable opals. 
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"Brother I don't mean to be rude but can I have some change. Beer? Smoke?" the first 


aboriginal asked. 


‘Do you know where I can find opals?’ Cohn asked the aboriginal. 


Yeh. Showed him. Straight away picked up an opal. 


Abos flocked. 


Asked how to say ‘police’ - 'walga'. They say walga cut you deep with knife in 
stomach. 'Kudu walga'. I may have misrecalled that, but to my knowledge, this 


remains one of Slim's favourite sayings. It was quite humorous at the time, after all. 


'Pleading. Pleeease. Please. Please! Mimi and me. One Mimi one mi.' 


'Cohn. Please, Cohn! Jus one beer.' 


The aboriginals in the country appeared to be extremely disenfranchised and more or 


less treated like animals by the local tourists and authorities. 


They just wanted some alcohol. The opals meant nothing to them. 


Afterward in the caravan park at Coober Pedy George was subjected to a very 


intoxicated Cohn. They had eaten dinner and Cohn was truly buzzing. Cohn 
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unapologetically and manically launched into a didactic tirade regarding the 
undesirable conditions of George's life. He seemed to be getting a kick out of feeling 
haughty and thought he was being useful by being brutally honest (a behaviour I 
utilise to this day. Oops). But sooner rather than later George simply wanted to be 


left to sleep. 


But Cohn persisted in being insufferably manic. 2-minute tirades. 


The cold desert wind was picking up. It was an uncomfortable sleep. 


The next day Cohn had woken up first yet again. He decided to go have a shower at 
the facilities. But before he left, he saw Slim and George were still asleep and this 
was too much for him. "How could they sleep when I was sleepless? Unacceptable." 
So, with his characteristic vindictiveness, he delightedly forced the blanket off 
George. 


3-minute showers... So shit that two people can't even shower at the same time in 


different stalls. Not enough hot water even for one shower. 


What is more, the following occurred: 


George was caught charging his phone in the "powered site" but the group had only 
paid for the "unpowered site". What was the difference, he thought, if there was 


power available in the bathroom and furthermore no one was even using the powered 
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site? Not only that but he would simply charge a God damn phone. Nevertheless, he 
was crept up on by petty stalkers, the pariahs of the lot, and harassed as if he were a 


criminal or an undesirable. The scowling owners wanted some more coin. 


He looked disgustedly at that hateful old crone's face, which was twisted up with the 
grotesque bitterness which comes with many years of unmitigated unpleasantness. 


She bent her head slightly as if peering into a clandestine pit of degenerates. 


"What are you doing there?" she probed with the faint pretense of innocent 


questioning that would precede her insufferable admonishment. 


"Charging my phone," replied George curtly, squinting his eyes slightly in 
apprehension. 
"This is a powered site," she said knowledgeably with a small rise in tone as if she 


were talking to a mentally underdeveloped toddler. 


George squinted his eyes even more. "I was just charging my phone." He offered one 


of those false toothless smiles in a poor attempt to appear friendly. 


"Yes but, this is a powered site and costs extra," she insisted with growing frustration. 
There was no smile on her face, and she appeared to be shaken somewhat by the 


exchange she herself initiated. 


"It's a phone," George repeated once more, "there's power in the bathroom. What's the 


difference?" 


"You should have come up and asked first!" she lashed out, clearly enjoying herself 


in some sickening way. 
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"Yes, I should have," he said unenthusiastically, seeking only to end her unwelcome 


and petty power play, "I'm sorry," he put shortly, to satisfy. 


To get one more in, to indulge still more in her spite, the old crone then said, "well it's 


very rude!" and she said it in such a way as to make it sting. 


But George was just glad to be rid of her. He wore a cynical look with a scrunched-up 
mouth and eyes. The old crone dismissively turned her back and dutifully brisked 
back to the cave she had dutifully brisked out of just before. It was awkward because 
George had to walk alongside her to make it back to the slums. As he did so he 
imagined the crone had deliberately created a microcosm of class division in her lot 


and must have relished every moment of feeling superior. 


Anyway, for his troubles, Cohn decided he would steal one of their huge ironstone 
rocks out of spite. He crouched deeper than George had ever seen him crouch and 
dramatically picked up the rock, his back surely at stake, borderline dragged it to the 
trailer and with a loud crash dumped it in. George's mouth was slightly agape not 
only because he was surprised at how impatient Cohn demonstrated himself to be but 
also, he was shockingly careless in his determination. Cohn was bent over himself, 
panting and sweating profusely. His pained expression seemed to tell George, "there 
you go! Did not need you anyway. Go fuck yourself." But George only marveled in 


pity. Cohn continued to act spitefully and delegated tasks to his advantage. 


"Can you fuck that shit off so we can use it you son of a cunt? " Cohn said bitterly. 
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Woke up to a crisp, dry desert morning. The sun rose smoothly over the red sand, 
projecting its warm rays at a minute angle over the flat land as far as the eye could 
See; 

There was a silent stillness in the fresh air, interrupted only by the first of the day's 
flies. The first buzzes marked the beginning of a long, stressful day of gruelling 


inaction as the three prepared to drive. 


The stillness was broken by the unsettling tenseness which Cohn was wont to 
carelessly thrust into the atmosphere to the expense of all others. It was so that the 
calm pleasantness of the previous night was transfigured with something of a 


nightmarish quality. 


Almost immediately there was a harsh quality apparent in his tone. In all fairness, 
Cohn was irritated by the sluggishness with which George rose in the morning 
followed by the carelessness with which he performed his few duties. However, one 
may have observed that these events were but small triggered for the disproportionate 


confrontation that proceeded. 


The first clang of belligerence came when Cohn realised, he had reception. Cohn 
recalled, but George did not, that the previous night Cohn received an unsatisfactory 


answer to his question of whether George had mobile reception. 


He admonished George for having failed to do so and although George 'stayed out of 
it' by keeping his responses short and detached, this response was sufficient to draw 


Cohn's angry vibes. 
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It was obvious to George, that as was always the case, Cohn seemed to draw 


gratification by taking blows to his scapegoat. 


On waking, George was with mellow spirit, but Cohn's unsolicited and stooping 
tirade was enough to sour his spirit with reciprocal anger and frustration. What struck 
George was the unsolicited way in which Cohn spewed hated in any direction but in 


that of his flying monkey, Slim, who sat safely by his side. 


As was usual in these situations, as in all classical situations involving a narcissistic 
parent, the scapegoat, and the flying monkey, George would inevitably draw the short 
straw, Cohn's insufferable nature would prevail and Slim would be carelessly secure. 


They had started to drive off the dusty desert road onto the great, sprawling highway. 


Cohn was driving, of course. As the 'superior' member of the group, he was wont to 
play leader, so that things would naturally revolve around him thus maximising his 


control of all situations in possessing a special power, that of the driver. 
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Chapter 6 
Glowing White Stone in the Sky (Get up. Your tea is going cold.) 


As the glowing white stone in the sky rose steadily higher its power was transferred 
uniformly across vast distances of baked clay planes to the desert sand which in turn 
shone its vibrant earthen red hue. The ubiquitous smooth and opaque ironstone 
pebbles which littered the clay earth began to vibrate imperceptibly. Casherinas, 
desert oaks, and tough spinifex grasses, which seemed to be reaching out and 


embracing the cloudless light blue sky, swayed ever so gently in the morning breeze. 


A not-so-young man named George lay sprawled out on a sturdy mat in a topless tent 
alongside two other mats which were unoccupied. He dreamt of sparklingly crashing 
waves and towering opalescent Eucalyptus trees. He was small and lean and had a 
desert tan and smoothly defined features. This man was by no means attractive, his 
face was abundantly cratered by acne scars, his teeth were rounded and flattened by 
long nights of unconscious gnashing, his unshaven face was defined still more by 
hopelessly patchy facial hair and his jet-black hair which had long been his pride had 
begun to coagulate, thin out and grey. But the spark in his hazel brown eyes, under 
those bushy black eyebrows, the symbols of his lust to live, had not yet been 
extinguished. And it was this fire in his eyes which this bright desert morning had 
been abruptly hoisted from their secure dark flesh cages and carefree green and blue 
seaside visions to the inhospitable pale yellow and earthen red desert landscape into 
which his consciousness had manifested. On this morning, the fire in his eyes 


flickered sallow and dull. 


"Get up. Your tea is going cold," demanded another man named Cohn. This one was 
significantly older. His tone expressed irritation and some bitterness and wore a 
morose, impatient expression. He was of tall stature and his skin had somewhat taken 


the appearance of leather and it crumpled at the corners of his eyes which themselves 
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were slightly sunken by age, however, they too had not yet lost their spark but were 
also obscured by the haze of apathy. He wore a creased and stained unbuttoned 
business shirt, worn fabric pants, a bucket hat, and sunglasses. The old man had 


conviction if not passion and only trusted himself. 


Cohn tugged at the end of George's blanket and with one swift motion flicked it from 
the bed, causing George to groan and leaving him no choice but to curl up and savour 
the last remnants of sleep before eventually resigning to the reality of consciousness. 
He slowly rose and, squinting, took in the first instance of the day. The burning gas 
giant had assumed a slightly higher position in the heavens and had by degrees 
strengthened its fiery grasp of the land as an infinitely reaching sheet of bright light. 
George yawned. He stood up and stretched and then automatically begun to go about 
his morning duties. In silence he sat on a wicker chair and swallowed most of his tea, 
swishing some about his mouth to clear from it the bitterness of the night. As he did 
so he sat with a look of vacancy about him. He had unconsciously begun to think of 
the events which occurred the previous night and their sinister and unwelcome 
transition from light gaiety to sincere, emotional confessions and finally to dark 
bitterness and spite. He reflected on how it was certainly Curly who had directed the 
progression of that narrative. With a small flicker of interest, George looked over 


sidelong to the third member of the party - Slim. 


Slim was the youngest of the group. He had flowing brown hair and his clear skin 
seemed untouched by time, he had short hair and respectable stubble, his features 
were smooth and had agreeable proportions and his eyes reflected a sense of purpose 
and direction. He wore a bucket hat, a clean long sleeve shirt, and quality cream- 
coloured pants. His actions were deliberate, and one could immediately concern he 
had intelligence, principles and conviction and did not hesitate to do what he thought 
was right. Slim too seemed disillusioned by the previous night and had a stern silence 


about him. On autopilot, he listlessly went about his business. 


755 


As the morning drawled on, the deep drone of the earth beneath had become 
noticeable and the flies had begun their pestering. The sun had kept up its constant 
progression like clockwork and loomed menacingly overhead. The breeze had not 
deviated from its unnaturally gentle effect and oscillated only within the lightest 
bounds. The atmosphere was worn and stale. Each companion was surely thinking 
somewhat of the bitter spite which dominated the hours which preceded sleep, but 
none dared to mention it and thus a tense silence prevailed. They automatically 
cooperated to pack the car and trailer and it was not long before they were back out 


on the gruellingly long, straight, and flat desert road. 


Why did I agree to come on this trip? Out of desperation to repair irreparable bonds. 
What did I expect? Utopia. What have I learnt? I have exactly zero say and my 
companions are incapable of taking me seriously, of taking me for anything more 
than insignificant, of deriving humour from my pathetic, downtrodden, and neurotic 
nature. All the elements I identify as fundamental to my suffering are facilitated by 
their behaviour towards me. Not that I blame them. I am sure I act the same way 
toward people I see as weak and unworthy. It is an irritating sight that repels one. But 
on the other side of the stick, it is a painful affair which I cannot help but feel 
compassion for because most of my time is spent in the mercy of caprice and the 
disabling terror of anxiety. It is the behaviours of the selfish, those who with one- 
track minds seek out advantage, who tend to encourage me to see myself as inferior 
(so I may be more easily exploited), and in recognising my entitlement and tendency 
to see myself as special I acknowledge this suffering must be the case for many 
people yet whose ideas are dismissed as exaggerations from the mind of someone 


dramatic and mentally unwell. 
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Notes: 


In the morning after his episode, the reggae he had me play did not properly reflect 


the mood that had been created by a night made sour. 


The previous night had started with high-spirited carousing. All three of us had 


uncomplainingly played our parts. Quickly it devolved to argument 
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Chapter 7 
The elephant in the desert 


Sleeping in a hot tent on smooth red sand. There is no reception here. We're 
somewhere between Ghan and Ayer's Rock, the latter to which we will arrive 


tomorrow morning to climb. 


We just ate dinner. Ratatouille. I made it. Feeling good. Not like earlier today. Only 
had one depressive episode today. Although I only had to take 1 Lyrica, half a 


Valium, some beers, wine and I partook in smoking joints. 


We're eating oranges now in the tent. About to go to sleep. I proposed the idea of 
taking 2c-b tomorrow after climbing Ayers Rock and it was received well. If not 


tomorrow then soon. Really looking forward to it. I love that shit. 


Robert Cohn had a beer going at 9am. Slim sat in the front rolling a cigarette, jaded. 
George sat in the back continually pushing back his flayed straight hair and sniffing 


his nose made stuffy by the insufflation of ketamine. 


They had stopped by the side of the desert to stretch and cook breakfast in the shade 
of a great Casuarina tree. The Casuarinas bent greedily over the roadside to meet and 
protect from the harsh sun its latest arrival. The breeze had picked up and brought 
with it on pillows of wind a refreshing gale. It came in soft gusts with translucent 


melody. 


George sat down on the roadside dirt. Surrounding him on the desert clay were brittle 
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twigs, dry rod-like Casuarina leaves and heat-hardened Casuarina cones. Ironstone 
and sandstone pebbles disrupted the homogeneity of the red clay earth. Slim 
sauntered off into the shallows of the desert, seeking solitariness. Cohn stood 


transfixed over the gas stove, stirring the vegetables in the pan with a wooden spoon. 


The food was ready. Fried like always on this trip were eggplant, mushrooms, 
tomatoes, and eggs. The morose companions stood about the pan and drew from it 
with spoons. They were ignoring the elephant in the desert. All were particularly 
dejected today, particularly Slim, who finished eating and re-entered the car. George 
ate sluggishly today. Seeing his advantage, Cohn asked George if he could eat the rest 
of his tomato. George lackadaisically began to saw off a meagre portion of his tomato 


with the edge of his spoon. 


"C'mon man," Cohn said in that sickly sweet voice, "don't be niggardly." 


George, irritated, flung to Cohn's area of the pan that whole tomato chunk and began 


to wolf down the rest of his meal lest he be tormented further. 


With some satisfaction George finished his meal and resolvedly let drop his spoon 
into the pan. He pulled out his phone and took to writing some more but it was not 
long before he was interrupted by Cohn as per his usual apprehension. Cohn naturally 
began to delegate tasks to meet his own ends and, although Slim was now 
unreceptive, Cohn saw that George could be budged by a lighter shade of forceful 
prompting. 


"Put some water in the pan and give it a scrub." 


George failed to respond. He had withdrawn. 
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Cohn suddenly became frustrated. 


"C'mon, you son of a bitch!" he demanded shrilly. 


George inwardly sighed and, absolving his fixation with his phone, surrendered to the 


path of least resistance. 


Cohn talked philosophically about some abstract concept and although he seemed to 
be trying to elicit humour his tone was bitter and the atmosphere mirthless. 
(Approximately: how many times in a person's life do you think they lose shit? 2 
categories: stuff you lose permanently, other for stuff you lose then find... And both 
cumulatively form a tally of fucktardness in a person's life so the tally could be used 


to compare levels of retardation between individuals.) 


"What did you do with that 20 cents I gave you?" asked Cohn as he looked at Slim. 


Slim mumbled something. 


"Didn't put it in the car?" Cohn was surprised. 


"Fuck you're a prick," he continued, "God you're an asshole." 


He went on. "That 20 cents wanted to stay out here man. It's in its element. Just 


baking away in the fucking sun. 


Did you see how discoloured that thing was?" he asked excitedly. "Must have been 


here for the past 40 fucking years," he boomed, answering his own question. 
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Chapter 8 - 


(Some more) unsolicited bitching 


Every day starts in the same way. The main difference is that today Cohn made coffee 
and not tea. Cohn wakes up before George. After the initial discomfort of waking, he 
turns the radio on and makes tea (today it was coffee). He then rolls a jay and at this 
point wakes George, usually telling him his drink is going cold. George tries to enjoy 
the waking remnants of his dream and turns his phone off airplane mode to get his 


morning fix of notifications. 


Eventually he rises, sits down on the chair across from Cohn and like clockwork 
Cohn lights the jay. Cohn always rolls and lights the jay, and naturally savours the 
first few puffs. George does not like the amount of tobacco Cohn rolls in but accepts 


the ritual all the same. 


He sips his coffee as he patiently waits for his turn of the jay. When he gets it, he 
only hopes he does not run into the foul tobacco end, and is cautious not to, handing 


it back once the jay has burned a safe distance. 


George wrote the following: 


Observing the narcissist, one could almost see occurring the inner machinations of his 
head. By margins, sporadically to be subtle and yet persistently, he made calculations 
that one did not doubt would eventually serve his own benefit. Never lacking in 
energy, he would be sure to either overwhelm or tire his unenthusiastic companion 


with strong and vampiric force, always through self-deception exploiting his 
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companion's vulnerability for personal gain. 


Midday passed and we were driving through the flat, dry, open desert, nothing to be 
seen but animal corpses, dusty shrubs, clay, and crows. Trucks passed by sporadically 
on the worn road which trailed off into mirage kilometres into the distance. In my 
characteristically sour mood, I noticed the narcissist commanded our other 
companion, the more cheerful and talkative one, several times to exit the car and take 
pictures of the landscape. He himself left the car rarely but made a consistent effort to 
demand pictures were taken. To the irritation of both of us, several times the 
narcissist stopped the car. His passion for pictures exceeded his desire to make haste, 
rendering him a hypocrite once again; he seemed to have forgotten how much haste 
he was in this morning and how much pressure he applied on us. His demanding, 


commanding, manipulative nature continued to be unbearable, tire and irritate me. 


A railway ran adjacent to the road for many flat leagues. Police stations were the 
most prominent feature of each town we passed, clearly having sought to assert and 
reinforce their presence even in the most remote places. The deep blue and white 
checkerboard patterned police signs were the most noticeable feature of each of the 
ghost towns we passed. I wrote neurotic pieces about things that irritated me, seeking 
to misdirect my sour mood into writing rather than suffer internally and simmer with 
spite. Out of some bitter and cynical instinct, I kept track of the cigarettes smoked by 
my joyous companion and beers and joints consumed by the neurotic one, as well as 
by myself. I listened with great apathy as the neurotic one continued to ramble cock- 
eyed by beer; in his characteristically booming and authoritative tone, he passionately 
and expressively enjoyed the landscape, which was flat, dry, and dusty for kilometres 
around. In the distance, one could see rolling mountains of low altitude which 


sprawled out and followed the lay of the land. 
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"Dude, wanna get a sick picture?" he put as he stopped the car for the 6th time in the 


last 2 hours. 


"Nooooo..." the joyful one protested weakly but accepted his fate. 


The car stopped and the narcissist became curiously soft-spoken, mischievously, and 
with a coaxing grin began to utter words of reassurance and persuasion. Eventually, 


we left after attempting to photograph a hawk. 


Soon after we had stopped yet again to explore a clay riverbed. We walked down but 
as we did, I perceived some coldness towards me by the joyous one. I thought 
perhaps my predominantly depressive mood had affected him in that he had expected 
only misery from me and so hardened himself against my influence. I saw this in his 
face and eventually my vision blurred, and it was as if I were looking through him. 
The exploration had instilled in me a slither of joy, but I imagined there was not much 
point in expressing this because the joyous one should not readily accept my 
transitioning from 'Daria-mode' to idiosyncratic joy. Besides, he had a sufficient 
emotional support connection with the narcissistic one. He obliviously continued to 


walk past, and I slowed my pace to a stop. 


We were on the riverbed now and I took pleasure in seeing the smooth, neat patterns 
formed by the cracks in the iron-red clay by my feet. As I stood barefoot on the 
cracked flaky red clay, my impression was that gold could be found there. I was 


happy. I took a piece of the clay and pocketed it. 


Later we were back in the car and another irritating row had broken out between the 
joyous one and the narcissist. The narcissist was attempting to stop for the 8th time 


now. He was insisting that not only could good pictures be taken there but that we 
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were due to eat lunch and it soon is too late to do so. But one could clearly see he 
most of all just wanted to get his own way. He had once again undertaken an 


exhausting power trip supported by his self-deception. 


"Oh, they're the three from my dream!" he declared, pointing out the adjacent 
mountains. "Literally the only image I remember from this place," he added, 
succeeding in making yet another event about him. Having met some resistance his 
voice took a more derisive tone and he nagged still more shrilly, "hurry up, you 
cunt!" as the joyous one fiddled with his camera, and then he complained, "oh you 


still have your wide-angle on..." 


We found a burnt-down car with police tape surrounding it. We investigated and saw 
he must have hit a roo and caught on fire. We did not know whether he had escaped. 


We got out of the car and took a closer look. 


I asked the joyous one, “do you think he died?" and without returning my respect, 


without looking at me and with some hesitation he coolly said, "of course he did". 


When we got back to the car, he entered a more animated discussion with the 
narcissist, a more human interaction. As if I was not even there, he looked at the 


narcissist intimately and asked, "do you think he died?" 


The narcissist responded calmly, seemingly wishful but also gravely he stated with 


certainty "nah, he would have escaped". 


I felt again like I was only on for the ride out of pity, for fear of how upset I'd have 


been if I were left out. I appreciated my dispensability. 
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Chapter 9 


George's poorly written monologue (to himself) 


"It’s about time you start cooking for me more than I cook for you!" declared Cohn. 


George wrote: 


Having invested much of his time into raising his kids, he intended to take as much 
back as possible as compensation. I was exhausted and ready to go to bed. Dinner 
was almost ready. As usual, he was insufferable about having me help. But then he 
realised we were out of beer. This is at Ayers Rock Resort. The beer was 40 bucks a 6 
pack. We had to stop eating dinner so that he could force me to go get some because 
he and Slim had already reached their daily allowances. I was in my payjamas and 


jaded. It was terrible. Now we're back and the dinner is back on. 


George’s monologue to himself: 


He left eggs under my feet. As I got into the car I stepped on one and broke it. Of 
course, what a big mistake to make with a narcissistic dad. I did not hear him say 
anything to me as I got in. Soon after getting in he passed me the buck so well it 
seemed like he actually placed the eggs there intentionally so as to create the situation 
in which he could justifiably abuse me. He said in that irritated, dry, nasally tone I 
know so well: 'you better not have stepped on those eggs,' immediately putting forth 
the accusation. I immediately became anxious and looked at the eggs hoping I hadn't 
broken one. Or I'd never have heard the end of it. But unfortunately, I did break one. 


And when he found out he reprimanded me with the wrath that comes with spite 
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unmitigated by morals. Now he had an excuse to be a cunt. He'd become satisfied in 
that he was able to yell at me as piercingly as he pleased. He undoubtedly took 


pleasure in diminishing me with derogatory language. 


I suppose the weakness I project, my inferior appearance and whatnot, must irritate 
him. Although he wouldn't admit it and I am making a seemingly far-out assumption. 
I concede some of my features must be irritating because I have observed the very 


same in a close friend. 


After berating me he stepped back into the driver's seat and offhandedly uttered a few 
more careless slurs to me. But before long he was back on about highway patrols. He 
looked at himself in the mirror from under his sunglasses and slicked back his hair. 
Already he was back to thinking about himself. But before he'd finished insulting me 
I summoned the gall to raise my voice and claim my poor upbringing was the cause 
of my mental health issues. However, he angrily asked "what?", twice making me 
repeat myself. The trouble for me was that I was almost certain in this moment that 
he'd actually heard me and yet he chose to taunt me out of spite. The problem is he 
had plausible deniability and there was no way to tell whether he was sincere. This is 
a trick I'm sure he's frequently taken advantage of, so it really was hard to say, and 


my conviction was that I had to assume the worst. I am cynical for a reason. 


Throughout this ordeal, my brother sat in cold silence. I imagine he was enjoying this 
exchange to some degree. At any rate, he seemed not to care and if anything must 
have simply supposed this to be an ordinary exchange of no consequence, and 
certainly not the emotionally damaging, diminishing verbal abuse and gaslighting I've 
described. Not long before, he stonewalled me in much the same way and although I 
suppose he was simply daydreaming, the event nonetheless disturbed me. When he'd 


finally responded he didn't turn his head which gave the impression he'd been 
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ignoring me. But I've been noticing this pattern more frequently. Right now I imagine 
he is simply my dad's pawn and regards my mental instability as an indication of my 


unreliability or lack of integrity, someone for the most part unworthy of respect. 


So I was offended. And I'm sitting in the back of the car, self-effaced, in my usual 
element - the one my narcissistic dad prefers me to be in because it presents him with 
no perceived threat. At first, I thought about the inevitable suicidal fantasies that 
come with the typical depressive episode and also how I could perhaps weasel out of 
this trip like the coward my companions see me as by catching a plane home. But 
now I'm thinking about how I can alter my mood with drugs. It's hot in the car and 
I'm listening to music through headphones to more easily separate myself 
emotionally. I'm not paying attention to my companions. But I'm starting to feel 
myself simmer down. It'll be slow mild flattening depression for a while and then 
maybe I'll forget. At least I'm not anxious anymore. It's nice to have a break. The 


drugs will help. 


Notes: 


They deny me my independence. Stockholm syndrome. A mental case that need not 


be taken seriously. 


... Even afterward they both treated me like the mental case I suppose they interpret 
me to be. When my brother talked to me he avoided my gaze. When my dad talked to 
me he squinted with a resentful expression that seemed to say "I don't know what's 
wrong with you, but this is the most compromise I care to give." In either case, I 
didn't bother to respond, probably out of spite, to punish perceived injustices that 
would otherwise remain unaddressed as if they were inconsequential but yet they hurt 


me deeply. Well perhaps I'm just sensitive and I'm making mountains of molehills. 
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But my instincts told me otherwise and I had the urge to write it down in order to 
archive my experience for the sake of showing to myself both that I had a reason for 
becoming depressive and that I wasn't at fault, rather on the contrary I believe I 
reacted accordingly. I feel comfortable in my emotions. I agree with myself with 
where I've now put myself emotionally because I've had to accept these recent 
discoveries. The dread that I must remain for another two weeks has not yet fully set 
in. Yet it seems I must without creating an awful stir which will lead to nowhere 
pleasant. But now I'm tired of writing and I must return to the horror I've learnt 


grotesquely to weather. 


Next, I lay next to the car to call them back because I'd forgotten my hat and hadn't 
the nerve to project my voice. They came back for me. They were understandably 


quite pissed off. 


Soon after I uncaringly pulled out a pill and took it in their sight. "yeah of course, just 


take another pill," my narcissistic dad said sarcastically. 


But now for the most part they're pretending nothing happened, ostensibly so as to 
not validate my capricious mood. They're used to it, after all. They're trying to enjoy 
the rest of their time regardless of my foul mood. I can see this is why they 
sometimes look at me absently. They know something is not right and how fast I can 


change. Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde. 


All I feel now is spite. I hate all these people. I can't even bring myself to look at 
other people, regardless of who they are. This is a manifestation of hate. Yet this is 


who I am. 


768 


Chapter 10 
"Although I climbed Uluru, I climbed other rocks too, and as far as I know, I had 
a right to climb them all." 


George wrote down: 


"it takes more courage not to pull the trigger" - not true but ok 


He underlined this statement. Seems he was using it as the title for his poem: 


“It seemed like he was inviting discourse when he told me my climb of Uluru was a 


‘dick move’. 


Until he deliberately failed to respond to my light-hearted rebuttal. 


And then all the spite made itself apparent when he proceeded to stonewall me, 


effectively impeding meaningful discourse. 


He was 'online' yet he left me 'unseen'’. 
y 


To him, it certainly must have been a powerful image that was offered by the 


television screen. 


And that radiofrequency must have been his own. 


Yet the aboriginals themselves, on whose behalf he was offended, remain destitute 


and diminished by the powers that be. 
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And yet that 'controversy', like all mainstream media spectacles, was wrought with 


guile, to stir spite from the murky depths, to keep the crowd dithering. 


He did not see what I saw. Although I climbed Uluru, I climbed other rocks too, and 
as far as I know, I had a right to climb them all.” 


Notes: 


They had forgotten the lemons behind at the supermarket. They had a lot of seafood 
and he was craving lemons. Torment. Or was it that he had to find the one thing to 
fixate on that would allow him to relish in his negativity. 

George did not wanna work in general. Soured the conversation by talking about his 
idea of rectally administering ketamine solution at regular intervals in the bathroom 
to be more enthusiastic and productive at work. 


Cooked squid. Fed kangaroos. Saw a dingo creeping around the resort. 


Mad Max 2 dog food 
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Chapter 11 


Kata Tjuta and desert canyons 


An hour out from Uluru there was a homogeneous desert plane. The roads were 
endlessly long, flat, and straight. Short-statured Eucalyptus trees and rough desert 
grasses, Cassandras and tea trees dotted the crusty red earth as far as the eye could 
see. The red sand presented in slick strata of clay which crumbled and squished under 
one's bare feet. The red sand itself was in segments juxtapositioned by dark solid 
ironstone pebbles, giving one the illusion of seeing purple. Motionless sedimentary 


rocks of varying sizes lay scattered in localised clumps. 


The wood trunks and branches of dead trees were invariably maintained by 
unwaveringly intense heat. One could find them throughout the desert remnants of 
ages past in abandoned campfires and dead, hardened woods which had been 
preserved by an ancient land unchanged by time. There was no water anywhere and it 


scarcely rained. 


The sun had risen slowly but surely and before long began to impose its bite. A lone 
crow stood out from the campsite and with its head looked side on with curiosity at 
the campers, occasionally cawing, probably wondering when it would be left to 


scavenge the scraps. 


Bent over and wrote ‘fuck Turks’ in the rock with almond Chalk. 


He was concerned 'niggardly' might cause offense to an unsuspecting tourist. Bent to 


scrub it out using his shirt and spit but ‘fuck Turks’ didn't concern him at all. 
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The crevasse in the cave invited mystery. 


"This looks to me ancient as all fuck," Cohn said dumbly. 


And then, "if you dudes stay quiet, I bet these people won't even see us here." 


A moment of silence passed and then Slim stirred in an attempt to become 


comfortable. 


Cohn chuckled. "You woulda made the worst soldier ever, Slim." 


A few people appeared and were walking perpendicularly to the cave. One of them, a 


man with a camera, turned around and began to take pictures of the cave. 


"Jesus, this cunt is taking pictures of us now," remarked Cohn. "God he's a cunt," he 


concluded. 


"And you're a cunt for letting him know that we're here," he reprimanded Slim. 


The tourist continued to take pictures of the cave, the group in it and used a variety of 


cameras. 


Slim remarked with paranoia about how the tourist may have been trying to get the 


group into trouble and Cohn retorted that he was "just a fucking idiot." 


George sat morosely, absorbed in his phone, more concerned with his dwindling 
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battery life than the beautiful scenery. 


"This would make a good stage," exclaimed Cohn, "can you hear the acoustics?" He 
stood and briefly tried to sing. Slim began to play rocks as percussion instruments 


and Cohn joined him. 


Cohn vandalised a sign with a permanent marker that he sequestered from George. As 
Cohn sequestered the permanent marker, he wondered who the fuck carries 
permanent markers around and wondered about George ‘does he consistently 
vandalise shit? I've never known anyone to simply carry a permanent marker around.' 


Cohn at any rate believed his graffiti to be far more tasteful than George's. 


Canyon. Huge caves. Clandestine ketamine bumps. Swishing patterns of waves in 


sandstone. Baking hot. One has the sensation one is touching rock ages old. 


A vitreous amber substance containing insects, which I found just lying on an alluvial 


leaf in a rock formation - the colour just barely gave away the distinction. 


George took to describing Cohn’s behaviour: 


Posing for photos in attractive spots. The roughness with which we interacted with 


tourists and yet at the end jolly and sweet to that girl. 


Back at the car in the sweltering heat. Careless demands as were his nature. The way 
he connivingly made it so that my funds would be drained rather than his own. Phone 


charger selfishness. The natural hyperawareness if only for his own gain. The 
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ingratiating way he speaks is sickly sweet to gain an advantage. 


Wodehouse getting a bit insufferable toward the end. 


George in the back with his ketamine and a freshly charged phone. Slim gave him 
the battery pack. Now he is deeply savouring Lana Del Rey and swooning. Made 
dazed and drifting by the ketamine, the only frequency between George and the dry, 


inhospitable land. To dull one's brain so one may endure life. 
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Chapter 12 


Unedited and out of order discord on way home 


Ayers Rock resort provides slips to buy extremely overpriced alcohol in Uluru 


national park. 


"In Coober Pedy, the abos don't have no slips.' 


Cohn once more relentlessly projected his seething anger at George. He rolled a 
smoke and savoured it, uninterrupted, at his own leisure. Eventually, Cohn handed it 
over to George who, with great apprehension, knew he would only have so much 
time to take his turn, surely a fraction of the time Cohn himself had taken, before he 


was harassed into passing it back. 


As expected it was not long before George was called out. Cohn was upset that 
George had 'killed it' and remarked that he himself was far more considerate in his 


own smoking etiquette. 


Cohn's voice had that sharp, bitter scorning quality which George dreaded, but could 
not protest lest he was tormented with even greater intensity, for the excited narcissist 


could not be soothed by the pleading scapegoat. 


Understanding well his own situation, ignoring the shame that naturally came with, 
George wisely put in his headphones and proceeded to ignore Cohn, who continued, 
in that characteristically shrill voice, to be insufferable, for no reason whatsoever than 


to gratify himself and offload some of his seemingly endless anger. 


George dreaded the point at which a less angry Cohn would inevitably find some 
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advantage in ingratiating George, and in a sickly sweet voice forget completely how 


he'd been, dismissing the idea that his injustices upon George were unprovoked. 


Having lost his scapegoat, Cohn reluctantly directed his anger elsewhere. First, it was 
flies and this was always the case. He spoke bitterly of the injustices cops tended to 
commit because of the pitiful way that they were. Some desert miners with sirens 
passed by and each time, due to the resemblance with police sirens, fuel was added to 


the fire of Cohn's anger and he cursed them. Slim emulated him in doing so. 


Cohn had become merrier now. He relished in his humour, comparing flies to cops to 
miners and even aboriginals. But this did not last and before long he was bitter once 
more. He saw ahead a picturesque salt-encrusted desert lake, yearned to preserve its 
image and so it was that he stopped the car. Not wanting to put in effort for 
something he himself desired, he demanded that Slim take the photo. Denied, he 
reluctantly took the camera out himself and irritatedly got out to take the picture, as if 
it weren't his own idea. 

George sat sulking in the back, attempting to catalogue in writing the significance of 
the unapologetic injustice he had just been dealt. Slim leaned back and asked George 
why he was sulking, received his honest answer, and then became offended and 


dismissed George unsympathetically. 


Before long they were back on the road, Slim and Cohn squabbling greedily over 
opals, Slim dumbly showing Cohn good pieces and Cohn covetously claiming each 
one because 'only he found pieces like that’. Destination in mind like a distant mirage, 
the trio trailed on through the barren landscape, alongside prevalent roadkill and 


tough desert scrubs. 
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(write in desert one about the cow carcass, gruesome massacre, just a stinking piece 
of leather, guts strewn about, the carcass ripped apart by birds of prey). Cultures (?), 


wedge-tailed Eagles, hawks, crows. Edit: this will have to do. 


After snorting ketamine George broke free of his afternoon-long depressive episode 
which rendered him incapable of expressing or even experiencing any joy 
whatsoever. The fog cleared and a burdening dam broke from where a flood of feel- 
good was rushing. Before George could not even look a companion in the eye out of 


shame and brooded resentment. He still cannot. But he is nonetheless relieved. 


George wrote: Again, I've been ticked off by the embittered cynical who is happy to 
make derogatory telling of my poor mental health and suppose of my narcissism yet 
is incapable of admitting his own with any sincerity. I feel hopeless because twice 
now this trip I was denied desires. First swimming in Port Augusta and then skating 
at Coober Pedy. First, the water was polluted and then he 'wanted cooking to be a 
combined effort’, did not want to be irritated watching us skate as he cooked, sore and 
perceiving his own misfortune in relation to our own, so he preferred us to suffer 
along with him even if we did not contribute at all but simply sat and did nothing, so 
long as we were miserable. A good way for a domineering narcissist to drag down the 


general level of happiness and contentment to suit his own. 


Later, George shared what he'd written to Slim as a text document. Hesitantly and 
after a while, Slim read it (much to George's comprehension (of course Slim expected 
to read something unpleasant and hence George was surprised he even read it.)) 
Immediately a dour mood took form in Slim and Cohn's troubled eyes and sunken 


brows. Their disturbed countenances expressed they had taken offense and, in 
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erroneously identifying George's account of the previous events as a malicious 


gesture, they seemed eager to reciprocate the spite. 


Sparing not a shred of sympathy for George or his plight, they proceeded to attempt 
to coax out some form of apology for registered hurt and, Cohn in particular, 
swamped George with a series of ad hominem attacks. But George stood his ground 
and, without reacting emotionally, defended his position. He explained, to not much 
avail, that he only wrote what he sincerely felt and that he meant no insult by it. But 
his accuser persisted and, perhaps rightly so, dismissed his account as nasty, biased 
and distorted, and recalled instances wherein, with similar gracelessness, George 


refused to be woken up. 


Although he too was offended, Slim took a more level-headed approach, admitted 
that most of George's account was as it happened, but rightfully pointed out that the 
story was missing some information, for example, he was put up to the act by Cohn, 


and the fact that upon being woken up, George yelled at him to "fuck off!" 


Eventually, their reproach seemed to run its course, and Cohn who was leading the 
charge exhausted his unreciprocated spite, feeling that he was not getting through to 
George whose apathy and unapologetic nature were akin to that of an inanimate 


object. 


George decided to cease projecting his suffering, returned to his bed, wrote some 
more, put down his phone, and to perhaps drown out the sharp ache in his head, 
picked up One Flew the Cuckoo's nest, an action which this glum morning was long 


overdue. 
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Both resent me for unapologetic calling him a flying monkey. Rather than talk about 
it they've constructed a sinister dynamic, characterised by a strange atmosphere, 


where the resulting spite is used again me. 


It is convenient to inflate issues while drawing away from issues that more 


importantly pertain to you. 


Discussion of flying monkey with both. 


Taking offense to the mention of flying monkey and punishing me for it. Takes 
offense despite that he was not called out, perhaps because he is the supposed 
benefactor of the flying monkey. Despite that, I did not mean offense by the flying 
monkey statement. Perhaps I used it as an expression of spite and showed it for the 
same reason, but I see it as simply a model which complements my narrative and 
gives it a framework to be understood by. (narcissist, enabler, golden child, and 


scapegoat). 


Hiyacking of the conversation and emotional outbursts. The ladling in of tension and 
declarations made hateful and insensitive by much time of perversely distorted 
frustrations and the obstinate conviction to rely only on oneself as one dismisses the 


views of all others. 


Narcissistic values are projected and hidden behind humour. 


I cannot take ketamine consistently but he refuses to consider that he should not drink 
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alcohol so often lest his use becomes problematic. 


"mixing drugs" 


- refuses to address the importance of dose in drug effect. Stubbornly maintains the 
fallacious and simple-minded logic that the more drugs one takes, the worse the effect 
on one's health. Made the empty offer that, so long as I stick to only ketamine, and 
not drink or "mix" drugs, he would refrain from smoking cannabis, not take more 
than one single drug, and therefore to be unhypocritical. Justifiable righteousness. 
The reliance on self-deception, intellectual laziness, and latching on to shoddy logic 
as fast as humanely possible, domination of conversation, because he frequently 
believes he is certainly right. Drunken because the main appeal of dissociative drugs 
(alcohol and ketamine) is that the distance one from realistic associations with the 
environment outside one's mind. Therefore, easier to justify unrealistic statements 


because one has gained unconditional confidence bare of shame. 


"choice of drug" 


Alcohol use often results in fuelled belligerence which I often find myself the target 
of. 

This leads to prevailing atmospheres of discomfort which he seems to be rid of 
almost immediately following the conclusion of the argument whereas on myself it 
has a lasting effect. The discomfort is in the form of anxiety and the apprehension 
with which one can only expect the worst, which has occurred a significant number 
of times in the past, although he does not seem to recognise this fact and persists in 
his familiar mania. By 'the worst' I mean a culmination of violence, whether 
scathingly verbal or unapologetically physical or simply ostracisation, in which case 


I'd likely be sent back home on the train as punishment for speaking my mind and 
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defending my values. 


Inability to examine the other party's point of view 


Defensiveness when criticised or accused of being hypocritical 


Consistent interruption 


Tyrannical 


Dominates conversation 


Tone expressive of feelings 


Always believe one is right and reluctant to admit fault 


"you haven't responded" 


Ketamine taking prole 


Slim leaves 


It becomes apparent it was all a show for Slim, for he lost enthusiasm. 


Awkward, charged silence. 


Chilling juxtaposition between oppressive tirade (bitter, hateful, and malicious tone) 


and interaction between curious wild parrot "hello little buddy" (friendly tone). 
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Symbolic of his incomprehension of the neglect he dealt me through my development 
and a weak, vague attempt to reconcile by pampering the bird who was not totally 
dependent on his support in its development (and the inability to take responsibility 


for his own words and actions). 


Ketamine has the same mechanism of action as alcohol yet it is less 
pharmacologically dirty (more potent, fewer mechanisms of action, not physically 


addictive, less liable to cause harm). 
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"I'm older than you so I know better." "you're being condescending." 


Courtney Barnett — out of the woodwork 


To seek drunkenness because one is afraid of another's words, and the potential of 
them, in their truthfulness, to affect. It is a cowardly act, as is the act of taking benzos 
to reconcile plaguing anxiety. Except that alcohol is more sinister than benzos in that 
it acts on the GABA-A receptor as does a barbiturate (which as a pharmaceutical 
once accounted for most drug-related deaths in combination with alcohol); ethanol 
produces a much more potent effect than that the self-limiting effect caused by 


benzodiazepines. 


Thrives off the atmosphere of uncontested power when I am visibly shaken, 
apathetic, sullen, or otherwise untalkative. Enjoys prodding me while facetiously 


pretending 'everything is fine’. 


Starts his own drama. Boredom? Grandiose ideas. Constantly offering moral advice. 
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Edifying. Tactical berating. 


Talks the talk. 


Counts the chickens before they hatch. 


Holds on to grudges indefinitely. 


Cohn saw I was taking a favourable position in the social dynamic, did not privately 


allow it, and figured to promptly diminish me to have his will. 


Cohn starts drama for no apparent reason. I was in an innocuous and pleasant mood. 
After a bit of tussle, I ask Slim to acknowledge the injustice. No discernible reaction 


from him. 


Speaking my mind in a level, the unaffected tone is sufficient to be "manipulative". 


I "got some karma coming" my way. 


He is acted similarly in the last two days when Slim has been present. My feeling is 
that he must maintain a certain image in this dynamic to 'adjust' Slim and keep power 


over us both. 


From bed, I go back outside to take more promethazine to sufficiently knock myself 
out, go back outside to retrieve it, noticed they were out of earshot and talking in 


hushed whispers. Slim cast a suspicious sidelong glance at me. 
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"oh, yeh you said you wanted to go to sleep but here you are watching something 


digital. Typical gen Y." - reliance on stereotypes. 


Took some drugs and my only regret was not taking more before it was too late. 


Aggressiveness and bitter tone are punitive measures. My mention of ‘flying monkey' 
was only a literary device. A model to meet my narrative. I was looking through the 
negative lens I wore at the time. Therefore, your punishments are only expressions of 


your frustration and resentment - an unjust appraisal. 


George began to sort through the opals he had found. He kept them in his beanie. He 
was sore that most were of low quality because he (in hindsight mistakenly) put them 
into Slim's 'good bag' - he would see none of those now and had to be content with 


what he had. 


He recalled yesterday as he sifted through the 'good bag', Cohn anxiously and 
fretfully looked back at him (AS HE DROVE), expecting to catch him in the act of 
‘siphoning opals', despite that he and Slim, but mainly he siphoned all the 'good 
opals'. He recalled the bargaining, the tacit understandings between them, as he sat in 
the back watching helplessly, himself untrusted and disabled from handling opals. He 
recalled how the previous day Cohn said, "if yer keeping any opals George I suggest 
you hide them up your ass cus I'm gonna go through all your shit," and to this Slim 


laughed heartily, as usual automatically siding with Cohn. 


The sour atmosphere of greed promoted mistrust and stifled what might have 
otherwise been merriness and sharing of joy. Unpleasant. But George sat looking rock 


after rock for that opalescent gleam; he examined each one individually, continually 
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greedy for that next glittering streak. 


Things lightened up briefly. Slim and George handed each other an opal each to 

peruse. 

Cohn leaned back and said ironically, "Hey George, I suppose after this morning 
Cohn's getting a really bad rap," referring to the story George was writing on his 


phone. 


"What do you think?" George said sarcastically. 


Cohn laughed. 


Stopped at a highway fish and chip shop and bought burgers and chips. Were nice. 
Cohn got impatient because we were ‘going to be late' to a business meeting he 
planned as a detour in the trip home to trade rocks with another crystal dealer. He had 
dressed as sharply as was possible given the circumstances but on closer observation, 


one could see he was still dishevelled by the desert. 


George really wanted to snort k but it was hidden away from reach to pre-emptively 
thwart possible search attempts. He had also stowed away the best opals he managed 


to get out of his bag of random, mostly low-quality, opals. 


Dropped a fly off by the seaside in South Aus. Slim said "suck shit" to it. George 


remarked that it would have a better home here than in the desert, as it would be with 
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sheep and trees and water. Cohn agreed. 


"George's pajamas are on the roof." - Slim said sullenly under his breath before 
promptly getting back into the car. Vindictive would have been if I pushed him 
because I was annoyed that he did not make tea. That was not vindictive. Vindictive 
would have been can you cunts get up and make tea for me for once but you cunts 


laid in bed for an hour after I got up. 


Cohn continued: 


"I was happy to do a few hours of stargazing. 


You two cunts were just acting like total fucking cunts because of this DMT thing. 


You were damaging a reason but whatever your reasons were unimportant. 


You kept saying it so aggressively that it was not an invitation to sit with you. 


It was just an invitation for you to be civilised. 


Let me five a point because I have to respond to that fucked up comment. 


I was in a really good mood. 


If anything, I was really sentimental. 


786 


I was trying to open up about some of the real shit in my life. 


But you responded with a fucked up ultimatum that if I didn't sit there even if I didn't 
smoke DMT. 


You two changed it into the same nastiness that you had in the first place because I 


didn’t let you skate in Coober Pedy." 


I am a man who is perpetually stifled by the neuroses of those he must oblige. 


He is taking pictures now in the valley of a searing gorge, taking pictures at the 


expense of general well-being. 


The Slim leaned over with a wry smile and said, "hey do you think he's autistic?" 


Through force of will, George put forth ‘The breeze is nice!’ His face remained 
unchanged in a gooey reservation as he said it. He merely took a quick one in with 
some irritation and uttered the remark. All vocal cords, no diaphragm. Very forced 


manner of speech. 
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All hot and dry and dusty outside. What are you telling me, Earth? 


George drawled over welfare payments. 


Cohn stopped the car. This had been going on sporadically. Seeming somewhat 
absent-minded, likely dazed by the glaring sun, he gathered large ironstone rocks and 


threw them into the trailer. 


"Shiny as shit, just like meteorites. Picked up a few interesting ones." 


At first, George thought Cohn's head may have been cooked, but then... 


"It's some wicked shit, ay? God knows how long it's been baking in the desert. 


We passed by rare mountain ranges. 


George's forced and nasally monotone. 


George dreaded the inevitable periods of loneliness when he would not be heard, nor 


would he hear. He appreciated the scraps of socialising for what they were, salvation. 


Meandered about. Humouring the most benign whim. 


The gang trudged along the red roadside in search of treasure. 


Plucked from the earth some rocks to see what it was all about. Glittering, shining, 
shimmering. Quartz, ironstone, calcite. What appears to be opal. But George was still 


proud of his king's canyon amber. 
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"T think that's a delivery," Cohn said enthusiastically, turning his head to meet eyes 


with Slim. 


"It looks like molybdenite dude." 


"It fucking looks like molybdenite." 


Both George and Slim were in the less desirable stage of growing their hair out. It 
just so happened, probably owing to their vanity, both were engaged in the terrible 


habit of slicking back their hair. 


Back in Massachusetts reggae. 


Kanye 4 pres. Kanye would fully make a great president. 


"Oooo," Cohn said in delight, "it's another hotspot!" He was keen to meander some 
more. 

Cohn kept singing that Massachusetts song. George said a muffled sentence: can you 
feel all the extra weight in the car?" He was tepid, expected not to be listened to, told 


himself he wasn't worth it. Very neurotic. 


George sat poised by an aluminum bow] filled with rocks in his clandestine back seat 
resort. He was comfortable in his shady nook because he felt no eyes watching him. 
George's spot in the back seat aptly represented his position in the social hierarchy of 
the group. At the back. Behind the scenes. Only there for when you need him. 


Unwanted. Stringing along. Endured. 


Slim and Cohn were squabbling with the air-con upfront. 
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Slim stonewalled George from any emotional interaction out of vindictive spite. 


George’s thoughts went as follows: 


“T sunk into my nook out of sight in my back seat and prepared to short a line of 
ketamine. I had to be secretive to avoid being reprimanded. I would have done it 


anyway, so how needlessly punitive the expected reprimand! 


I promptly rendered myself retarded with a swift series of nasal inhalations of that 
delicious white dust, which dripped with the taste of crystal fruit into the back of my 
throat. A rare candy, a small nothing that inspired something. Just like the fluttering 
of moths my world was made dreamy. My eyes opened and closed and I stretched my 


neck in circles as my nose dripped and John Lennon expressed himself. 


I just sort of floated on. I wondered my companions cared for me much less than I 
thought, recalling the previous night. We were getting into bed in our tent at the 
campsite when I had an irresistible urge to snort ketamine. Actually, I wouldn't have 
called it irresistible. More like a brief internal struggle preceded wherein my 
depressive 'fuck it all’ attitude prevailed. As I did this, moody as I was, I expected my 


companions to take fault with my behaviour but at the time I simply did not care. 


One had noticed but with a slight twinge of irritation and an indifferent, dismissive 
swivel of his head he lay down and pursued sleep. The other then entered the tent 
and made some comment that I should clear my nose and did the same, failing to 


notice how high I was or that I literally just snorted ketamine. I lay for hours in 
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anxious dread and wished I had also taken a sedative. (Many a night has been spent in 


this fashion.) 


I'm convinced that I'm here to act as a buffer. Also, it may be that my companion saw 

how depressed I was at the dismal place I call home, how I'd snort ketamine and stay 

up late playing video games, utterly miserable yet pursuing pleasure all the same, and 
took pity for me, endeavouring to bring me along on this trip which he had planned in 
advance unbeknownst to me. I wonder if he really wanted me to come. It could not 


have been based on my miserable character. He knew how it was. 


So I sat back there all starry in my crystal dream state, just fine and dandy until the 
car was stopped suddenly and I was ordered to swap seats with my companion. As he 
got out of the car, losing no time, I was struck by a moment. I quickly and subtly 
snorted the rest of the k using my swiftly prepared thumb and nostril and shoved the 
k out of sight. I then got up and almost fell over, only just succeeding in hiding my 


staggering, and let myself plop with some relief onto the front seat.” 


Stopped by Babylon yet again on way back to Coober Pedy. Fined for the second 


Just grateful to pass the gauntlet. Sniffer dogs. Fortunately, their attention was 


elsewhere. 


A dog sniffed all the way about a van on the other side of the road and then wanted to 
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jump into the trailer........ (Cohn lost his wallet and Cohn and slim scrambled to find 
it.) meanwhile sniffer dogs continued their hunt on the other side of the road, unaware 


of our presence. Cops were amiable. 


Cohn was begrudged. Insisted that he drove a lesser speed than the officer suggested. 


Officer would not budge. Was pompously explaining the details of the fine, pointing 
to his clipboard as he went, and made an underhanded remark about the speedometer 


calibration details. 


Cohn suggested the officer should check his speedometer. 


"Thank you so much, officer," he said sarcastically as the officer walked away. 


On the systemic victimisation of Aboriginals by police - cops do not even need to 
nod. They just look at each other in the eye and they know what to do. Discrimination 
is tacit. 

It says nowhere in the books 'look, if you see a car full of aboriginals then you really 


have to pay closer attention,’ they just know. 


"The worst part about it is we would have lost our weed and shit. Wouldn't you say 


so, George?" said Cohn snidely. 


"Trying to get bogans coming out of Uluru, dude." 


The guys were almost subjected to the full force of the Babylon. 
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They asked probing questions like 'how was your day?’, disingenuously, as if they 


were chatting to mates. 


One of the cars was unmarked. 


Patty wagon. 


There were three drug dogs, but their interest was peaked by a car on the other side of 


the road. 


"Lady luck has blessed us on this day. So, I suggest you be less morose." Said Cohn 


wisely. 


"Are you saying you would be less likely to be subjected to the drug dogs if you were 


in a Mercedes?" 


After this shocking event George stopped writing almost completely. 


We visited the skate park once more on our way out of Coober Pedy and Slim and 
George skated some. Some aboriginals followed Cohn's scent and talked with some 
some. 

When Slim and George got back to the car it appeared a Babylon was on their trail, 


must have found it suspect. 


He pointed out some trivial issues to do with the back window being obscured and 
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the potential safety issues to do with that. Typical rhetoric. But he just wanted to lean 
in a take a good look within the car. Eventually, he fucked off. This was perhaps the 


8th interaction with police since the trip began. 


We talked about how much we hate the Babylon, how opportunistic they are out here 
compared to the ones in NSW. But there was a rare pleasantness in the atmosphere. It 


was a relatively good day. 


But soon after greed started to show its sour face. Cohn claimed all the opals were 
his. He was not satisfied with any less than his fair share and in fact, he wanted them 
all. And George and Slim knew he would get them. They knew his game. Slim 
succumbed immediately, satisfied with his rare find — a "red-on-black" — Cohn could 


keep the rest for all he cared. 


"There are some good pieces for you to practise on at a lapidary club," Cohn said 
condescendingly to George. He tried to sell the point further. "It's like 15 bucks a 
month there to use all their machinery and shit," Cohn said as he handed George a 


bag of shit-quality opals. 


Even after all this sickeningly greedy squabbling, the superior claim laid to the opals, 
George showed a piece he found, and Cohn insisted it were he himself who in fact 
found it. George sullenly recalled something he himself said as they searched for 
opals. It was with a certain weakness that he said to Cohn, "so if we find a good 
piece, we will split the proceedings between us?" "Yeh, Cohn said manipulatively, 
knowing deep down he'd just keep it. He talked about idealistic things. When he "got 
some cash into his pocket," the things they would do together. That sort of thing 
(bullshit and lies). He handed back another low-quality opal. "Here you go George," 


he said magnanimously, here is another good piece for you to practise on. But George 


794 


was not buying any of it and it occurred to him that although Cohn said those opals 
were all for him, that the only point of them having come to this town was to find 
opals for him to sell at his shows, the money would ultimately be Cohn's. He felt 
swindled and misled, for Cohn had previously mentioned nothing of these intentions, 


but probably held them from the start. 


Cohn continued to revel in his sour greed. With sparkling eyes, he occasionally raised 
his voice and demanded Slim hand him over the opals he liked most, and one could 
see he struggled to synthesise reasons to enforce his will. He kept claiming he found 


individual opals as if it gave him more of a claim to them. 


Slim and Cohn were upfront examining and sporadically moaning over pieces of 
opal. Slim said firmly, "I want this piece." Cohn responded by attempting to bargain 
with Slim. "I'll trade you for that other piece with the matrix," he said. George sat 
pissed off in the back, left with virtually nothing. He managed to sneak a few nice 
pieces but eventually gave them all back to Cohn because he felt bad. Sad, right? I 


am sure George still regrets it to this day. 


Cohn made claims about his debt, attempting pathetic pleas to sympathy. "I've got 
Citibank trying to fuck me up the ass, so that entitles me to most of these crystals." 
But it seemed by "most" he meant "all". He went on: "I don't want your mum to have 


any of these. If I give them to you, they will just be lying around." 


George knew that, just like the Babylon, Cohn had a firmly established mechanism of 
responding emotionally to any idea he perceived to be threatening. It was with this 
knowledge that George reflected on that it would be impossible to bring up the topic 
of Cohn's greed without in effect creating an extremely unpleasant atmosphere, by 


disturbing the fragile equilibrium of Cohn's vast repertoire of self-deception and 
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delusion and his firmly held but scarcely acknowledged belief that he was superior to 
everyone else and owing to the perceived neuroses, insecurities, and inferiorities of 


everyone else, because he was infallible, he deserved more. 


Stopped early for once. Celebration. Opal prizes. Well on the way back home. 


Stove not working. Pulled it apart. Toothbrush to clean stove. Wanted to use George's. 
Sunflower oil, ran out of olive oil. Anchovies, olives. Running out of olives. sweet 
potato beef eggplant Capsicum onion mushroom. Peas. Cooked. All ket. Cohn 
headache nausea codeine water extraction, didn't drink or eat. Better after Berocca. 
Night pleasant. Stopped early in a comfortable desert landscape, had to deal with flies 


but they buzzed off at sunset. 


George fell asleep under the stars as he saw in his mind's eye opalescent patterns. 

Took longer to get to sleep, but it was peaceful and pleasant falling asleep out there 
relatively alone and under the stars unobscured by light pollution. In fact, Slim had 
fallen asleep and George and Cohn had a respectable conversation, and for perhaps 


12 hours, out of the entire trip, they were on relatively good terms with each other. 


On the way back through the NSW border, George noticed they were much more 
prepared to face the wrath of the Babylon than before. This encounter would be 
perhaps the 10th and last of the trip. They had discarded their fruit, hidden the 
cannabis, and took every other possible preparation to appear acceptable to the 


Babylon outpost men. George remarked on this and elicited a laugh from Cohn. 
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Murray River. It is in a sorry state because of unsustainable farming practices used by 
cotton farmers upstream. Dead trees in the river from years of droughts. Orchards of 
citrus, apricots, olives, dates, grapes, rice. Picturesque houses in amongst them and 


luscious trees, eucalypts, palms. 


Siphoning the river. Sandy escarpments (?). Heavy machinery. Factories out back. 
Mounds of gravel and dirt and rocks on the roadside. An airstrip. Barren plane. Back 


into the great sandy desert of NSW. 


Driving at night out of Mildura to NSW in the dead of night. Trying to make it back 
to the blue mountains. The atmosphere was dark and solemn, but it lightened up once 


we reached the country road, because there would not be many Babylon. 


"He even gets offended that I let him know," said Cohn, referring to a driver who 


high beamed us. 


"I tell you what, if I get a persistent one like that again I'll just leave it on as you did," 


he said to Slim. 


They're usually a lot more considerate than cars and more than 4wds they're the 
biggest cunts. They drive along like this not giving a flying shit as they drive along 
like this with high beams on. 


"See this guy drives in the country at night. Flicked them off straight away. 


Before - miner cunt turned on red and blue cop lights ostensibly as a joke, vexing 


ToT 


Cohn. 


Finally, they arrived back in the blue mountains. The air was crisp and cool and 
carried with it a light breeze. Dense bushland presented majestically all about on the 


rolling slopes. Mountain tops. Pine trees and verdant grasses. 


They ventured to Jervis Bay on way back. Kangaroos. Kookaburras. Beach. Slept in 


national Park. Woke up early, swam, Nowra, skate. 


On waking George was given the short straw, to wash the pan, make tea and roll the 


morning cannabis joint. 


The morning sun seeped foggy through the canopies of dense rainforest. Many 


different species of birds sang as the world turned lighter. 


George looked forward to his Job services interview (not) and dreamed the following 


symbols: 


Jobs assist office 


All ceremonious 
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Empty gestures 


Blatantly faked enthusiasm 


Stale atmosphere 


Tokenism - Aboriginal flag 


Job assistance quotas on a whiteboard 


A horrible mix of discrete unintelligent discussions in the air 
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Chapter 13 


Denouement: back at home 


Sleepless lain awake yet again, countless were the days lacking in ketamine (one full 


day felt an eternity). But finally, a beautiful downcast morning. 


George was woken from his dream of strangely comforting emotional torments by 
frustratingly abrupt physical torments. His tormentor, who was incidentally his 
brother, Slim, seemed to derive satisfaction from his torments; with swift and 
rehearsed motions he tore George from his slumber by lightly whacking his head with 
a pillow. Immediately after and with a smirk upon his face, so as to rub salt to the 
wound, he pulled George's blanket from his body, suddenly exposing him to the harsh 
glare of reality. 


"Get up. The tea is ready," he declared as if the fact justified his former actions. He 
then strode out of the room as quickly as he came, without apology or further 


explanation, leaving George to his irritated and sullen devices. 


George lay dazed with weak muscles and a groggy head. He cleared his gritty throat 
and confronted the crushing consciousness of his unfortunate position. He soon 
realised that there would certainly be a jay in circulation which invariably came with 
tea in the mornings and, after an unexpectedly brief stint of recovery, pried himself 


from the bed and with trembling knees steadied himself as he stood. 


He was too late. The jay had only to offer its meagre remnants. Immediately having 
reached the tobacco end, he disgustedly flicked away the unsatisfactory butt and 
plopped himself down onto the quaint wood and stone park bench under the green 


Hibiscus tree which sprouted sturdily from its trunk and sunk magnificently from its 
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branches which themselves teemed with purple flowers. A white cockatoo on the 
branch above looked down at him and screeched. The air was fresh but fertile with 
pollen and the merry songs of many birds. The anxious white dog had even come 
over excitedly with a wagging tail to greet him and he smiled briefly as he patted her. 
With some relief he took a long drink of his steaming black tea. He then, with 
conviction, blew his nose, itself worn and affected by the consistent insufflation of 


crushed ketamine crystals, and closed his eyes peacefully to thaw his spinning head. 


Up on the veranda to which George faced sat Slim and his dad Cohn, who faced each 
other across a circular table, the surface of which was filled by precariously placed 
gems and minerals. Laptop in his lap, Slim was playing poker online, as always, and 
was consequently irritable, emotionally withdrawn, and unaccommodating. He had 
done his duty by waking George (out of apparent necessity.) Slim looked over at 


George and with amusement watched as he blew his nose. 


"Did you have to blow your nose so aggressively?" he asked gratuitously as he 
smirked playfully. But something subtle in his tone seemed to suggest, to the 
impressionable George, a hint of disgust and the desire to diminish George, who in 
turn squinted back up at Slim, reciprocating his supposed spite. By degrees George 
became aware of an atmosphere of cruel insensitivity and tried to resist the 
impression of shame which started atop his rigid shoulders and creepingly made its 


way down his aching back, down his spine and to his weak thighs and knees. 


George decided that he must have a shower so that he might (at least transiently) 
thaw the taxing symptoms of his condition. It was clear that he had contracted Slim's 
former viral infection. He swiftly finished his tea and with great difficulty rose to his 
feet and begun to search his bag for the required items. In doing so he necessarily 


passed by Slim, who made no effort to withdraw himself, even slightly, so that 
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George may pass, but instead seemed to become increasingly irritated at each pass. 
George eventually gathered the items with which he could shower and made one final 


pass by Slim, patiently tapping Slim's leg to politely say, "please move". 


As George opened the door which led from the veranda to the inside of the house, 
Slim's irritation had evidently culminated. He muttered, "I'm not being a cunt but - " 
but was cut off by George who guessed the direction of Slim's pettiness and finished 


his sentence for him. 


"Stop walking past you?" George asked angrily, as if to say, "what choice did I 
possibly have? It was you who was being unreasonable and perhaps, as you said, a 
cunt." Slim did not respond but smiled sardonically and turned his head to the silent 
Cohn to convey his amusement with the situation, as would a thoughtless brute who 
was motivated by surprise. Still simmering, George walked into the house and closed 


the door behind him. 


The shower somewhat revived George, but he was still victim to his condition, 
physically and emotionally. At least now he wore fresh clothes and felt much cleaner. 
But his muscles continued to ache, and his head spun. He coughed up some more 
phlegm. Frowning, he morosely made his way back to bed, collapsed into its soft 


embrace, picked up his phone and began to write. 


END 


This was 95% trash and dribble. If you actually read it, I'm shocked. Find something 


better to do. My other 'books' are even worse and contain duplicate works. Enjoy! 
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START 


19/12/18 - Chapter 1 


The complacent man and his dull wife paraded down the bustling Main Street of the 
second-rate town of senseless baby boomers, in celebration of their successful 
worldly affairs. That is until their reverie was disturbed by the unwelcome rustle of a 
skateboard gliding down the hill by their side. Perceiving their safety to be 


threatened, immediately their faces scrunch up into scowls. 


"It's him..." declares the portentous old crone to her stale and soon-to-be decrepit 


husband, whom snickers in turn. 


The irreverent young man picked up his skateboard and entered the supermarket. 
"Let's go" the fretting hag ordered through clenched teeth. They made their way in a 


pace remarkable for their age with a sense of duty. 


"Excuse me mate..." said the scarlet-faced old timer haughily to the indifferent 
skateboarder who was listening to music through earphones. It took several attempts 
to engage the skateboarder, who was mentally adrift, but finally the cunning old fox 


cut ahead in an unavoidable fashion. 


A confused look spread across the meandering young man's face. He removed one of 


his earplugs. "Yes... what is it?" 


"You took our witch's hat!" exclaimed the red, puffed-up man, with a condescending 


804 


smirk permanently plastered upon his face. He had taken his rightful position in the 
front in proper chauvinistic fashion as the righteous protector and enforcer, his wife 
behind in support, her arms on her waist as if conducting a denouncement of the 


greatest import. 


"What?" whispered the taken back man, apparently at a loss. 


"It was you! We saw you and others did too!" chimed in the bitter and meek louse 


from behind; a coward accusing a thief. 


Her big and strong husband waved to her in a dismissive gesture, as if saying 'Don't 
worry, I'll take care of this!' and reassumed his berating in the most sanctimonious 


tone. "We know it was you; return it at once!" he snapped in snide arrogance. 


"I don't know what you're talking about" responded the amused man. 


"On Maddison's street. You took it right in front of us." retorted the senseless man, 
the sarcastic smile on his face twisting slightly into irritation, yet remaining to clearly 


convey all signs of condescension and moral superiority. 


"It's a theft! That's what it is!" Snarled the snarky old crone from behind her dismal 
husband's back. 


"Which street is that?" asked the skateboarder with a gullible expression. But he 
betrayed himself and failed to suppress a short laugh. 


"Maddison's street, the one that goes to the art gallery" replied the vain old man, 


judgement and disdain piercing through his expression. 
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The young man could barely contain his laughter at the comical nature of his 


situation. 'I mean really, a traffic cone?' he thought. 


He really had to stop himself from laughing at the ridiculously animated faces of 
these pitiful baby boomers haughtily accusing him of petty theft, as if they had 
nothing better to do whatever; seeing as they must have dwelled on and gossiped of 


this apparently significant event since it occurred weeks before. 


The petty old couple scurried away without glancing back, bitterly gossiping between 
themselves; and one can be sure they will be marveling about the skateboarder's 
moral inferiority and other perceived character flaws even for days and weeks to 


come. 
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25/12/18 - Chapter 2 


TS Elliot - the wasteland 

Dostoyevsky - House of the dead, brothers karamozov 
Dickens 

Pearl S Buck 

Vonnegut 

Wilde 

Shakespeare w/ translation 

Cicero, other Dante 


Midnight express 


Peering at myself sidelong 
I appear weak and ugly 
Melancholic, lost to hope 
Inspiring disappointment 
And poorly concealed pity 
Deliberately a degenerate 
Debilitated and dishevelled 
Having vainly dispensed of dignity 
Here I see the value of humour 
Genuinely self-deprecating 
At the expense of pride and 'good' 
Such traits manifest 


A loathsome spectacle 
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Contemptible, by my very nature 
Anxious and neurotic 
An ignominious louse, willingly 
Shuddering in the freezing gale 
Naturally, for better or worse 
I will endure this fate eternally 


In apprehension and despair. 


Iam certain I don't belong 
If I weren't present, 
No one would mind 
Wrath, avarice and pride 
The holy trinity 
It's all in self interest 
They're all looking out for themselves 
A taboo Darwinian truth 


The pretence is all 


It seems to me 
It really seems to be 


All these people are judging me 


"Aw, how cute" her face seems to say 
Yet a sexual advance she'd shoe away! 
And laugh in my face. "Ew!" 

Oh the disgrace. 
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"How pathetic" remarks the smug man, "and weak!" 


Yet his mind is vacant and his face bleak. 


The benevolent woman tries to smooth your soul, 
Talks in warm tones of ages old. 
In her lap lies a little kitty, 


distracting your gaze from all the pity. 


The relaxed man attempts to give advice. 
Smiles and laughs as he warns you not to give in to your vice. 
"Just don't worry about it. It's all in your head!" 


Barring that Id really rather be dead. 


It seems to me, really seems to me 
Of all the birds in the trees 
Of all the fish in the sea 


None I will see as none are for me 


For patience she can not be bothered 
When she talks to me and my brother 


She seems only to be mother to the other 


As if she's deigning to speak 
As if I'm unworthy and meek 


None of her speech is directed to me 


809 


For no reason she aggressively yells 
I figure I'm more or less in hell 
And to me when she does speak 


She makes it clear I'm not doing very well 


Oh how she is easily offended 
Nothing can ever be mended 
Her neuroses may never be tended 


To 


Fat people convert their side waddles into lateral kinetic energy to assist movement 


Alex LAhey 
Julia Jackson 
Smiths guitarist 


Played for modest mouse album 


Piercing anxiety 
Transfigured to calm 


By a single milligram 
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Obsessed with it now 
The effect it produced, that anxiety 


clenched muscles, can't speak 
Though of nothing else then. 


Calm now, yet what to think of? 


Obliterate one's mind with drugs 
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26/12/18 - Chapter 3 


(J recall accidentally deleting the original poem and being extremely upset for it.) 


Walking into that shunned block 
Amidst the concrete jungle 


I find myself in a hallowed place 


Among these were men 
Plighted by bureaucracy 
Aboriginal flags fluttering high 
On balconies of dilapidated flats 


The original owners of this land 
Now at the bottom of the barrel 


Each in his own way surviving 


Those from outside peering in 
Scorning this ignominious ghetto 


Squinted eyes in burning contempt 


Hopeless sheep, heads held high 
Following each other as lemmings 
Thinking of nothing in particular 


But their vanities and prejudices 


Squabbling in childlike pettiness 
Caring not much for those values 


So ardently taught in our schools 
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No pity, let alone sympathy 
For these wounded brothers 


Comrades, brethren? 


No. Drug addicts and dole bludgers 
Subject to nationalist propaganda 
This poem was so much better 


Before I accidentally fucking deleted it 


Seeing the world as it really is 
Abject poverty caricatured 


As laziness and ill-fortune 
While the obsequious and docile 


Sit upon their verdant thrones 


Grazing freely 
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29/12/18 - Chapter 4 


My toes are where 
My nose should be 
Scrunched up against the glass 
Unnaturally contorted 
As I lay sideways in a heap 
On this duet of waiting room chairs 
In the hospital emergency room 
3AM and 3 hours to go, perhaps 
Until a doctor examines my bruises 


Which cropped 
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30/12/18 - Chapter 5 


To be socially anxious to an irreversible degree is a.... 


When obliged to go outside and see others face to face, .... 


It is a dismal way to feel like one is never desired. Even more so when one constantly 
focuses his mind on his shortcomings. This sorry sack who no one deigns to know 
always feels the pressure of all those disappointed faces, sickly sweet facades 
masking loathing and disgust, whom in their repulsion are holding back vomit as they 


feign kindness. 


To feel one is so ugly that one is simply unapproachable lest his viewer looks upon 


him with disdain and pity is a sorry trait indeed. 


In all this, one inevitably finds himself hiding behind his peers-that ignominious 
streak shining through, as he hears nothing but sees everything-like one, immobilised, 
subjected to a nightmare. God forbid he's addressed directly! He'd probably have to 
force a laugh and risk looking silly, insensitive or insane. Otherwise in most cases 
he'd just stand there invariably looking like an arrogant and antisocial dick, standing 


there silently judging like a weirdo. 


As if this were enough, our victim (yes, now he is even calling himself a victim!) is 
tormented by the looks of his peers expressing tacit disdain. Their otherworldly self- 


confidence seems to say 'shit, I'm glad I'm not you". 


And he, drenched in neuroses, even lacks the capacity to engage socially (talk to 
people) in a manner considered normal, misses every second word owing to his vast 


deafness, hence his coming across as rather daft and even mentally underdeveloped. 
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In having cultivated one's anxiety and depression through years of familial 
dysfunction, school-inflicted dejection, self-imposed isolation and self harm his self- 
esteem is wholly flattened so that it doesn't take much for his sensibilities to be 
offended and his imagination in turn to launch him into a self-deprecating fantasies 
and wishes of being elsewhere. But all this is confined within and all that is expressed 
to his peers is ostensible apathy and absentmindedness-otherwise called 'being a 
pussy’, because everyone 'gets anxiety' and 'gets sad’, after all... one would do well to 


simply get over it, yes? 
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1/1/19 - Chapter 6 


It is a dismal way to feel like one is never desired. Even more so when one constantly 
focuses his mind on his shortcomings. This sorry sack, who no one in their right 
judgement would deign to know, always feels the pressure of all those disappointed 
faces, sickly sweet facades masking loathing and disgust, whom in their repulsion are 


holding back vomit as they feign kindness. 


To feel one is so ugly that one is simply unapproachable lest his viewer looks upon 


him with disdain and pity is a sorry trait indeed. 


In all this, one inevitably finds himself hiding behind his peers-that ignominious 
streak shining through, as he hears nothing but sees everything-like one, immobilised, 
subjected to a nightmare. God forbid he's addressed directly! He'd probably have to 
force a laugh and risk looking silly, insensitive or insane. Otherwise in most cases 
he'd just stand there invariably looking like an arrogant and antisocial dick, standing 


there silently judging like a weirdo. 


As if this were enough, our victim (yes, now he is even calling himself a victim!) is 
tormented by the looks of his peers expressing tacit disdain. Their otherworldly self- 


confidence seems to say 'shit, I'm glad I'm not you". 


And he, drenched in neuroses, even lacks the capacity to engage socially (talk to 
people) in a manner considered normal, misses every second word owing to his vast 
deafness, hence his coming across as rather daft and even mentally underdeveloped. 
In having cultivated one's anxiety and depression through years of familial 
dysfunction, school-inflicted dejection, self-imposed isolation and self harm his self- 


esteem is wholly flattened so that it doesn't take much for his sensibilities to be 
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offended and his imagination in turn to launch him into a self-deprecating fantasies 
and wishes of being elsewhere. But all this is confined within and all that is expressed 
to his peers is ostensible apathy and absentmindedness-otherwise called 'being a 
pussy’, because everyone 'gets anxiety’ and 'gets sad’, after all... one would do well to 


simply 'get over it', yes? 


It is a dismal way to feel like one is never desired. Even more so when one constantly 
focuses his mind on his shortcomings. This sorry sack, who no one in their right 
judgement would deign to know, always feels the pressure of all those disappointed 
faces, sickly sweet facades masking loathing and disgust, whom in their repulsion are 


holding back vomit as they feign kindness. 


To feel one is so ugly that one is simply unapproachable lest his viewer looks upon 


him with disdain and pity is a sorry trait indeed. 


In all this, one inevitably finds himself hiding behind his peers-that ignominious 
streak shining through, as he hears nothing but sees everything-like one, immobilised, 
subjected to a nightmare. God forbid he's addressed directly! He'd probably have to 
force a laugh and risk looking silly, insensitive or insane. Otherwise in most cases 
he'd just stand there invariably looking like an arrogant and antisocial dick, standing 


there silently judging like a weirdo. 


As if this were enough, our victim (yes, now he is even calling himself a victim!) is 
tormented by the looks of his peers expressing tacit disdain. Their otherworldly self- 


confidence seems to say 'shit, I'm glad I'm not you". 


And he, drenched in neuroses, even lacks the capacity to engage socially (talk to 
people) in a manner considered normal, misses every second word owing to his vast 
deafness, hence his coming across as rather daft and even mentally underdeveloped. 


In having cultivated one's anxiety and depression through years of familial 
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dysfunction, school-inflicted dejection, self-imposed isolation and self harm his self- 
esteem is wholly flattened so that it doesn't take much for his sensibilities to be 
offended and his imagination in turn to launch him into a self-deprecating fantasies 
and wishes of being elsewhere. But all this is confined within and all that is expressed 
to his peers is ostensible apathy and absentmindedness-otherwise called 'being a 
pussy’, because everyone 'gets anxiety’ and 'gets sad’, after all... one would do well to 


simply 'get over it', yes? 


819 


6/1/19 - Chapter 7 


Intellectual property 


A friend once asked me with some ardour what I 'thought about' intellectual property. 
I believe it to be purely selfish. In its defence people will often say something 
amounting to: 'what non-monetary motivation is there for the desire to use resources 


and create?'. 


There is a valid point here about our culture's reliance on finance; the unfeasibility of 
pure creativity where men only think of financial incomes and outcomes. After all, 
where would scientific research be without this system? However, this is too simple- 
minded approach. It is taken for granted that money is the cornerstone of creativity 
and even life itself because we were raised to think so; we were conditioned with 
materialistic values; this is the effect imposed on its youth by our culture of self- 


serving greed and excess disguised as 'success'. 


So it may be that we are all unwittingly confined to this state of unthinking 
complacency, insidiously instilled from lost days. This isn't so far-fetched when one 
looks around oneself. Oscar Wilde rightly said: "Imitation is the sincerest form of 
flattery", speaking of the attitude of men of mediocrity towards those of greatness. So 
maybe even the 'best' of us are complacent and unthinking; perhaps vanity trumps all. 
And what of everyone else: doomed to ill-founded mimicry? It is all a poorly- 
executed stage show, narcissists taking the central roles. In this light all is explained: 
our attitude to money and its inexplicable connection to creative pursuits-or rather 


anything done with pure intent, uncorrupted by bureaucratic and financial motives. 


Furthermore can 'property' really be reconciled as such? Are we all not just borrowing 
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(holding on to) anything we claim to be ours? And what of artistic appropriation, of 
conveying techniques and ideas which can be used and built upon to the advantage of 
us all? These are childish justifications of greed. It is tantamount to saying ‘it's mine!; 
primal desire disguised as intellect and the self-entitled bitter jealousy and that 


follows. 


I deduce that all claims to property, not only 'intellectual property’, boil down to base 
greed resulting from us simply not knowing any better due to how we were trained to 
think in our upbringing and being conditioned to an obstinate unthinking nature 
where mimicry is seen as intellect. How vain it is to claim everything that is not 


human. 


What then, you may say, of literary pursuits and other endeavours that don't draw 
from many resources? And are time and interest not resources? Did Dostoyevsky not 
deserve any reward for his efforts, having studied and written all he did for the sake 
of us all, as his duty to mankind? Well, I'd wager he did all that for the sake of art 
itself-but this is beside the point. Again I say this would not be an issue in the absence 
of money as a primary motive for all that we do. For example, in this way of thinking 
time is money and why do anything if not for money? This dispenses of the purpose 
of art itself as an undertaking that brings joy in its creation and output and replaces 
this pure motive with a rotten core of greed. In the end, what is the point? This is self- 


defeating. 


It's not that I don't want to speak, but if I did I'd suffer in some form-the apprehension 
isn't all; I'd be shut down with silent, surprised looks. At the very least I'd be 
dismissed or made to feel inadequate, probably not by others' malice, but by the 


precedent set by myself: expect nothing from me, much less the manner and content 
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of my speech. So that when I feel normal (on benzos/piss drunk) my talking would 
come as a surprise, as well as off-tone and unfitting to the situation. If my writing is a 
reflection of my thoughts then how much more jumbled and verbose is my speech, 


still considering my inferior hearing. This is borderline incoherent and I'm trying. 
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11/01/19 - Chapter 8 


(random notes) 


Iron chef 

And... 

Red dwarf s10 

Aboriginal music 
Hitchhikers guide original 
Human traffic 


Amusing ourselves to death 


Spanish 
Geography 
Ancient history 


Music-what instrument 


Get gp note - hearing 

Ring Cuntstable fuckhead 

-fact sheet; legal aid; date; scripts 
Recharge ph 

Buy ph jb 

Op shops-shoes, clothes 
Gumtree-boards 


Art shop-charcoal, paint thingys 


Drug nerds drugcirclejerk meme 
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Write: trapped in a stat where one can't physically interact with people but can 


express emotions through facial gestures. 


In a chair asking for ket. Like Lucy ket trip at Luke's-only seeing intense visuals but 
blind. Read DF W-infinite jest for ideas-excess pleasure. Someone with anxiety not 
having the pressure of interacting but completely confined to his mind and open eye 


visuals 
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14/1/19 - Chapter 9 


(some prose and a poem) 


Sometimes I fantasise about just laying there, ostensibly unconscious while people 
talk near me-not at or about me, but as if I didn't exist. In this way I'd feel included. 
Think going under anaesthetic and being 'unconscious' but still being able to hear the 
doctors' banter. That kind of thing. I actually did this at a party once. I had too much 
LSD and MDMA and was feeling quite alone and ostracised-my only friend there 
was constantly occupied and I felt I couldn't speak freely, as he sat on his bed with his 
clique and I sat on the floor with the other loser kid collapsing into myself and not 
speaking at all. I remember being asked "say what's on your mind" by one of the girls 
but as innocent as it sounded all I felt at the time was repugnance, that I didn't belong. 
So I said nothing. Then we were outside sitting on the grass. I laid down and 
(creepily) listened attentively to the conversation, although it would have seemed I 
was unconscious. I was though, in every other way-reluctant to talk, frozen, showing 
no expression whatsoever, not emotionally invested and nothing was expected of me. 
This felt great and there were times in the conversation where I wanted to say 
something-even very much so-but of course I didn't (that would have been met with 
shock and I preferred to retain my position.) Anyway since then I've wanted to be in 
that position again despite how uncomfortable being there was at the time. Knowing 
nothing was expected of me yet I still got to participate gave me a sense of power I 
never felt before; I didn't lack courage because there was nothing to be courageous 


about; no need to control my thoughts and emotions; just peaceful ‘companionship’. 


Duke Ellington - Solitude 
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It's difficult to find a place to belong. I just came back from my dad's parents' house 
(after being dismissed (again) for reasons better left unsaid. I had a good streak going 
of not taking benzos and opioids (just weed and some beer/wine with my dad and 
brother). I'd also been reading quite a lot for lack of excitement. Also the food cooked 
by my grandma is of an otherworldly quality and my doggo lives there. Not to 


mention the constant companionship. So that was good. 


Anyway I'm back at my mum's now. Here I feel stifled and usually can't read/do art 
as a result of the perpetual enmity surrounding. I sincerely feel like I'm not welcome. 
No, I know; it's like she's just enduring my presence at this point-some weird victim 
complex bullshit and unresolved neuroses involving my dad and her family). I get 
home to her judgemental stare betraying some guilt and her boyfriend passed out on 
the couch. My mum and I pretty much resent each other so I tend toleave to skate 
later in the day lest I submerge into loneliness on my computer and go to sleep drunk 
and upset. If I can't make it to the city I'll go to a spot near to my mum's house such 


as the club's car-park rooftop. 


Being here on this rooftop sober isn't really an option at this point. Otherwise I know 
from experience it simply won't be enough (Aren't I 
insatiable/ungrateful/unappreciative?)- and I'll plunge into depression (sad and 
pathetic, right?) Not to mention I have no friends here. Not ones that skate or want to 
hang out anyway. They're all in the city (acquaintances more like it, but fun ones to 


have and good to have that option for when I don't want to be alone). 


So now I'm sitting on this rooftop in blissful solitude: I had a small dose of xanax and 
tramadol and I brought myself a beer and a joint. I feel pretty good. It feels good to 
write, even if this is uninteresting garbage dribble. I'll practice my kickflips and have 


a street run or 2 before the sun goes down - then I'll go home feeling much better, 
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watch YouTube, maybe play a game and go to sleep. 

Talk about an anticlimactic ending. Anyway I'm feeling good and I just want to to say 
to anyone reading: you can too. I hope I'm not just writing this in vain. Even if you 
have no one, find your place, do what you need to do. My methods may be frowned 


upon but I am happy when I'd otherwise be sad. Right now that's what I need. 


Stifled in an unwelcoming cell 
At home I am surrounded by enmity 
This place is akin to hell 


Iam seen as the enemy 


So I go out and about 
Looking for excitement and fun 
Only there's something missing 


I feel as though I'm on the run 


What is this all about 
Always in a rush 
No time for what matters 


But keep it on the hush 


The winds are brooding into tumult 
Soon they will change their course 
Nothing really matters 


For the better or the worse 
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15/1/19 - Chapter 10 
Skate hype 


Tomorrow - 


Be careful of fucking loose nut 

X Ollies and kickflips 
Nollies, nose mannys, Ollie into mn 
X FS/BS 50/50 on ramp-work onBS 
XWallrides WORK on backside n up 
X Grinds try backside 

X Ollie into grind "" 

Boardslide 180 rail-don't be a pussy 
Boardslide revert rail 

Bonus: 50/50 rail 

Kickflip curb 

X Shuvit off curb 

(bs180 maybe) 

20/1/19 - Chapter 11 


I will call this piece: What in the frack, what in the fricking frick. 


Shoes dismantled, insidiously, 
But apparent nonetheless 
Caging my sock-encompassed feet 
Holes in my shoes complement 
My sweat-drenched figure 


And wearied condition of soul 
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Music nourishes a spirit obliterated 
In a moment wrought a heart whole 
Despite the deep blue of isolation 
The mundanity of loneliness 
There is a constant murmur 
Of anxiety, of negative thoughts 
Weighing one down psychologically 
At every conceivable opportunity 
Allow one relief; yet all this 
Was wrought not in vain! 

But to cultivate one's ability 


All to one's own benefit, so I think 
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21/1/19 - Chapter 12 


There once was aman named John 
He had a bong and spoke in song 


Now I never see him 


Yet I do recall 
He thought me a bore 


He liked to dress as a woman 


This bothered me somewhat 
I may be a twat 


But I did respect his music 
‘Creativity is key' he said 


I was feeling somewhat dead 


That's the end of the story 
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22/1/19 - Chapter 13 


Not part of your cliques 
Well, you're a bunch of dicks 


Your vanity is your own undoing 
You intimidate me not 


Without you I'll smoke my pot 
And enjoy myself all the same 
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26/1/19 - Chapter 14 


(random notes from random city dude probably) 
Hi babe by the ozzies 


Born black by Chrissy zebby 
Black company 
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1/2/19 - Chapter 15 


Iam a prisoner in my own skin 
Unwillingly frozen in place 
Engaged in mindless trivialities 
Insatiably joyless, eternally anxious 
Constantly seeking escape 
And see chained to my ankles 
Shackles of instant gratification 
My own mind forever dulled 
By a vicious lack of motivation 
Take my air of superiority 
With it pummel my head inwards 
For all the laughs and smiles 
There is only loneliness and despair 
A fabricated suffering 
Yet one which became real 
All too real, horrifyingly so 
It comes and goes like a tidal rip 
Dragging me out as I flounder 
The waves drain my energy 
But I've learned not to resist 
Far from the shoreline, I submit 
The fire within me flickers weakly 
As gentle breeze thwarts a candle 
The current has subsided now 


But I know not which way to swim... . 
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6/2/19 - Chapter 16 


Poem 


Waking from dreamless slumber 
I fret once more 
I recall from childhood tireless interest in anything trivial. 
Endless curiosity and sense of wonder intact. 
Spans of time at my disposal, a warmth in all. 

I looked forward to the future and thought nothing else of it. 
Knowing nothing, yet I lived for the moment. 
Looking back, I was invincible. 

Now, realising my follies, I understand. 

Those very same follies are what made me happy. 
Here is strength in innocence. 

I knew how to swim. 

And now I've forgotten. 

It is too draining now, so I submit myself to the tides. 
Listlessly keeping afloat, I hope to be carried in some direction. 
Or another. 


Caring not what may lie here or there. 


Blithe 
And strife 
Impale me with a knife 


Then I'll have an excuse 
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A recluse 
In want of a noose 
Nothing else to say 
I knew I'd have to pay 
But isn't it a nice day? 
Yet on this glass there is dirt 
And I'm feeling hurt 
My shirt... 
Is on backwards 


Town hall > Strathfield > Homebush 
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8/2/19 - Chapter 17 


Poem 


It hurts 
To say 
How did I ever end up this way! 
Could time be 
Long lost 
Late 
Leave me be 
I won't ever see 
Never free 
Tormented by anguish 
Mull it over once more 


Moss-covered paws 
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10/2/19 - Chapter 18 


Prose 


I can write anything I want here. 


Literally anything. 


Fuck. 


Is it not perverse that I fantasise about looking in on the conversation between those 
closest to me after my death? Do I wish for my death to come soon? Are all these 
strange behaviours of mine truly a manifestation of my unease or am I merely 


searching for ways to receive special attention? 

The wan young man's mind was adrift once more. Into his eyes a flicker of life 
returned and he instantly recognised his surroundings. He sat in the centre of a dusty 
office facing a neatly dressed woman with a serious, probing face. The muffled sound 


of cars passing by outside came back into focus. 


"Michael? Are you still with me?' asked the psychologist with a concerned look on her 


face. 


Something resembling a soft grunt escaped Michael's lips, as if he had been suddenly 
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woke from a dream. 


'Good. I thought I'd lost you there. I asked about your life at home. Are you living 


with your parents?’ 


Michael sighed deeply, slowly exhaling a lungful of air. 'They are divorced." he 


answered mechanically. 'I live with my mother.' 


"Very well, and how is your relationship with your father?' she drawled on. 


'I don't speak to him. He is a loathsome narcissist.' he stated sharply, slightly 


squinting his eyes. 


She noticed this disdain and quickly continued. 'And your mother?" 


"We don't get along too well but we are forced to endure each other. She is an 


insufferable nag.' he responded indifferently. 


"Do you have a job, Michael?' asked the therapist in an innocent tone, trying not to 


seem prejudiced. 


A caustic smile crept across his face. 'Funny. That is what she asks me every day out 


of spite. No, I don't. I have been rather occupied.' he added with a sardonic grin. 


"With what?' said she, curiosity shining through. 


"Taking drugs, listening to music and playing video games. Skateboarding too. 


Sometimes I'll read and paint.' he shot back coaxingly. 
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The psychologist wisely ignored this self-deprecating attempt at humour. 'And why 
do you spend your time in this fashion? Do you not wish to be independent?' she 


retorted. 


The young man frowned. 'I don't know. Beats lying in bed.' He paused, looked down 


and then quickly added: 'I don't think I'm really cut out for work.' 


The magnanimous woman frowned too. She felt pity but succeeded in not showing it. 


"What makes you think so?' she asked with some surprise. 


The sullen man suddenly flared up. 'Like you hadn't noticed!’ he scoffed. 'something 
or another to do with my acne-ridden face, retarded-sounding voice, severe hearing 
impairment, perhaps my relentless social anxiety and depression and my complete 


lack of confidence thereof!’ His face flashed crimson. 


'I didn't mean to alarm you.' she apologised, eyes wide but calm and warm, 'so I see." 
She paused in thoughtfulness, creating suspense. 'Well, your session's just about over. 
Better get out of my office now, spastic. I got other patients, you know. You really 


think you're the centre of the world don't you!' she reprimanded him bitterly. 


The young man was horror-struck. He sat up, rose from his seat and made his way 
out. 'Fuck you, bitch!' he yelled back to her as he slammed the creaky office door 
behind him. 
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11/2/19 - Chapter 19 


Day 3 of not taking benzos 


In bed at midday curled into a ball. Am I allowed to be this depressed? I ask myself. 
Hell yeh! You're allowed to be depressed, just not take drugs. 


I'd prefer, if someone were to suddenly walk in, to be seen reading (doing something 
productive) and laying on my side facing the wall (so as to not seem threatening). Is 


this fear of punishment? 


In the background I here my mother neurotically calling the name of her cat over and 


over again. Where is she??? 


She's sincerely concerned. Once again. Like every other day. Despite that the cat is 


indubitably in the vicinity. Jesus Christ. 
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12/2/19 - Chapter 20 


The Middle Aged woman insistently yells aloud the name of her cat 
Neurosis in full swing 
Calling from the dead 


that daughter she never had 


Once a Mother 
First and foremost 
Now what is she? 
But a howling and rambling witch 


Do you see? 


Lost to time, lost to love 
She who was once Mother 


desperately calls to above 


Woke from a blackened sleep 
of sordid dreams. A mangled heap. 
Now a stranger to love, 
Once who was mother 


desperately calls to above 


Cursing those offspring she did manage to give life 
Only to incite needless strife 


She is surely in the right? 
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Yet once who was mother 


In lonely misery hones her spite 


Violently washing the dishes 
Cursing under her breath 
Another row may bring death 
Inside but a poor helpless girl 
Once who was Mother struggles to expel 
Laying down now, eyes tracking the flight of a dove 


Mother floats calmly above 


Head in the clouds 
Mind in outer space 
Leaving my body behind 
Gaping in dullness 
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13/2/19 - Chapter 21 


Apparently I'm a lesbian now 

In my dreams at least 

We spent so much time together 

Playing with motorbikes and skateboards 

And running from groups 

They looked for us and found us 

But soon we were together again 

Despite their forbidding it 

And I loved her, her me 

I woke up happy, a cold draught sweeping over my face 
The clouds in the sky were ominous and foreboding 
But I knew I'd lost her once more 

And how long till we meet again 

In sadness now I plan my escape 


What path I will make, What drug I will take. All for her sake 


Today the sky is red 
There are no birds singing 


Everything seems dead 


Today the sky is red 
I should have stayed in bed 
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The only reason there's a retirement age is that it would frankly be irritating to 


employers to have decrepit degenerate old people as employees. 


The baby you ceremoniously parade about with is but a prop to your vanity. 


My best chance to escape a criminal record was to enrol in rehab. The people I told 
were sincerely surprised and more or less said 'good on you'. However I detected 
some doubt in their eyes. They clearly didn't think I can do it. Or maybe they thought 
I could since they've never been addicted and think 'how hard could it be to just not 
take anything'. In either case that was all the support I was given. I'm too obstinate to 
actively seek out (and pay for) mental health support (or new friends) so I'll take what 
I can get. And let me tell you, I've gotten nothing. But if I stumble, if I fail, brace for 
the heartless sarcasms. Some friends, some family. So it goes. So here I am, having 
bought a bottle of robitussin for the first time in years. It won't show up in urinalysis. 
But I'll have broken my streak of sobriety too. However, is this such a bad thing? 
Since I've been sober I've been depressed as ever, and maybe it's true that one must 


get worse before one gets better, but this is painful... and I don't want to be in pain. 
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14/2/19 - Chapter 22 


(it appears at this point in the first half of the day I was sad at my own inadequacies. I 


then launched into a monologue and made jokes in poor taste) 


Edit: OK, OK, I get it, I used provocative sarcasm. Get over it or close the page. 


You're an adult, no? 


Contrary to what I thought, I am dumb. Incredibly dumb. I can hardly articulate 
myself - in text and in person. I set ambitious goals for myself yesterday (to socialise 
more and work hard to better myself) but today this seems like a pipe dream. What 


seemed so clear yesterday, today seems so elusive and far off. 


Even last night, I asked a friend and my brother to hang out, and of course the 
outcome was the same as usual. I had nothing contribute to the conversation. I heard 
very little and as a result rescinded into myself. I saw them both asking themselves 
internally, 'This guy is pathetic and lame. I am so incredibly bored. Why did I come 
here?' My mind became foggy. 'Have I already failed?' I asked myself. I was faced 
with the harsh reality of my situation and all my hope was destroyed in an instant. 


The flicker left my eyes and my soul began to ache once more. 


This instant was a reflection of what's to come: loneliness and despair. Fearing 
inevitably awkward situations, I will avoid social interactions wherever possible and 
shelter myself. Perhaps I'm overreacting! Well it certainly seems like it. Only I am 
certain of what I say. If this makes me insane, so be it. I can even respect 


manifestations of insanity; at least these people were true to themselves. 


Sometimes, however briefly, all of this goes away and seems ridiculous! Pfft, 
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depression. Pfft, anxiety. But alas the most trivial of triggers can again set off the dark 


spiral of thoughts. 


I feel hopeless and stupid. I feel inadequate and spent. I feel like nothing I create will 
ever be worthwhile or comforting. I see myself ageing and the conditions of my life 
diminishing. I don't want to think this way anymore, but it will keep up. I am 
exhausted and overwhelmed. I have no motivation or energy. My memory is fading 
and so is my creativity and capacity to create. My mind is growing weary and dull. 
This is agony and I fear I will never escape. Perhaps it is time to try something 


drastic. 


Reddit — 


All I see here is self-righteousness and judgement. OP is right. It really is none of 
your business. Also FUCK corporations. Anyone indulging in this is a straight up 


wanker and I'll tell you why: 


What are you going to do in this situation anyway? This is what. 


1. Gape like a vapid pussy and exchange hushed words of moral condemnation and 
pity. (How could they?? I'M much better than that!)-btw this is most of you hive mind 
sheep who would sooner walk off a cliff with the other lemmings than originate a 


single thought. 


2. Run to security like the little bitch you are and dob on the shoplifter. As you do this 


you see yourself as some kind of seraphic crusader reigning down from heaven with 
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angelic light shining out of your asshole. 


Any pity you might feel is completely offset by the fact that you're a cunt and you 
actually feel justified in ruining someone's life for the fact that you thought what they 
were doing was wrong (and that's it-that's how far your train of thought goes because 


you're so retarded). 


You are dead-set just a faggot if you dob people in for trivial things not hurting 
anyone simply because you perceive it as wrongdoing. And when I say faggot I don't 


mean gay people - I mean you. 


Edit: expected to get down voted into oblivion by all the triggered sanctimonious 


cunts but got silver? OK then? 


“Dear sir, I would like to formally state here for proprietary's sake that I in fact have 
and will continue to drink my own urine after orally consuming Lyrica (otherwise 
known as Pregabalin). This ostensibly vulgar and seemingly flippant course of action 
is justified in that 98% of the drug pregabalin is renally excreted UNCHANGED; my 
friend and I call them 'wobbles' and make a deliberate point of drinking our own piss 
2-3 times following the ingestion of the aforementioned drug. In doing so we find 
ourselves wobbling out hard and invariably stumbling about the vicinity in vain, 
subjugated by hazy stupor. Please consider taking my word that it is in fact well 
worth the endeavour in this case to chug your own liquid excrement for the sake of 
getting high as a soaring predatory bird in the great windy sky and that it only tastes 
like warm saline with a hint of urea. Block your nose if you must and bottom's up. 
Don't be a pussy, faggot. It's worth noting that the drug Lyrica is best taken with a 
psychedelic drug such as LSD, in which case you will inevitably trip ballz. Peace out, 


boi.” .... 
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19/2/19 - Chapter 23 


Poem 


Walking past expensive houses 
Dull atop sterile lawns 
To look up in envy, 


So as to fawn? 


No. Down in bitterness, 


To do is what one ought. 


Olive trees and stone bird baths 
Are not complemented 
By whitewashed walls, 
Retard-proofed trampolines 


And oft-cut grass 


All the same they live 
In comfort and luxury 


With all of their children 


There you go now 
Purposeful and brisk 
In your inestimable shroud 


There is no risk 
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Launching into a tirade yet again 
Never play the devil's advocate 
You'd have us all lean in and 


bow to your hems 


Your eyes behold the world 
Of that you have no doubt 
You suffered in your youth 


Embittered, you waltz about 


Hurting all you deign to see 
As if you'd never heard of empathy 
Yet you'd never hurt a bumblebee 


Deem me your enemy 
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21/2/19 - Chapter 24 


Prose and poetry 


It seems to me 
It really seems to be 


All these people are judging me 


"Aw, how cute" her face seems to say 
Yet a sexual advance she'd shoe away! 
And laugh in my face. "Ew!" 

Oh the disgrace. 


"How pathetic" remarks the smug man, "and weak!" 


Yet his mind is vacant and his face bleak. 


The benevolent woman tries to smooth your soul, 
Talks in warm tones of ages old. 
In her lap lies a little kitty, 


distracting your gaze from all the pity. 


The relaxed man attempts to give advice. 
Smiles and laughs as he warns you not to give in to your vice. 
"Just don't worry about it. It's all in your head!" 


Barring that Id really rather be dead. 


It seems to me, really seems to me 


Of all the birds in the trees 
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Of all the fish in the sea 


None I will see as none are for me 


For patience she can not be bothered 
When she talks to me and my brother 


She seems only to be mother to the other 


As if she's deigning to speak 
As if I'm unworthy and meek 


None of her speech is directed to me 


For no reason she aggressively yells 
I figure I'm more or less in hell 
And to me when she does speak 


She makes it clear I'm not doing very well 


Oh how she is easily offended 
Nothing can ever be mended 
Her neuroses may never be tended 


To 


Fat people convert their side waddles into lateral kinetic energy to assist movement 
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Alex LAhey 
Julia Jackson 
Smiths guitarist 


Played for modest mouse album 


Piercing anxiety 
Transfigured to calm 


By a single milligram 


Obsessed with it now 
The effect it produced, that anxiety 


clenched muscles, can't speak 
Though of nothing else then. 


Calm now, yet what to think of? 


Obliterate one's mind with drugs 
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21/2/19 - Chapter 25 


Collapsed, worn out 
Likened to a pout 
These walls are thin 


You taught me to doubt 


Tired. 3.36am. But I won't go to sleep 
Right now I'm of the mind 


That I won't waste my time 


What's mine is of the moths 
Is it me you'd accost? 
So far I'm ata loss 


And desperately floundering 


There's a saying of the lost 
Eat it and then floss 
Yet not one could ever mean 


So far as I seem 


I enjoy writing cryptic sentences 
My brother enjoys them. 
I resent my wares 


And here we go pretending to feel something 
If in your mouth there were froth 
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Even your eyes were to glitter 
I cover my face with a cloth 


And think of a cat's litter. 
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23/2/19 - Chapter 26 


I'm mad and lying in bed. In bed because I'm tired from doing nothing but play video 
games and mope all day. Mad because I was just about to escape reality by drinking 
the last half of my bottle of Robitussin but Lo behold! It's not where I put it. In the 
shoebox under my bed. The worst aspect of this is not that I can't get high now (and 
have to resort to benzos, beer and weed again), but that I don't even know whether I 
misplaced it or my mother or brother found it and threw it out. If they did there's not 
even any point to confronting them because they have plausible deniability. Also I'm 
meant to view the act of drinking cough syrup as they do-shameful. So big deal right? 
Well that was my $7.50 and I wanted to alter my reality today. If I misplaced it, so be 


it. But now I go to buy another out of spite! 
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24/2/19 - Chapter 27 


Poems 


Remaining silent, I finally speak as if into the abyss. My words are met with silence 
and confusion. They begin to wonder: who is this strange person and why only now 
has he decided to speak? Under the gravity of their searching glares, I immediately 
feel regret. Returning to silence, I sigh. Naturally they resume their smooth-flowing 
conversation. I understand clearly now I am not a part of it. I become wistful and 
attend to daydreaming. I wonder why I'm even here and whether they'd notice if I'm 
gone. Realising the insignificance of my presence, I slip away. I lead myself astray, 


wherever that may be, to some unoccupied place to peacefully brood in solitude. 


Here comes Egg-run Joe 
His face is pitted and sallow 
On Joe's face is never a smile 


On the mile! He may even be here a while. 


Talk as naturally as you can 
You may ignore the imposing man 
Just pretend he's a rock 


You're allowed to mock and cover with a frock! 


He won't say much to interfere 


The use of his voice you'll seldom hear. 
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Here comes Egg-run Joe 


So so. Now you know. 


When I talk they mock my voice 


Perhaps they know I have no choice 
In silence I struggle to try 
In truth I'd really rather die 


In this I have no respite 
Not while my brother is alive 
To him my fate is inextricably tied 


In this cruel half grave I continue to lie 


By the time you came, it was too late 
I became embittered and filled with hate 
For all the cosmos but mainly myself 


Just look into my eyes-you may well tell 


My eyes are as dead as could be, soulless and empty. 
Vacant as prisms. What do I fancy? 
They flash and recede-like lonely marauders 


My brother thinks I have autism spectrum disorder 


857 


25/2/19 - Chapter 28 


Poems and the recount of a dream 


They tell me what to do 
Tell me what to wear 
Sometimes 
It doesn't go 
According to plan 
And on such an event 
I receive grotesque 
Stares 
From the boring faces 


Of petty squares 


I suffer their following me 
In sidelong glances 
Tracking and prodding 
Characterising me 
As if I were a disfigured pear 
Of all the sleepless dreams 


This is surely a nightmare 


You mix your cold beer with my warm 
I never liked this approach 
I thought it rather out of turn 


But you did it anyway 
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You mixed cold beer with warm 


I prefer to appreciate the full freshness of the cold 
And then to quickly down the warm 
But you paid no heed to what I'd learned 


You mixed cold beer with warm. 


Dream: go to a dive school (Abyss) with my bro, only I wanted to snorkel. But they 
offered diving classes. Somehow I wound up on a series of adventures involving 


diving. 


Cut forward. I have some kind of map I'm keeping secret. With my dad and bro on a 
foreign island. See people drunk and thought I saw Eric with a beer. Tapped his 
shoulder, he looks at me with no recognition in his eyes and walks away. Enter bar 
and my dad somehow makes a scene. Feel embarrassed and have to leave. Skip 
forward. Climbing up a tower for some reason. Figure follows up the ladder close 
behind somewhat erratically. I'm in front. My dad, behind me, kicks the figure twice 


in the head until they fall. 


Back on the ground. My dad has a huge arguement with whom turns out to be an 
innocuous woman (and her daughter) who just lives next door to the tower. I pick the 
time to leave but of course he stays and dishonours us more-leads to some kind of 


legal action. Of course. 


I'm still keeping this map a secret. Trying to get on a charter ship or something but 
keep my motive hidden. Need to know if treasure really at the coordinates I have. 


Need a diver to check. 


859 


1/3/19 - Chapter 29 
A poem 


They're all playing 
such a strange game 
Darting back and forth 
All suspicious like 
Everything is a crime 
in progress 
Bald head 
Sunglasses 


A stern tone, business-like 


He's on a mission 

Hawk eyes honing in 

The noble old bloke 

That elder kin 
Makes it very clear 
I'm not like him 
Everyone's all fidgety 
Like they're getting ready for something 


The path is laid 
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open wide for me 
Come they say 
Beholding me 
In all their false welcome 


There is bickering, spite 


A readiness to apprehend 
If need be 
That deemed a threat 


That whom is me 


Although in my mind 
Everything is wholly falsified 
I still feel respite 
In spite of my plight 


That may it be, 
That wholly falsified 
What if I lied? 
What if I lied. 
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With all my might 
I plead this respite 
For what am I 


Even I cannot die 


With all of my might 
I'll bare my plight 
And in its turn 
I'll be 
a beacon 


Of shining light 
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2/3/19 - Chapter 30 


What's the need 
For all this panic 
I'm here like a snake 


In what do I partake 


I have none of grace 
I feel out of place 
Perpetually disgraced 


Forever misplaced 


I'm in a rat race 


None realise the disgrace 


Always on alert 
For the imminent threat 
Which is but 


a disgruntled man 


What the fuck 
I'm actually insane 
It's all in my head 


It's all become mundane 


Fiercely pumps my heart 


The provider of my health 
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How long for 


What appropriate metaphor 


This is a quiet carriage 
The next stop is Towarodgi 
Fuck my life 
[fit at all belonged to me 


I just want to skate 
Sick with this hate 
Disgraced and forbade 


How long with this hate. 
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3/3/19 - Chapter 31 


They scatter as rats 
Ignominiously crawl back to their hole 
But they hunch up their shoulders 
They're ready for a fight 
But feel the unspoken distrust 


The echoing enmity 
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4/3/19 - Chapter 32 


All I can do is wish. 


I wish it were possible to sink even lower into this bed, through the floor and into 


Earth's crust. 


I wish my senses were more than partially disturbed, so that no stimuli could torture 


me. 


I wish my brother weren't here today so I could suffer in peace and knock myself 


senseless with drugs. 


I wish my absence wouldn't have such a profound effect on the people around me, so 


then I could leave this horrible place in a benign fashion. 


All I can do is wish. There's nothing else I can do. 


866 


7/3/19 - Chapter 33 


Poems 


If only I could sleep again 
In my dream I had a use 
Selflessly lending my strength 
Awake I am just obtuse 


Obstinate and sensitive 


All the time I feel their watching me 
My shoulders tense up at the first sign of enmity- 
that unspoken bond 


The stare of confusion mixed with resentment 


For the past year or so I've been ambitious in skating, desire to progress. Now it's like 


any of my other skills-stagnant 


Why am I always so serious? 


conditioned in such a crude way 


You look at me like I'm mysterious 
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brooding and plotting, perhaps 


Really I just long to be delirious 


and beside myself. if I may 


Maybe I'll laugh for no reason 


without it being high treason 


And all the things I'll say! I'll say. 


Without being afraid. 


But this is all just fantasy 


Look into my eyes-you will see. 


If there was ever delusion, 


it must have been an illusion. 
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I'm not OK 


It really doesn't 


matter 


what you say 


I'll just find 


some strange way 


To push you away 
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Chapter 34 - 9/3/19 


Each and every day 


Is exactly the same 


The ones in which I'm stunned 


Lead up to those in which I'm maimed 


In my dream, I was on a boat 


And I couldn't leave 


At first I panicked 


As I was trawled out to sea 


But I was kept by surprise 


And eventually felt relieved 


No longer were 


the days all the same 


They blossomed fuller 
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Ino longer felt maimed 


I was free and I knew it well 


On that land 


I left all my perils 


Looking at a group of friends 


From the outside looking in 


I'm not one of them - I'm cynical 


I see it all with malice 


All the possible undertones 


The pretence, the disguised insecurities, the selfishness 


I'm completely self-centred too - it takes one to know one 
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It's safe to say now you shouldn't have had children 
But it's too late now. Hindsight is 20/20. 
This can't be undone. 
So here am I: a walking abortion 
But I'm expected to act normally and not seek intoxication at every step and stumble. 


That's fucked. 


I never got support. Nobody ever tried to support me. The closest thing I got to this 
was sporadic and fleeting matriarchal love in my childhood. But this was always 
quickly overshadowed by physical and verbal abuse usually by my (I hesitate to say) 
dad. 


To my Aunty: remember that time you found me hiding in the backyard, drunk out of 
my mind, crying and cutting myself? I wouldn't be surprised if you'd forgotten; you 


never mentioned it once. Nor did you ever ask me if I was OK. 
You greeted me now with a false smile on your face. You didn't let slip another word. 
You know I've finished uni and I don't have a job so there's nothing really else to say, 


is there? But you're very good at upholding the pretense of intimacy. We're family, 
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after all. 


And my uncle: remember when my mum found out I was planning to take 
mushrooms? We had a tedious chat wherein you tried to edify me and set me straight. 
You were only doing a favour for my mum so | don't blame you for not wanting to be 
there or not knowing what to say. I told you how uncomfortable I was with my life 


and you dodged. 


And just now you didn't fake a smile-and I appreciate that-but in your facial 


expressions I saw fear. We fear that which we don't understand. 


But at least you did what you could. You made some kind of sincere attempt at 
conversation and I respect that. For my Aunty I have nothing but resentment-for all 
her cowardice insultingly disguised as ignorance. What we don't see can't hurt us. 
And yet she acts as if she's fair and even magnanimous-offering me petty jobs in her 
yard for an hour at a time once every few months. She thinks $50 for an hour's work 
is generous too but really it's nothing to her and she's only doing it out of pity and 


some false sense of closeness implied by our being family. 


Now I'm an adult. A strewn and broken one. I'm selfish because all I think about is 
myself. I'll be even more selfish if I commit suicide. All my failures are overlooked... 
no, worse than that - they're tacitly acknowledged (even with some level of malicious 
humour) but it's dismissed as 'well what can you do?' and magically nobody is held 
accountable for their negligence. My accomplishments are met with faded enthusiasm 


and 'Oh really?'s. 


All in all it's very clear that all some people care about is themselves and they have 


no problem being negligent, cruel and heartless so long as they can tell themselves 
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they aren't responsible. 


I know I don't matter. Really. The entire Earth is insignificant in the picture of the 
cosmos. It just hurts when others can't even pretend for your sake, but you're 


expected to validate them at every turn. 


Sadly I'm an adult now so I'm digging up old trash here. Maybe I'm looking for 
someone to blame for my despondency. All I know is some broken things can't be 
fixed - or if they can it's too expensive and you may as well get a whole new one. I'm 
sure one of these things. If anyone reads this you should know I (believe I) don't want 
sympathy (then why am I posting it publicly?) What I'm looking for is very unclear to 


me. 


The only certain thing I want is death and that is an unpredictable, spontaneous thing 
that may take a while. Also I'm only saying all this because of my mood. It's very 
insincere and misleading, I think. Once I take a drug, once I jump into the waves at 
the beach, once I start eating a nice meal-all of this misery will evaporate and another 


more comfortable mood will resume once more. And then the cycle will start again. 


There you go in your flashy car. A smug charlatan. You're superior to everyone else. 
You make that very clear. Your shiny exterior conceals your empty soul. You know 


you're vain but you're petty too. ... but I think I'm just jealous and needlessly spiteful. 
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My mother came home today in one of her fits. "Don't ever leave wet clothes in my 


car again" she snarled, without saying hello. 


She turned to my brother and in a lighter tone asked "How was the soup?" 


"It could do with some salt" he responded. 


Immediately at the thought of soup I realised I was hungry and I walked into the 
kitchen. 


Having marched into the kitchen, my mother noticed an unfinished pot of beans on 


the stove. 


"Who heated this up?" she demanded. 


I ignored the question and said I wanted a bow] of soup. 


"Was this you!?" she added, flaring up. 


"Yes but I don't want any. I feel like soup." I replied, exasperated. 


"Eat this first! It will go to waste!" she was yelling now. 


I became agitated. "No! I'll have soup." 


My mother had already poured cold water into the soup and was now about to add 


salt. Meanwhile she let loose her abuse. 
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"No! Don't!-" I blurted out. "I want some" 


But it was too late. My mother defiantly added the salt. As she did so she hurled 
insults at me, mainly calling me an idiot, saying she'd been stressed all week and that 
I don't even care. In fiery rage she even let slip the reason for her being horrible, that 
I hadn't seen my grandma more than once since she'd gone to hospital after having a 


heart attack (don't even get me started on that.) 


Spiteful now, I resolved to make myself a plate of soup anyway. I took the ladle and 
began to stir the pot. But before I managed more than a couple of stirs my mother 


flared up in all her horridness. 


She had forbidden me from having her soup and insisted that I wait 20 minutes for it 


to be ready again. But I wasn't going to take this one lying down. 


Before I could cup a spoonful of soup, my mother grabbed my arm forcefully and 


wrestled the ladle from my hands. 


With all her might she blocked me from accessing the stove as she insulted me with 
every ad hominem attack she could think of. "You people make me sick! Why don't 


you just go live at dad's!" she screamed. 


I was fed up with her shit. I wasn't leaving the kitchen hungry. I grabbed the 
schnitzels I'd made yesterday from the fridge and slapped them into a frying pan I'd 
slammed onto the stove. Meanwhile I got the hot commentary: "are you stupid? He's 
actually dumb. Could have just heated it up in the microwave and not dirtied MY 


pan!" 
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I feverishly looked for rice - anything to go with it - but all I found were potatoes. I 
pulled out the sack of potatoes from the fridge but before I could open it, my mother 
began to wrestle with me once more. We both know what real violence is like thanks 
to my father and neither of us dared. So we pushed against each other. With my 
fingers I tore open the sack and potatoes fell to the floor. I let go of the sack. In her 
neurotic fury, teeth clenched, my red-faced mother started clutching potatoes and 
throwing them as hard as she could against my computer, which my brother was 
occupying. While this was happening, I watched horror-struck. I must admit, for the 
first time in my life I had a very real desire to actually hit her. But I held myself in 
check. I saw in slow motion my mother grasping and lunging, potatoes hurling 
through the air. All I could think about was what I could do in vengeance. I thought of 


her car. 


I approached my computer which was frozen. I stared in disbelief as my brother 
turned it off and back on. I was just about ready to do something reckless to her car. 
But my computer was fine. "Next time you do that to my computer, I swear to god I 


will put a hole through your car." 


She launched into another tirade about how useless I am, how horrible I am to her 


and that I should go live with my abusive father. 


Enduring this, I sighed. In my spite I wanted to make her feel my pain. "Why did you 
give birth to me you idiot? No wonder dad hit you." I said in a malicious tone. I 
walked away and entered my bedroom. I slammed the door behind me. I laid down in 
bed thinking of the person I had become in the last few moments, of course blaming 
the horribleness of my mother and of course my upbringing - but knowing deep down 


this didn't excuse my behaviour and I was still responsible for being terrible. 
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20 minutes passed and my mother opened the door to my room. "That's all you had to 
wait for. That's all." she said in her matter-of-fact edifying tone, alluding to the soup 


being finished. 


"Fuck off you dumb bitch! Go fuck yourself!" I yelled back at her. I was not giving 


her the satisfaction. 


As if she anticipated this response, my mother slowly withdrew, keeping her hateful 
eyes fixed upon me as she did so and slowly nodding her head. Ends justify means, I 


suppose. 


She came back in 5 minutes later pretending like everything was fine. "What's this? 
I've got them all over my body." she asked in a much milder tone, pointing to sores 


on her arm. 


I was in no mood. "Fuck you," I yelled, "I hope it's AIDS and you die. FUCK OFF!" 
"You're an animal. You're actually a disgusting animal." she stated as she left, 


slamming my door. 


That's it. Now I'm lying in my bed waiting for her to leave. I guess I look like the 
asshole here. Well I don't really care. You can pretend but nobody knows this anger, 
nor how much of a bitch my mum is. Kurt Vonnegut explains in his books how 


family is a meaningless and artificial construct. So it goes. 


I really don't know what to do. I need to get out of here and away from her. I honestly 


wish I had the courage to kill myself. 
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If I was born in some tribe 


Maybe I wouldn't want so much to die 


Just like you scurried away 


When you heard I was in pain 


How do you think I feel? 


I'll tell you - very much so deranged 


Unapproachable, suicidal 


TI really just want to grasp a blade 


And cut my skin clean off 


Where there's a will there's a way 


There's one thing I'd have Him do for me 


Sir, I would very much like to be unmade. 
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I can think of a thousand reasons why I can't meet your gaze but not a single reason 
why I should. I'm broken, think of me as you would. Alone and ashamed I'll bare all 


this pain. Stowed away like an misfitted window frame. 


Trapped in a closet 


As much a prisoner as my mother's cat 


Everywhere I turn, faced by windows and doors 


There are people there. 


They're watching. They're watching. 


And judging. 


You're nothing. Worthless. 


Run. Hide. Retreat into your computer. 


Can't go outside. Can't skate. Can't escape: not without Xanax. 
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13/3/19 - Chapter 35 


Bred dogs for our own amusement 


Our caged companions 


Fundamentally unable to revolt 


Soullessly bound to our hip 


We laugh innocently, 


Drawing in a train carriage. Officer walks in and spots me with me feet up on the 


opposite seat. "Take your feet off the seat." 


I look up visibly startled. He looks very smug as he chews gum. On a power trip 


today once again, I presume. I quickly remove my feet from the seat. 


"How are you doing?" He asks curiously, still peering down from the stairs as if 


speaking through the bars of a jail cell to a mental patient. 


I quickly discern the intent of his question as to determine whether I'm drunk, high or 
otherwise vulnerable (and therefore prone to his power plays through which he 
constantly gains satisfaction. The glimmer in his eye reminds me of an old friend I no 


longer respect and made me think that friend would make a good policeman (I mean 
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that in a derogatory way, of course i.e. a thoughtless power hungry bully). 


"Yeh pretty good, how about you?" I respond, amiably, portraying myself as a 'good 


! 


boy'. 


As the very important man listens to my response a subtle fire dies in his eyes. 
Momentarily he stops chewing so his senses are all the keener. Wouldn't want to just 


let go a filthy drug addict degenerate back onto the street, right? 
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14/3/19 - Chapter 36 


With my back to the sun 
I'll never find anyone 
On my face are sunglasses 
And I skipped all my classes 
Blasting depressing tunes 
Here on this beach I'm marooned 
How's that for a genre 
I didn't have to wonder 
When things get whack 
I may even have a panic attack 
I'm old enough now 
To recognise a frown 
What even is the point of it all 


When the clouds above are as black as my pores 


On a train, sitting on the steps 


It's raining outside 


A calm mood surrounds me 


Suddenly I feel an aggressive series of light taps on my shoulder 
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I immediately get up and let through the perpetrator 


I sit back down as the train approaches the next station, gradually reducing its speed. 


But it's still a while off. 


Slightly irritated at the passive aggressive nature of this encounter, on part of the 


perpetrator whom disturbed my tranquil mood, I look up curiously. 


This is a ghost of a woman: shriveled and worn from an eternity of pettiness. 


I immediately discern the poorly concealed irritation in her countenance and using 
this information surmised what kind of person she may be: entitled and embittered. 


She looked on, not daring to return my curious gaze out of cowardice. 


The train stopped, doors swung open and the petty old woman exited to carry on her 


day, ostensibly full of trivialities. 


A sterile waiting room 
Whitewashed walls 
The deep blue of the carpet 
Concealing its many stains 
Blood? Water? Ink? 


A place where souls are dead 
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But pretend to be alive 
As if they know the correct way 
As if they weren't completely astray 
Only they hadn't found a solution 
Out of the corner of your eye - one of the soulless drifts in 
Before you can turn your head 
They avert their gaze 
To avoid exciting you, stirring your emotions. 
You are one they suppose to be lost. 
Forever in need of help, but never receiving it. 
Without worth. 
Everything must be tidy. Emotionless. Bureaucratic. 


The stench of hypocrisy 
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20/3/19 - Chapter 37 


Censorship and governmental control through the media in light of recent events 


It's on the news constantly. I'm convinced this is mainly to fear monger; to reinforce 
the significance of terrorism in the minds of the complacent majority, making sure we 
hyperfocus on these prescribed issues (terrorism, feminism, gay marriage ect.. 


anything on A Current Affair) and stay trusting and unquestioning of authority. 


The tragedy provides content to dying news channels that is otherwise bland (more or 
less every mainstream media news program is more or less a continuous 
advertisement intertwined with petty stories targeted at senile old people and the 
complacent majority to push certain agendas (such as described in Manufacturing 


Consent by Noam Chomsky.) 


This is incredibly manipulative and sickening, how a tragedy can be milked for cash- 
flow and sensational appeals to emotion. Yet it happens every time. And they ignore 


all the shit that is going on overseas (e.g. our military's involvements). 


Finally there is the issue of censorship. ISPs in Australia have been blocking sites left 
right and centre. For instance LiveLeak is down. So are many subreddits. They say 
it's in an effort to prevent the spread of the shooter's video. I've read explanations on 
Reddit criticising particular subreddits and validating their being censored. But no 
matter the validity of your particular moral opposition to these subreddits, is 
censorship all of a sudden justified? We pretend to be a democracy and free speech (if 


you want to even call it that) exists for a reason. 
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All I've succeeded in doing here is to piss people off and get downvoted. But I 
thought I'd at least give it a try. Even if you disapprove of contrarian groups that for 
example enjoy dark humour, perhaps you should attempt to not take offence so easily 
as to allow discourse. It seems childish and not conducive to a preferable outcome, to 
say the least. I for one strongly dislike being wholly controlled in what I can and can't 
do or say by the government and their propaganda machine (the media) and the 
influence of this system on our culture but most people refuse to even acknowledge 
this problem exists and see it as some kind of tin foil hat conspiracy theory-thanks to 
having been thoroughly conditioned by this very system. To me it's as obvious as the 


rising sun. 


Walking down the street 
You never know who you'll meet 
Some have a reason to smile 


Others just bare their teeth 


I am familiar now with the facial manifestation of disapproval — that smug grimace of 


disgust conveying condescension and superiority. 


I patiently waited for two old women to walk very slowly past the ledge upon which 
I'd been skating. They seemed to be engaged in a somewhat heated discussion. On 
their aged faces I noticed looks of concern. One to the other was pointing to the ledge 


and shaking her head, ostensibly expressing disapproval. She seemed to be bothered 
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by the condition of this insignificant object, which admittedly had been scratched to 
some degree. In the faces of these women there was aggressiveness. Suddenly the 
speaking woman looked up to catch the unwavering look in my brother's eye. Perhaps 
realising how petty, snarky, smug and condescending she'd been in our presence. In 
an apparent effort to cover up her shameful behaviour, the old woman immediately 
changed her tone slightly as she directed her speech directly to my brother. In this 
moment she may have thought she was coming across as pleasant and therefore 
redeeming herself in our eyes, but actually she seemed bitter as before. "Be careful," 
she warned, launching into her supposedly wise edification, her smug countenance 
displaying condescension, "what you're doing is dangerous! You might kill someone 
with that thing." In saying this the old woman had successfully projected her pedantic 
and self-centred concern. Hearing this, brother and I grinned in unison at the 
ridiculous nature of her claim. "I wouldn't hurt a fly!" pronounced my brother 
lightheartedly. I myself could barely contain my mocking laughter, even directly in 
their faces out of malice. As the old women finally cleared off, self-victimised with 
scarlet faces showing all their anger and frustration, I threw my board down and 


made way for the ledge. 


"You scared the daylights out of me!" She was driving and must have got scared 


because I seemingly went over the pedestrian crossing. 
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21/3/19 - Chapter 38 


Two files of monotonous drones shuffle past each other on the railway station stairs. 
Storm clouds are brewing above. As I stare ahead dully at the moving drones, a train 
atrives, partially obscuring my view. Here are even more drones-squished together 
and up against the glass like canned sardines. In their faces I see misery and defeat. In 
others I see ostensible advantage, but really just grotesquely disfigured misery defeat. 
In this I see the feeding off of perceived envy and jealousy; confidence fed by the 
copying of superficial appearance (hairdo, attire) from other drones deemed more 
successful. Successful is a word used by drones that describes the fit of an individual 
drone into the highly preferential and very much dystopic hierarchy collectively call 


society. 


Now I'm in the waiting room outside of the courtroom. It's raining outside. I can hear 
sirens wailing close by. A frail old lady nearing her demise lackadaisically walks 
around, distributing documents and advice. A short Asian man in an expensive suit 


with a fresh hairdo appears from behind one of the closed doors. In a shrill voice 
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22/3/19 - Chapter 39 
Poetry 


Wearing an expensive suit. 


At first I felt insecure. Like a baldy. A sellout. Like everyone else. 


Then I got over all that ever so slightly 


And became ever so smug, self-important 


The registrar 


All were seated in the pews 
and then a knock at the door 
The registrar entered 


One could admire her pearls 


The registrar was flabby 
Had lots of loose skin 
Here she was important 


Good for her next-of-kin 


We rose from theoo pews 


Just like you would in a church 
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The smirk of power crept upon the registrar's face 


She gave a little nod 


I prepared to kneel, for I didn't know the custom 
But then all were sitting down 
And I, looking up at the registrar 


Really just couldn't help but frown 


Here was one not humble 
Her hair was dyed a light brown 
Pale skin resembling diabetes 


Covered mostly by a loose-fitting black gown 


The Victorians were unskilled builders 
The shape of the court room was not acoustically sound 
But the registrar was nonetheless content 


The devil atop her fiery mound 


A bland and uncaring system 
Perpetually shuffling people around 
In fear of the jail cells, on probation 


Nobody dares to make a sound 


It's all well and good 
So long as Madame registrar keeps her job 
Be conventional, follow the rules 


Whatever you do, just try not to be odd 
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They're very busy 
Continuously separating the wheat from the chaff 
If you're not careful 
You'll be caught half-mast 
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23/3/19 - Chapter 40 
This is where it ends... thank God :) 


Here in this dystopia genuine feelings are more than sparse 
Make sure to be robotic, to always keep hold of your mask 
If the ocean threatens to drench you with spray 


Grab your oar and viciously fend the waves 


You dream of a white brick house 
Peacefully alone with your kids and your spouse 
Roses tangle the columns in a spree 


And grass flourishes the yard a verdant green 


But for all your neuroses, stay dreaming 
In your heard there's a prankster reaming 
Prodding and poking the monkey on your back 


So much was eaten, he's started to become a heavy sack 


Here in this dystopia genuine feelings are more than sparse 
Make sure to be robotic, to always keep ahold of your mask 
If the ocean threatens to drench you with spray 


Grab your oar and viciously fend the waves 


You dream of a white brick house 


Peacefully alone with your kids and your spouse 
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Roses tangle the columns in a spree 


And grass flourishes the yard a verdant green 


But for all your neuroses, stay dreaming 
In your heard there's a prankster reeming 
Prodding and poking the monkey on your back 


So much was eaten, he's started to become a heavy sack 


finish brothers karamozov, dantes inferno and Picture of Dorian grey 

Pearl S. buck - good earth 

Venus in furs 

Stoner - John Williams 

Infinite jest David foster Wallace 

Vonnegut - welcome to the monkey house 

Notes from underground 

Notes from the dead house 

Bleak house 

Vonnegut recommends: occurrence at owl creek bridge by Ambrose Bierce, 
Huckleberry Finn (and more Twain, reread short stories), Voltaire, Democracy in 
America - Alexis de Tocqueville 


Walt Whitman - leaves of grass 


END.... 
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START 


prefaced with notes: 


UKULELE SHOES WAX WRIST GUARDS GLOVES(?) animal collective (my 
girls) S (friends) deerhunter --- led zeppelin rolling stones mac miller? lil xan!!! The 
xx Nirvana Radiohead (daydreaming) Smashing 


pumpkins VELVET UNDERGROUND Pixies(?) where is my mind Aphex twin(?) 
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CRYSTAL CASTLES (kept) Joy divison (decades) Queen 


Amon tobin Album leaf Clams casino Get a PS1 — tekken, crazi taxi, starfox, spyro, 
burnout 4, twisted metal black Odd world Jules Vern Philosophy/psychology Virginia 
woolfe More franz kafka 

Sassafras tree Sheep’s grass (DMT) Paper military mescaline from tree sawdust A 
really good day — Isd microdosing Nicholas Schou — orange sunshine 6 July 215 
Friday Albert hoffman Isd Andrew Weil, 

The Natural Mind: A Revolutionary Approach to the Drug Problem Michael 
Hollingshead: "The Man Who Turned on the World" Drugs and Culture: New 
Perspectives with chapter summaries BY BEATRIZ CAIUBY 

LABATE, MAURICIO FIORE2AND SANDRA LUCIA GOULART 
TRANSLATED FROM PORTUGUESE BY GLENN SHEPARD, REVISED BY 
CLANCY CAVNAR 


Confessions of an English Opium-Eater: Being an Extract from the Life of a Scholar 


States of Consciousness Charles T. Tart, Ph. D. Drugs, Brains, and Behavior, by C. 


Robin Timmons & Leonard W. Hamilton 


License Shoes HDD Resume Internship Rent William Stoner — Stoner Crime and 
punishment Osamu dazai — no longer human Murakami Yukio mushima — sun and 
steel, spring snow, runaway horse The inferno — 

August Streinberg By the 23rd June — read The Gambler, Brothers Karamozov 
Bonus book — LSD, my problem child and Cosmology Alan Watts Ketamine : 


Dreams and Realities by Karl Jansen 


ANCIENT HISTORY 
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Bike chain., Tmr get bike, buy oats, avacado, vegetables, nuts... Go to skate park. 
Appointment at like 2:30. iron chef Terrance McKenna Chrome yellow — Aldous, 
Welcome to the Monkey House $40 next 

week (it’s 14/06/18) (20..something) for fine Hearing Aus 6 July 2:15 Fri Phone b 
ill lol. Notes: Charcoal and art pad, ballpoint pen and book. Dante’s Hell, Vonnegut, 
Wilde, Dostoevsky, Moby Dick 

Isaac Asimov Greek mythology The Tempest Kafka, Dionysus Finish trip report 
Study shrooms on paper & receptor downregulation Save for HD Jamaica House 
reggae Mooie — Venus in Furs lol Download 

audiobooks/ebooks DOB > sensory dep tank DIPT > soundproof room Check for 
ethyl-k, other psychs.. Psychedelic forums, reggae, the grates Apply jobs down south 
Kung fu Rage against, The Grates 

ASAP rocky — testing anvil Sudan Archives, MIA Budget, Art Food, codeine shakes 
Learn shroom species Learn about yoga Japanese/asian music Boost sim with telstra - 
fuck off vodafuck Breath, yoga, 

meditation, ukulele, shoes (NOT FABRIC — swede), HD, snorkelling/swimming, go 
out, be free, draw with pen, pencil and charcoal in an art book, mountain bike, write, 
(possibly learn music...), live by 

yourself, identify and unlearn unconscious habits impeding quality of life, don’t lie 
to yourself or others, love, express yourself fully, DO IT — even if you’re scared or 
unhappy. It’ll be worth 

it, pussy. Ancient history Cosmos Carl Sagan on HD and HDMI Dao philosopher, 
other philosophy and psychology. Learn Italian better and branch... mandarin? 
Spanish?... Ivanhoe, Jung (beware of 


unearned knowledge) Alan Watts 10th May 2018. 


Life 3.0, picture of dorian gray, moby dick, american psycho, dune, the old man and 
the sea, man’s search for meaning, toni takitani, the name of the wind, I am legend, 


the count of monte-cristo, 
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monty python, hemingway, fitzgerald, TS elliot 


Blur, Cosmos, Goodfellas, Ip man, Methaemoglobin, Oxidation relearn, young ones, 


blood diamond 


Mindhunters, lana ritchie 


DENTIST Spring Snow Yukio Mishima Runaway Horses Yukio Mishima Sapiens 
Yuval Noah Harari In the Buddha's Words: An Anthology of Discourses from the 
Pali Canon Mythos Stephen Fry The Inferno August 


Strindberg The Forever War Joe Haldeman Bennet field, dermoroller 


Skit: Man in hospital, liver failure, in pain Old friend enters Look at you now, piece 
of shit. First your brain failed and now your liver. Can’t get high so freely now, huh? 
Man laughs. I had an 

intrathecal device implanted that directly administers into the subarachnoid space of 
my brain a beautifully constructed concoction of drugs with a finely tuned infusion 
rate— morphine, MDMA, 

psilocin, midazolam and water soluble THC solution. The device contains a 
reservoir with 20 years’ worth of drugs and has autonomous functionality. Smirks. 
I'll never have to worry about anything 


ever again. I’m all set. Son of a bitch. You’ve always been a cunt. Get fucked. 


Thoughts disordered, thought in disarray. It seems that one is imposing just by 
existing. Occupying space is offensive. It is an offence. One has to speak. The 
blinding intensity of ostensible judgement. Just by someone else’s mere presence one 
is crippled with anxiety and self-doubt. One’s shoulders hunch up. One’s lower back 
aches. One’s eyes are diverted to and from numerous stimuli, many invisible. But it’s 


a relief somewhat if the stimulus isn’t invisible. One’s emotions have manifested one. 
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People will pretend not to notice but it’s all they see and it doesn’t really matter 
either, because one is a mere cut scene in the life of another. One shakes helplessly 
and for no particular reason. The thought of being considered and then denied and 


rejected makes one dejected. 


Constantly tormented by self-criticisms. One is willing to starve some time longer 


than make social contact. How unpleasant. The way it is. 
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1/9/2018 - Chapter 1 


One needs money to do anything. To anyone this seems benign, innocent and normal. 
Just the way it is. But is not money the root of all evil? The deeply spiritual and 
musical Jamaican reggae artists seem to think so, at least, as well as tribesmen who 


weren’t brought up in our sick world. 


One needs money to buy anything. In this way of life we attach monetary values to 
literally everything. Even other humans themselves are worth money, especially if 
they’re pretty and young or have viable organs. We discourage behaviour deemed 
immoral by our own collective standards. We do this by threatening one with the full 
force of the law, a system that we hold on a pedestal alongside esteemed values as 
fairness and justice. Boasting of its effectiveness and fairness, this system gives way 
only to corruption and whim. Like a child who has misbehaved, we apply negative 
reinforcement wherever there appears to be some discrepancy, penetrable by the 
law’s prying eye. Like a penal colony, by arbitrarily confining perpetrators to a small 
prison cell for years at a time, stripping them of their freedoms, allowing no room for 
creative or intellectual growth, grouping ripe apples with rotting oranges, we hope to 
rehabilitate. Or maybe we don’t hope at all, but rather do so ceremoniously — for the 
effect of getting something done — when in reality we are sweeping dust under the rug 


when it does not meet our own superficial and hypocritical standards. 


While appearing to be ostensibly fair, the law allows itself to be bribed without 
difficulty or effort — regardless of the money’s origin, and usually it is a sickening one 
— such as the profits of companies, who snake through the system at every obstacle 
with unbridled ease. An evil and horrifyingly gargantuan, voracious machine fueled 
by sheer greed and willing ignorance that mercilessly devours everything in its path, 
indifferent to the vast damages-so long as there is a seductive pot of gold at the end of 


the ever-growing rainbow. And then it hypocritically chants a song of peace and 
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unity, destruction and sadness in its wake. We collectively don’t mind so much, 
because we are taught not to question such occurrences. Rather it is appropriate to 
envy such tyranny and to vicariously feel pleasure for their success. Do well in 
school, get a good job, work hard and one day you may begin to think and question — 


but not too much! That is a job for the authorities. 


It is tragic, the submission of those born into such a mess. Those who’ ve never had 
the opportunity to dispense of what they’ ve been taught, simply because they’ve had 
never the time, nor a reason to revise. It is normal and comes as no surprise that one’s 
own consent has been manufactured but that one is stuck in a state of perpetual 
disbelief and intellectual arrest. A sad hymn looms over us all like a set of billowing 
black clouds, insidiously engulfing and choking us from within. A deep sense of 
desolation and despair veiled by weak but desperately animated pretense. We pretend 
only because we’re taught to feel we must do so and yet our pretense has defined our 
reality. We publicly praise hard work and honesty but secretly yearn for that which 
we resent — a quick escape, anything to lift us from this hellish discontentment. And 
yet we despise the primitive man, for all his glory and contentment — is this not only 


jealousy and resentment showing their ugly heads? 


We have the arrogance to believe, like the theists, that this system has some 
fundamental level of functionality that merits respect. Only the theists have a greater 
right to such a claim as religions tend to provide one with an improved quality of life 
and sense of community, despite their shaky veracity. That our system of law merits 
respect would be all well and good if it were only true. Rather it is a platform upon 
which we sanctimoniously and vindictively manifest our innately greedy and corrupt 
nature. One would be well acquainted with jealousy, resentment, spite and a sense of 


superiority, and encouraged to be so from birth. 


We start by wiping clean the slate of life — all of our primal modes of thought, the 
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tight connection between the unconscious and the conscious. We neglect to 
demonstrate the significance of symbolism, mysticism, to think only with our 
conscious mind; to be rational, until the child is as braindead and intellectually lost as 
its maker. Even what we call rational is not, rather it is neurotic. A disguised 
confusion and a loss of one’s sense of the meaning of life, whereas we pretend we’re 
fine. But it’s only fine until one’s neuroses lead to an unseemingly demise-suicide, 
mental disorders-or rather the deadening of one’s mind, ears and eyes and especially 
one’s spirit. Until through seemingly unfortunate events (but really a sigh of relief is 
heaved) one sees no more. One dies spiritually long before one degenerates 
physically-and does not even care to know or even pay attention! It’s normal. We 
have a pretentious sense of community, uniting only for events we perceive to be 
important but which are actually commercialised banalities such as sporting events 
and birthday parties. Aapathy is a wide-spread emotion, although we pretend 
otherwise, there is a common feeling of ‘every man for himself’. Not one will stop to 
help, for one has one’s own qualms and the earth is shaking beneath one also. We 


have lost empathy and all we have left is pity. 


No longer does the cave spirit manifest the solid boulder in whose bosom we sit and 
marvel at. No earnest thanks is given for its protection as we wake from dreams of 
dogs and swans. No more do we desire to establish contact with the tree spirit, to 
grant us safe passage through the murky black forest. We’ve lost the ability to 
appreciate that which we can’t see, but which nonetheless has the capacity to affect 
our emotions and state of mind with great significance. The caveman truly has us 
beat. But this thought is mocked and its sad and earnest connotation disregarded. 
Our eye is caught-we see crystals as shining baubles, gemstones as glittering trinkets, 
all with a price-tag firmly attached. We can’t see past materialism. We see the lurid 
and the garish as beautiful, and discard the beautiful as boring, eager to move our 
attention on toward the next flashy glow. We can’t help but see fairies at the bottom 


of a beautiful garden, with complete disregard for the vivacious beauty of the garden 
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itself. We haven’t the attention for nor the interest in the wonder and beauty of life 
itself. Only we are locked on to trivial banalities. We’d rather eat the menu than the 
food itself, and happily so. Dreams are fleeting caprices from another place, another 
time, which make no sense to one and are quite easily dismissed as irrelevant 
nonsense so that one may quickly resume one’s rational activities. And intelligence 
aside we are all lost in the thick of it. Mystery itself has been reduced from endless 
wonder to perpetual gossip with no aim in sight but spite and trivial murder 
mysteries. We are left in utter confusion. Only we don’t seem outwardly confused- 
even those who are respected for their occupation are taught to appear perfectly 
content, although it is impossible to teach one to appear ‘normal’ as opposed to 


somewhat scattered. 


An exaggerated smile sits fixedly on one’s plasticine face as clay, molded and set to 
dry. We approve wholeheartedly and with a certain enthusiasm as the clay hardens 
and begins to crack upon one’s face, until finally we admit to its degenerate 
appearance and functionality. One concedes this and one’s aged smile droops into an 
expressionless row of cracks. Suddenly the clay erodes into dust, we are stricken with 
a harrowing sense of grief and despair, showing more emotion perhaps than ever 
before, but inwardly being unable to overwhelm our deep sense of emptiness and 
hopelessness. For if we couldn’t stop to show a modicum of empathy for the living, 
then of what use to us is the dead? And whose death should affect us more than our 
own? It’s every man for himself. We gather all of those we perceive as family from 
far and wide, anyone who may pretend to care for one’s death, dress in our darkest 
fabrics, wear solemn and worn faces and put on a grand ceremonial pretense with 
shows of gaudy flowers and sparkling ornaments. In our mourning as we listen to a 
song one was supposed to like, we forget that one enjoyed celebrations, rather than 
distressing and sickeningly fake displays of grief. Not a smile is shown lest the 
perpetrator be shunned. Don’t even think about laughing unless it’s in response to a 


cue in some petty, unimaginative and forgetful story. As the pastor mumbles the final 
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phrases preceding the ceremonial lowering of the unfashionably expensive coffin into 
the ground, we can no longer contain our ostensible grief and explode into a choir of 
sorrow. Our voices are muffled and choked. ‘He was a great man’, we say, when 
really we hadn’t much of a clue at all. A competition of self-inflicted misery and 
agony ensues, with the most immediate family members having the greatest claim to 
victory. The casket is lowered ever so slowly, as if we meant to stay some more. We 
endure these proceedings with untiring patience. With shining tears dripping down 
our faces we make a final show of pain before stubbornly making our way to the 
wake — the name for the underhanded celebration that succeeds a funeral, using the 
preceding events as an excuse to indulge as much as we please — in wine, in food and 
in sharing vain hypocrisies and dull stories of the deceased. We use one’s death as a 
grand excuse to gossip and bicker some more, to elevate ourselves above others by all 
possible means — in such a way as to seem inconspicuous but really we underestimate 
the emotional capacities of one another; such is our despicable and treacherous nature 
we call normal. Finally we leave the wake, not without a theatrical flair, an 
unquenchable shudder, a dragging of our legs. We sneeze into handkerchiefs and with 
wet sunken eyes we wave our goodbyes, to people we care not much for, whose 
deaths we will accustom ourselves to in due time, in much the same way, as 
indifferently as the last. The parade has ended. We climb back into the car, breathe a 
sigh of relief and make our way to someplace else. We turn on the radio and suddenly 
our woe is forgotten, the false tears warmly set to our cheeks goes unnoticed. We will 
mention one’s death more and more infrequently, in passing, to live up to our own 
vague expectations for one’s legacy, which doesn’t amount to much at all. But we 
pretend it does nonetheless. When we think back on such events we become 
momentarily morbid and quickly shake the thought from our head lest we embrace 
our own shameful behaviour and that of those we call family. We gloss over our 
memories of the man himself, whom the entirety of the event claimed to 


commemorate. 
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To leave one’s pet unattended in one’s house is a grave offense. One does so for hours 
upon hours at a time, eating into the poor animal’s future and giving it false hopes of 
a brighter tomorrow. As we dream in symbols, I wonder what the cat must dream. Is 
it all nightmares of being engulfed by swarming, tangling roots, bush trails that go on 
forever, closed doors and windows through which is the only means of escape, sheer 
drops from three stories high. Sudden rushes of adrenaline. Fear and the desire for 
freedom; harsh imprisonment with no mercy and no opportunity to even 
communicate this clear desire to be free. She sits pensively by a window, slightly 
open for her sake. There really isn’t much to do if you think about it. Stare aloft to the 
stories above and the whistling birds in the swaying Eucalyptus trees. She sometimes 
lapses into momentary fits of excitement, sprints with wide-open eyes up and down 
the corridor, skidding as she does so. Sometimes this is a show of affection for her 
owners. Owner is a fitting term for one who treats another as a slave to one’s own 
whims and desires. The slave has no say in any matter whatever, the lines of 
communication are completely one-sided, and the owner goes on treating him with 
the utmost disrespect and spite all for his own personal gain, petting and cuddling as 
much as one pleases. And for all this in return the slave secures his bread. But not 
without a certain contempt for his owner as well as the progressive development of a 
wide array of neuroses. He eats his bread off of his own back and goes insane all the 


while. 


It really is a shame. What of all the vermin and native birds one may have hunted? 
Did the cat or the dog ask to be domesticated into such a highly dysfunctional system 
of affairs? Are we worthy even of you, are we as superior as we purport to be? Where 
we have hatred for our own kind, we have only indifference for the house-dwelling 
animal. A kind of extreme false love that we convince ourselves is sincere and 


modest. A trivial matter at best. Laughable. One would like to ridicule this idea, but at 


905 


the same time seals off one’s own mind to thought. In our ignorant benevolence, the 
animal suffers. Poor little creature, you did not ask to be here. From the start and with 
no warning you were caught by the same trap as the rest of us. We share this same 
fate with mountain lions, leopards and panthers but we fail to share in their grace and 
majesty. Their wild natures shines like a beacon from the mysterious depths and we 


sit frail, rigid and huddled by the murky shore, vainly mocking beauty itself. 


An old man lies on his deathbed, his hair white and his lips pursed. One’s head is 
slightly tilted, the wrinkles on one’s face form contour lines as one patiently watches 
his resentful son, whom is barely able to contain his seething hatred as he scorns the 
man approaching death. One is perpetually trampled underfoot yet feels nothing but 
apathy. No emotion left to spare on tears, lament or resent. One beholds his son’s 
wrath with hollow eyes, caring not for might. Through one’s ebbing sight all one sees 


is spite. 


A boy suddenly finds himself a man, despite acne scars and those left by expressions 
of sadness. He becomes aware of the fact that he's of low stock value. The 
disappointment produced by such a realisation compels him to prove himself wrong. 
He seeks love, having ignored it from teenage years, only to find himself trapped in 
the same well as before, but worst, for this well holds no expectations for change but 
rather dead apathy. But after hundreds of swipes, there is one whom talks with him, 
whom also seems kind and compassionate. The boy meets with her but her caprice is 
swayed. The boy is rejected and shunned, the very thing he feared from the 


beginning. He found himself with a reckless and impulsive mindset. He found 
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himself out, that he was a failure in love and in life, or even of basic human 
compatibility. He finds himself once more staring at a Banksia tree, or rather several 
and many more, eucalypts, mossy rocks and autumn-tinged leaves and grassy shrubs 
covering the ground. The marijuana has its effect. The boy is happy once more. The 
closest approximation one might give to happy under such circumstances. He sits 
listless, unnoticed once again. He does not shed tears and considers that 
melodramatic. Instead he idles in silent pain and wishes to remain, inconsolably so. 
For there is not one to console him. But a moment passes and with a small sip of beer 
he is swooned by a placebo intoxication, and feels joy as opposed to agony. Trivial 
things concern him once more as he wheedles and slips through thoughts with 


advanced mental gymnastics. 


I don't belong here among the dull and content. I can't bear to promulgate my own 
existence. When in public I become coarse, dry, unloving and shut-off, drawn within 
to myself. Why bother to try, only to be shut down and uncomfortably bent back over 
my own sense of self-worth by lurid and vacant stares showing glimpses of 
undisguised prejudices and contempt. All I perceive for something so trivial, such as 
the absence of shoes or the presence of my skateboard-or perhaps I am just vain and 
it is mostly indifference and boredom that drives these behaviours, understandably so. 
Even still, just wearing a beanie or having untidy hair would suffice for the public 
standards to tacitly work to make me another object of scorn, resentment and petty 
bickering. Living between crossroads, constantly making one's way toward a 
destination with great haste, nothing but self-image and avoiding disappointment in 
one's mind, of course one pays no heed to art or beauty. Unless it's a ceremonial act 
of presence done to impress, or in the rare but respectful case where one does see the 
art rather than glance, smirk and yawn, averting their gaze for fear of being perturbed 
by an unholy vice most unwelcome in their land of perfect virtue. Of course they're in 
the right. How could so many be wrong and one be right? My reprises themselves are 


mocked and ridiculed. That is when I skateboard, smoke cannabis or consume 
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psychedelic drugs. It's considered laughable and childish to try something new, 
regardless of the joy it brings, to paint or to write, unless you're recognisably good, 
but even then it's a vague and fleeting interest that glints in the eye of the beholder. If 
one fails to conform to the rigid standards imposed by the great buffoon that 
represents the mass, one is considered with unbridled sanctimonious to be an idle 
folk, free-loading vagrant, dole-bludging degenerate, one who is not contributing 
toward the functions of our society, or perhaps if one is young or vulnerable in some 
way, a simple-minded peasant who is worthy of pity but to be certain has no regard 
for proper etiquette and behaviour deemed acceptable, so as to not offend the bald- 
headed diabetics whose coronary arteries are webbed with sticky oily atherosclerotic 
plaque, ready to harden and burst at a moment’s notice, and deliver emboli to the 
arteries supplying their lungs and their brains. With attention spans so short and 
brains so thick that only menial trash can penetrate where marvellous beauty cannot, 
one may find oneself the object of their scorn simply by not expressing onself in just 
the right way to this dull pack of unoriginal half-wits, in the most appropriate manner 
possible so as to avoid all possible expressions of offence. To express onself as one 
naturally wishes to is unthinkable lest you be bombarded with snide glances from the 
corner of their slick eyes and snarky smiles from the snake-like, hissing, judgemental 
faces of the intellectually lost. Lost untraceably in their wholly judgemental facades, 
all trace of hope for them has disappeared. The unconscious knows this full well of 
this dysfunction and communicates it to the conscious to the best of its ability 
through dreams, but such people regard such occurrences as exceptional nonsense 
and none more, and go on acting like they know more than one ought, that each and 
every one of these lame creatures, myself included, is entitled to a special kind of 
recognition, for reasons that elude us. We act and play this out in utter desperation, 
hoping to break through to the other side-where life can be appreciated as it would, 
all the while not making the slightest attempt to appreciate life at all. That is the sad 
reality of this silly state of affairs. We breed and teach our offspring in much the same 


way, to be willingly naive, to avoid anything perceived to be dangerous and to be 
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insatiably materialistic and pedantic unwittingly at the cost of one's soul. That being 
said, it may be understood why I very much require alcohol and/or benzodiazepines 
to function tolerably in the presence of anyone I don't know well. Any social situation 
which is somewhat uncomfortable to me. I marvel at that I made it through so many 
years of schooling without such tools and didn't take my own life at some point or 
become completely insane. It must be noted that I may well be clinically insane, but 
that I wouldn't allow myself to recognise the symptoms, nor would I really care to 
know. Those we call insane are frequently more insightful and honest than those we 
call sane. Funnily enough, benzos are considered a medication and alcohol an 
instrument of joy for the lower castes, the brew of the peasants that catalyses the 
unfolding of all serious events-violence, spite and other primitive emotions, 
disinhibited by alcohol, are free to run rampant, and not only this but its host is free 
of responsibility and blame all the while. But that's just the way it is, I suppose, and 
one should learn to live with it. And so it goes. Even still, regarding my dependence 
on drugs which inhibit my coarse thoughts and behaviours, I foresee a future of this 
too and no way of preventing it. I simply cannot tolerate this way of life that has been 
lazily inflicted upon me by those less inclined to leave their comfort zones than I, but 
who would just as easily call me pathetic and elevate themselves above me for all 
their petty accomplishments and vanity. That which we call normal is not very often 
thought through. We tend to just go with it and our thoughts don't move past their 
shallow surfaces. Normal is a synonym for dull, unimaginative, petty and vain people 
who thrive all their lives on menial banalities such as gossip and cheap ridicule, who 
never think to see past the fog clouding their minds. Resenting primitiveness but 
embracing it all the same. Lost in a sea of shameful hypocrisies, fear has deterred us 
from seeing life as it is, in the place of truth lies horrible neuroses and the venture for 


cheap thrills; this is normal, menial repetitive tasks are the cycle. 


It is sickening to watch a soul-broken man engage you with his menial spiel, exactly 


as he was taught with no shades of nuance. He knows it himself but won't admit it to 
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himself, for his dead soul is the foundation upon which his entire being rests, and he 


has not much if not that. 


"hard work is for people who have nothing whatever to do" said Wilde, and it's true. 
Kafka says, "piping is what we would call singing. Singing hasn't existed for 
centuries." I tend to agree. Art-earnest heartfelt expressions of raw emotion, the 
creation of something perfect with the use of an imperfect medium-is left 
unappreciated by most of us, who are entirely vain, self-absorbed, apart from in the 
presence of certain people we wish to impress, when we employ ceremoniously 
vague pretenses meant to boost one's own social standing and ego. To play the social 
game-what a soul-sucking journey with nothing in sight until in all our envy, 
resentment and regret it turns fuzzy and grey like a TV screen with no signal. Could I 
move away, where to? I'm taught to think not but I have some ideas. Money is the 
greatest limitation which makes sense to me as I can claim with certainty that I 
understand perfectly well that money is the root of all evil. My friend calls my 
writings pretentious poems. I welcome this comparison warmly. All art is a pretence 


and so is all of life. "Art is at once all surface and all symbol" - Wilde. 


So I really wanted to root this chick. Had met her briefly earlier today. I had to take 
my bag home and she bailed. Said she had to meet her friends and go to work till 930. 
Anyway I read somewhere a while back that I should fap before talking to my ex, a 
strategy that had worked for me in the past. I strangled the bandicoot and felt an 
instant but expected sense of relief. I was more relaxed, less eager to talk to her and 
generally less anxious and what seemed to be borderline manic behaviour - perhaps 
because I am a born again virgin. I choked the snake for a second time and all was 


well. 


Dream - imprisoned in a seethrough impenetrable box, one watches oneself 
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screaming for help and helplessly banging fists from without. He is reading this from 
a book and finds the imagery produced by the book too intense to carry on reading. 


So he wakes up. 


Here's to the smug man, who seems to think he knows something we don't. Whose 


very countenance exudes superiority. 


A boy sits helplessly by the window, across from the balcony of a pretty young 
woman. The woman comes outside several times a day, sits and stares fixedly at her 
phone with which she fiddles seemingly with some expectation of return, smoking 
cigarettes all the while. The petrified boy sits frozen on his seat with an impressive 
rigidity of body and soul, dares not even to look over lest he be seen as a pervert and 
as a consequence experiences mental anguish at his own shortcomings and anxiety 
rendering him helpless, but fantasises all the same-about love, about sex, affections 
and feelings, that bittersweet blend of rosy blushed embarrassment and suppressed 
lust. Having been alone for a quantitatively long period of time, the boy was shamed 
into unspeaking submission, unspoken understanding of self-imposed inferiority. 
Sometimes the girl brought male visitors and sits outside, talking mindlessly as she 
smokes. The boy notices such occurrences and urges himself not to regard them with 
feelings of jealousy, for it almost feels as though the girl intentionally stages such 
situations as a form of tacit protest, as a dog will do to his owner when he wants to be 
pet; even as an unintentional expression of spite! But that in doing so the girl ought to 
excite herself, her own excitement being in her best interests, should be reason 
enough, the boy thinks. By ushering in a modicum of excitement into her own life, 
she has let the boy share in her pleasure vicariously, thereby adding excitement to his 
life in turn. There! So it is not spite after all then that drives the girl’s actions. All the 
same as the girl mindlessly indulges in her own vices, the boy’s mind drifts and 


wanders into a romantic rose-splayed and violet-splattered basin of endless wonder, 
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his own vice, mindless self-indulgement. 


Man who averts his gaze, looks anywhere but where he ought to. always looking for 
something that isn't there, an aimless goal made redundant by its completion, one 
after the other they occupy all of his mental capacity unto his years of degeneration 
and death. Old man, why do only bitterness and anger manifest you? Does your 
expensive car and the joy it brings in feeling superior make up for all those lost 
years? Why do I feel spite when I should only see beauty? Can there be beauty in 
such a thing? I suppose I'm making something from nothing, and yet in all his self- 


imposed discomfort the old man carries on. 


The petty woman holds her phone to her neck with her shoulder. She is intentionally 
perturbing herself with ideas designed to humiliate and inspire spite and even hatred, 
to benefit her own vanity and glee, and actively encourages her interlocutor to humor 
her and reciprocate. They are friends, after all. The petty woman with a look of 
annoyance on her face, phone firmly held to her neck, notices with a sidelong glance 
from the corner of her eye two empty bottles of beer standing by the bin; this adds to 
her vexation and she deliberately takes it upon herself to make a quite unsolicited and 
noisy show of gathering and carrying the empty bottles to the front door and 
disposing of them into the plastic bag which constitutes the recycling bin. With an 
aggressive look on her face she tosses a foreign object across the floor toward me, not 
aiming to hit me, rather to direct my attention to the fact of her actions and their 
underlying implication of offense having been taken at my failure to perform her 


gratuitous display, before she arrived in the otherwise immaculate house, and perhaps 
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I may have done so with slightly less spite. With an inextricable tinge of annoyance 
on her face she expresses some vague expectation of apology but, never mind, she is 
gossiping once again. As the petty woman listens fixedly to the mindless ramblings of 
her friend, her annoyance gives way to a vacant stare directed at no particular point, 
which makes one wonder whether she is really listening. And be this as it may, the 
same may be true of her friend. Maybe their mutual neglect is the price they pay for 
someone to listen to their dull petty ramblings, for an unending source of warmly 
welcomed, pride-stroking appeals to their vanity. In all their dullness they’ ve 
forgotten the point of it all and contented themselves with the dry necessities, the 
boring and the mundane. Eating the menu and not the food for what she perceives as 
the nourishment of herself. Behind a deceitful mask of kindness the crude woman 
expresses phatic pleasantries at whim, which function to boost her ego, her self- 
image, sense of self-worth, and above all social status, but what she says really is as 
formless as a plain blob of grey paint; yet she unwittingly contents herself with 
tasteless chatter, for she has nothing else to do but work. So naturally work politics 
are at the forefront of her thoughts. Who can blame one for their dullness when one 
doesn’t know any better, and nobody has attempted to teach her any better. She is of 
the bones of the thousands of serfs buried beneath St Petersberg. Her soul is dying 
but she believes it is as alive as ever. Fixed in her ways, she is merely waiting to die. 


She is concerned more with the destination than the trip itself. 


913 


3/9/2018 - Chapter 2 
A short story and a poem 


It is one’s birthday. Supposedly an eventful day teeming with family and fun. Only 
that it is the same as any other day, with the pretense of care and mutually-understood 
awe looming about. One’s petty achievements are met with open-eyed marvel and 
stifled enthusiasm, where normally they were overlooked or referred to only in 
passing, to satisfy some cursory whim to engage one. One is caricatured in a way that 
is marvelously creative considering the usual dullness of its creators. One’s vanity is 
caressed with a sickening, deceptively cold touch, one is made to play the main role 
in a silly trivial act. One has no problem with participating in art, but the falseness of 
it all penetrates through with lurid brightness. Bombarded with compliments and 
carousing in unfounded ceremony, one must wonder for what, but the celebration 
itself and perhaps a slight tacit expectation of reward on one’s friends’ and family’s 
behalf. A vivacious expression of vicarious pleasure. Now that is one thing, to 
celebrate, to invite happiness into the lives of others, but to act the gaudy centerpiece 
is a cringe worthy task at best and fills one with shame, compels one to drink more 
wine, indulge in more cake and sweets and speak much less. Stricken by waves of 
ambivalence, one dances all the same. One wishes to point all of this out, to claim 
one has found out the truth, but this act would be misunderstood, met with blank 
frowns and subtle shaking of heads, and promptly, should one not push the point, it is 
forgotten and the celebrations commence. One dances, but it is no more a dance of 
love and community than a smothered opportunity for earnest expression, grotesquely 
staged nonetheless. One is indeed vain and some more, but cannot express his vanity 
under such grossly false circumstances, lest one’s own actions serve to harm one’s 
own sense of pride. One feels oneself to be a puppet with many puppeteers, craving 
escape from pretend modesty and sickly excess, gluttony disguised as happiness. One 
cannot help but feel that this is surely not the end of this particular state of affairs, 


which it will continue in all its firmness following its end, in a cycle of false love and 
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transfigured pity. One will be expected to act in very much the same way for all else, 
and then more, lest he be alienated and secretly mocked. We are all trapped in our 
own self-imposed prisons of rigid expectations, which we impose on others, all for 
the sake of mutually unquenchable vanity. Both parties stand to gain, so we think. 
Lost in our own little worlds, we clearly see the burning sun but not the glimmering 


Stars. 


No, one says, my efforts are modest, please do not appeal to my vanity, I am 
insignificant, so is my work and my knowledge, there are an infinite number of things 


that are more beautiful, smirking all the while. 


Moreover, one is granted special privileges on one’s birthday. Friends and family 
express their dearest sincerities, betraying no lack of interest in an admirable display 
of needless honour. One’s most immediate family members are positively obliged to 
take even daily matters with the utmost seriousness. What would you have us eat 
today, they say with affection, in a demonstration of loyalty. One expresses his 
craving for raw prawn, and a compromise is made for fried salmon. The day has not 
changed much at all for the brown-striped cat, who prowls slickly and skittishly 
across the furniture tops, with a quick agile bounce leaps to the wooden floor, skulks 
and saunters toward the designated area for her food-dry tasteless biscuits again. The 
wily brown-striped cat saunters over to the Persian rug and sits with grace against the 
small portable heater, her fluffy exaggerated tail sloshing behind, stripes of brown 
hues glistening across on her back in the sunlight. She licks her paws and looks about 
in rapid glances at one of the various sounds that capture her interest, her head 
rotating freely on a biological pivot, mascara-laden eyes as wide as bottle-caps, 
green-tinged with snake-like slit pupils-her gaze is absolutely fatal. One feels the 


mark of death upon oneself, finds oneself prey. 


915 


Macadamias and assorted spices 
Pecans and fried banana slices 
Sweet potatoes with paprika 
Pine nuts and pepita 
Pepper with lemon and thyme 
Kickflip into nose-grind 
Cold beer and oil paints 
Before long it’s too late 
Melodrama and marijuana 


Iam the Dalai Lama 
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4/9/2018 - Chapter 3 


You're digging yourself deeper into a hole, they say earnestly with thinly veiled 
arrogance. But when am I not and are they ever not? It seems to me that all of life 
consists of sighs of discontent at the expectations of they whom call themselves 
respectful and honourable, the silent dispensing of one's pride, followed by sullenly 
burying oneself deeper into the ground and finally with erudite tact digging oneself 


out, popping out one's head to survey the land once more. 


I want to see more art, read, write, paint, draw, swim, skate, fly. I passionately desire 
to have all of these things, I wish to embrace my dreams and then some. But rather 
they, the soulless beaurocratic snakes who think only of satiating their own greed and 
social status, would have me stand like a stone gargoyle behind a needlessly large 
desk in a white lab coat, all designed to create the atmosphere of authority, so that I 
may perform menial tasks with a certain care and inform banal facts to indifferent 
ears, with all the encouragement of my peers, for all my years, until I can do so no 
more. This would be the 'right' 'mature' thing to do, not only for me, but for others. 
Family. I'm not selfish... am I? Deniably so but I very much am, and so are you, 
unless you're not able to admit even that much to yourself. My task is menial yet 
prestigious, and to be sure prestige is no advantage, but instead transfigures your 
appearance-so that instead of informed you seem smug, instead of helpful you seem 
indifferent, instead of passion all they see is degenerate tastelessness and the banality 
that comes with endless repetition. To be good at only one mundane route of action- 
that is the goal. Trained to be a one trick pony, to care only for money and status-a 
sickening status quo-to have not even a modicum of appreciation for the arts, but only 
to pretend to, for one should always be thinking of work, down to the most trivial 


detail such as making sure one arrives to work with extreme punctuality-one dares 
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not arrive more than a few minutes late lest he be scorned for his inadequacy-to 
devolve into a bland husk of one's former self, a caricature of what we call 
respectful, with a mark of patience perched on one's lips and brow, tired sunken eyes 
and accumulated wrinkles, whose mind fritters and bounces to and fro in all its 
confusion. How unnatural, to act natural. What cognitive dissonance, mental 
gymnastics and the constant reassurance of others it takes to combine acting naturally 


with being 'civilised’. 


And to make a convincing show of it as if everything were fine. 


My voice is monotonous. When I go to speak what is ever so clear in my mind, it is 
as if it were all jumbled up, disfigured babble, incoherent nonsense, and muddled 
speech without tone. One dares not to sing, lest one applies torture to the ears of 
every beholder, especially one’s own, through bone-conducted vibrations and the 
repugnance that comes with the recognition of one’s own voice. And then one learns 
to write. What contrast! When I write I see my ideas flow freely before me, I can 
mold them like clay as I please. I can yell and scream! I can talk like a mouse... I can 
direct the flow of ideas. Like paint the words blend and express my deepest 
sincerities, my own sense of self. I discover what my personality is like, what I am. 
Not even my thoughts, half inextricable imagery, can capture this clarity. Even after 
the words have spilled out, I am free to change them, and more than inclined to do so. 
To refine infinitesimially toward perfection — defined by my own standards, my own 
expectations of myself, imposed by none else. To ostensible autonomy and freedom, 


those pretty displays of pity by one’s mind, designed to enchant and inspire, as an 
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adult teaches a child. To be one’s own parent, to fly free like a bird on open wings, 
unashamedly soar across the currents of gust and glide atop the breeze. Oh but to sing 
and chirp like the birds. One cannot simply be content with what one has, but he will 


always desire more. 


qualms with this man and he owns all my trust. I listen with peaked interest and am 
ensnared in its beauty for its own sake. Shoulders huddled, some neurotic behaviour 
caused by years of entangling anxieties, muddled thoughts and self-imposed social 
restrictions, I physically feel the presence of the man behind myself, as if he were 
breathing down my neck with intended malice. Then the song captures his thoughts 
once more, one is emotionally affected, and before long the disturbance is forgotten. 
As the song ends he has all but forgotten about that apparent threat lurking behind. 
But then he starts up, with a subtle tinge of alarm his head spins around and he makes 
a quick assessment of his surroundings. Alas, the man is no longer standing behind, 
he is someplace else. In spite of all my former anxiety, I feel a sense of relief, yet I 
begin to miss him for all his characteristics and immediately yearn for his return. 
What’s said and done, as it was, can’t be repeated in the same capacity, and only 
imitated. In fear of what might come of the moment, for the fear itself, I miss the 
opportunity to appreciate the moment in all its glory, and instead focus my cynical 
eyes through a dark lens. For all my pessimism, I live in the negative, in empty 
hollow space with no light or static-when light penetrates in, I burst with warmth and 
appreciate its beauty all the more. The gap of great distance has been cleared and I, 


intoxicated, swoon with the inertia which brought me across. 


Ain’t got no, I got life —nina simone... . 
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5/9/2018 - Chapter 4 


Attitude is the name we give to behaviours we deem disagreeable or inappropriate by 
our own drab standards. Anything initially perceived to be exciting, at all remotely, is 
immediately dismissed with a flair of resentment-if one pays attention one may notice 
a slight tinge of passion in this dismissal, which implies certainty, for it is not without 
ambivalence that this dismissal is made; it is true that a long since suppressed sense 
of regret, jealousy, longing or even envy plays a role in affecting one's judgement 
regarding such matters, which one regards as unimportant. But on the surface the 
decision is a trivial one, open and shut, made with an impression of clarity and 


decisiveness. 


It is not without a certain pride that one makes such a swift decision. One's perception 
and pride are inextricably combined so that to challenge one's facile perception would 
be to challenge one's own sense of pride, an absolutely fatal venture. Lost adrift in 
one's sense of self-importance, one makes one's decision in vain, and loses all thirst 
for truth, but would rather bask in one's own self-imposed magnificence, despite one's 
incredible dullness. In all one's lacklustre actions one finds not any colour, but a 
muted sense of self incapable of making the most simple observations lest one 
wounds his own frail sense of self-worth. A pathetically trivial fear of the capabilities 
of one's own mind, magnified exponentially beyond itself, is the biggest obstacle in 


one’s quest for truth. 


Stop trying to do dare-devil shit said the X-ray technician, with a condescending 
snarl, as if the vulnerable patient betrayed some outward sign of weakness as a point 
for attack. The patient groans at this unsolicited display of spite, said as 
sanctimonious matter-of-fact by the ugly bald-headed would-be authority looming 
malevolently over him, whose flower of youth was long since plucked from the 


depths and shrivelled in the dry sun. Nothing positive showed in the technicians eyes, 
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only resentment and petty prejudices. 


Bloated, judgemental bitches. Their own vice is virtue but mine does not meet that 


exception, 


It's strange how we react when things don't meet our expectations. 
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6/9/2018 - Chapter 5 


A man shares with renewed enthusiasm his creation once more, in a medium very 
much the same as before, an inflexible one at that, very limited one would say 
compared to paint or words. In examining his completed piece, he rubs his bushy 
brows beneath the crumpled wrinkles of his forehead with the middle finger and 
thumb of his right hand; with a crestfallen frown and in joyless gloom, his 
meandering spirit aches once more. The man reflects that once again he could not 
after all express himself sincerely but instead had spoken in gaudy and tasteless 
terms. His work has become menial by now, so dry and mundane, repetitive and dull 
- piece after piece is produced in this fashion but even as the man grows 
progressively weary, he stays resolute. Indeed, he believes in such a cause and it is 
very much his own doing. After all, is there fault in his actions? And to alter his 
presentation would be to present a sign of weakness to his critics, whom also happen 
to be his audience, the sole judges of the man’s reputation. It is as if a dispirited man 
were pleading to himself, in endless fashion, with the heavy ball-and-chain dragging 
behind as he perseveres forward with steady pace, in his ruminations always 


observing someone to please but himself. 


Between two white men there is a tacit understanding, a mutual consent for free 


information. But when white man meets colour man, there is only contempt. 


The lanky boy in banana pajama pants rides freely up the mountainous hill. The old 


man who is now a degenerate inadequately tries to conceal this fact, instead looks to 


922 


the boy with spite and envy, disguised as scorn and contempt. In his seething hatred 


he has forgotten himself and the way itself. 


A miniature Australian flag flutters in the breeze atop a car’s bonnet, old people fully 
dressed formally on their way to some privileged occasion at the prestigious art 
gallery, sense of self-importance firmly intact. Without having seen even one 
millionth of our country they hold it in the highest esteem as they belittle in hushed 
petty judgmental whispers talk of any other country, which they have likely never 
seen at all, and dismiss it as foreign. But that it is, it is just that the intellectually lost 
are unthinking creatures and take any odd phrase as reason enough to spew hateful 
nonsense, needless spite, all to make strawmen of clay, to appeal to their own mutual 


vanities. 


Old people take things so pridefully, so sternly, as if I’m mocking them and not life 
itself. 


We elevate fitness on a pedestal and strive to meet it, caricaturing a commercialised 
ideal. At the same time as if it is all the same to us, our flimsy ideals fall apart when 
we consider the our self-imposed expectations of ourself and others for exploitation 


and greed. 
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A high-rise building, flashy 8 floor development, with a banner fluttering in the wind, 


stapled to the balcony of the 7 th floor, says duffy kenedy constructions, just like the 
flag atop a pirate ship, as if to say they conquered, but in reality they made everyone 
slightly more miserable and justified this needless harm with phatic phrases like ‘one 
must do what one must’, ‘money makes the world go round’, ‘work hard and some 


day you will see why’. 


She knows all the names of the trees — Eucalyptus, bottlebrush, acacia, gum trees — 


iron bark and squiggly bark too! 


I feel apprehension. Something is amiss. So I channel this uncertainty into creativity 


so that creativity becomes certain. 


Marring oneself, one listens with lifeless pride sheltered behind a dead soul to the 
dull ramblings of another. One is content to listen with unceasing attention, perfect 


benevolence, to the other. 
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7/9/2018 - Chapter 6 
Short story 


“T’m not going to support your habits any longer” she scorns condescendingly as she 
hounds him with the prospect of some menial task she knows he cares not for. She 
meets his indifference, all his vagueness and apprehension with wry mocking, stabs 
at his most personal philosophies in a transparent display of spite. “When are you 
going to get a job,” she repeats, “Ill even help you look” as if I were still 10 years 
old and needed help designing a poster about whales. “This is MY house’, she 
declares, as if I didn’t know already, so as to make my presence here seem all the 
more unwelcome, reinforcing to me that I do not belong here, that family is simply a 
poor excuse to live with others. To have some reason to huddle together in the biting 
cold, taking every whim to meet the needs imposed by greed and vanity, scorning 
each other spitefully all the while. Family to me is a micro-scale appropriation of 
country. To say ‘my country’ or synonymously, ‘my family’, as if it were inherently 
one’s own, and not some random genetic mix-up, some regretful union one might call 
an abomination, and rightfully so, unless the conditions are just right. Of these 
conditions I know not of, and may never know. Yet it is all the same. So it goes. We 
will continue to treat each other with indifference, faking our emotions — our 
superego’s desperately outstretched hand beholding a luscious bunch of grapes, 
urging our ego to consume as it pleases, our ego sprawled more than comfortably, too 
comfortably, across silk drapes and cotton cushions, having everything move aside at 
its own fancy lest they face its wrath, but all the while faking its innocence, and 
hiding its vices from even itself in a diverse ambivalence constituting self-delusion. 
“When you can spare a moment,” she mocks sarcastically with certain pride, “I'd like 
your help with just this one thing. I’m only asking. Unless you have something more 
important to do?” knowing full well of my current circumstances, dryly poking all the 
same as if I were a braindead vegetable mush incapable of acting reasonably, as if I 


were devoid of all emotional response. Or perhaps she pries for the response itself, 
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for the excitement it brings, to her otherwise incredibly dull life. A life that couldn’t 
be called a life as much as work. The two are inextricably combined with horrendous 
results. If you’re not working, you’re undoubtedly beneath consideration. “So what 
do you do?” they will ask, and to reply with “I don’t have a job” would be to 
disappoint, to stab at one’s heart. One has this mentality ingrained from a young age 
by benevolent yet indifferent adults who would consider willing unemployment to be 
childish in the extreme, as well as irresponsible and inappropriate — words we use to 
project our vapid prejudices. So as to protect their poor insight, they will not move 
past superficialities, but instead with a tinge of passion condemn those who think 
differently, as weird, as strange, as bad as opposed to good. Maybe even evil, the 
distinction is not made. There is no point to be gained from that vantage to the worker 
bee, the buzzing drone, android in flight, in all its dullness buzzing to little effect 
until the buzzing stops, and before it does the drone remarks ‘I did what I thought 
was right’ and so they did, one concedes that. So we learn that morality is a tricky 
state of affairs indeed, confusing as anything, and in all our confusion we remain 
resolute, through desperate cognitive dissonance, we remain firm of our certainty, and 
shut off all else in our mind, ignoring the unconscious mind, which constitutes half of 
our functional mind, yet we call ourselves rational. “What would you ike me to 
cook,” she mocks, as if she were commanded to be a servant to me, implying a 
certain reliance in her and cultivating this thought for her own personal gain. A dry, 
bitter life of tastelessness and vulgarity, disguised as rationality, benevolence and 
above all the idea that one must live one’s life in this manner, for surely there is 
simply no other options other than what our small minds behold, which we will 
naively and invariably believe to our bitter end. For such an end will be bitter indeed. 
We are the living dead, already dead inside but drearily living one’s life out as if one 
were forced, pushed and prodded at every interval, in need of consistent boosts and 
stimulations — to survive mentally, that is to not ’go insane’ or succumb completely to 
one’s neuroses, with a loathsome state of mind which resolutely condemns those who 


do not think the same way and blandly rewards those who do. .... 
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18/9/2018 - Chapter 7 
Short story 


One foresees insidious doom lurking beyond accompanied by deep blue loneliness, is 
overwhelmed with that sinking feeling when life momentarily freezes, so one may 
watch it frame by frame at whim in endless detail, only blue-tinted and with a black- 
and-white tonality. One sees everything and realises nothing in all the textures and 
hues. In ones cold dark prison of deaf solitude, no way out of appearing strange to 
others, with a firm set of prejudices with which one regularly exercises judgement. 
One judges another, then takes Bob Marley's advice and judges oneself. One finds 
one cannot do so with much accuracy, or rather one cannot rely on one's own 
judgement very much. So he has only succeeded in distracting himself from his initial 
judgement, despite its shaky veracity. Anyway, a mysterious gloom looms from afar. 
Only one really does know what it will manifest as: loneliness. Jazz music and 
whiskey. Marijuana and dinner for one. The silent but inevitable creep of darkness, 
disaster seen looming in the distance. One is struck with an uncanny feeling of 
apprehension, a uncomfortably certain feeling of something horrid to come. He sees 
it now: separation. All of his friends and family will certainly find one to be quite 
intolerably disagreeable, inappropriately disreputable. Images pass fleetingly through 
one's mind, of family members gathered solemnly around a circular table, facing one 
another, talking with stern voices, they turn toward one with disapproving glances, 
meet ones gaze with hollow recognition, sullen nods of the head and in muffled 
whispers, dismiss and effectively condemn one. With a sinking feeling one slinks 
away in shame with butterflies in his stomach. He retreats to his hollow and lays on 
the cold ground in the dark, resting his head on the soft dirt, he sighs hopelessly. He 
is not sad for he expected this. Not only that but one always knew deep down that one 
wanted this on some level. Actually he derives a kind of pleasure from all this 
excitement. He feared being misunderstood, being misheard, mishearing others, and 


consequently he came to fear all social interaction, to the point where he would shut 


927 


himself in and refuse to speak much at all. It felt more natural this way, to not have 
the exhausting expectation of communication and imposed upon him, certain duties 
one must perform to ensure his respect. Through one's fear one sought to protect one's 
fragile self, and so one made oneself less agreeable, more mean and rude, and shut 
oneself off to genuine emotional connection all in spells of fear. One dares not 
attempt to meet someone new lest one be made aware of some dire defect in oneself, 
another reason to be afraid. When one is afraid one wishes to run and hide, a 
cowardly man but brave all the same. So off he goes on his jog, resolutely unthinking 
but woeful all the same, as if some mortal wound had been inflicted upon him, so it 
felt, but rather he had inflicted his own thoughts on himself. One has been with 
oneself for some time now, alone, having capriciously discarded of his friends and 
family, and begins to resent oneself with progressively renewed vigour. With no 
escape from oneself, one curses one's life, naively questions a silent god why it must 
be so, and to him of all people! he adds in vain. Intoxicated by a brew of 
unquenchable loneliness, depression of mood and immobilising anxieties, one 
realises it was oneself all along who presented with the problem, and perhaps he 
interpreted his former family and friends in the wrong way. He recoils in shame at the 
thought that he himself must simply be a horribly spiteful man, vain and pedantic 
with disagreeable attitudes and behaviours. It wouldn't matter now, for he had not the 
self-respect to approach them now, nor the courage. One simply wishes for peace. 
Laying there on the dusty floor in pensive stillness, one looks listlessly from the 
mouth of his rocky cave. Rain had started to pour down and one could hear it echoing 
all around and dripping from the mouth of the cave. He felt no more excitement, 
prohibited himself from indulging in his sadness with pleasure. With blue sunken 
eyes, he watched on aimlessly for no reason in particular. He was indifferent to its 
beauty and observed with melancholy, simply because there was no reason for him to 
move in any direction whatsoever or to perform any particular function. His thoughts 
had stopped by now and in their place was a permanent static, a perpetual haze 


clouding his mind's eye, shielding him from needless vulgarities and gratuitous 
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anxieties. The rain outside had picked up its pace and one could hear far-reaching 
thuds of thunder far off, he paid not much attention to the occasional flash of 
lightning before him or whose light penetrated from some other direction. His head 
lowered, eyes closed, he bothered not to shiver any longer as apathy casted him 


whole into an endlessly dark void. 
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19/9/2018 - Chapter 8 


Oh supposed informer, whence comes the hollowness in thou eyes? Is there anything 
at all behind your vapid gaze, much less a soul? Your life is made through the most 
lurid superficialities, and you smile all the same, outwardly projecting calmness as 


your insides doubles over themselves. 


"Since 1846..." as if the number of years gone by since the inception of their 
operation were proportional to the quality of their product. Rather it is a remark on 
the success of their venture, success for all the wrong reasons for all the wrong 
things, done partly in spite, partly to 'get ahead' , "make do"... how else does one 
"make ends meet"... Yet another gratuitous advertising technique seen as normal.. so 
much so that we don't bother to even roll our eyes at, or even acknowledge as 
superfluous, but simply take it at face value for all its simplicity. To successfully 
foster a facetious attitude such as this is seen here to be conducive to the successful 
exploitation of others. This is where so called 'successful' men, garnished in 
presentable, spotless suits with unchanging, static, plastic smiles meet gullible 
meandering fools. Successful men purport to be fair, honest and unscrupulous and 
ostensibly appear to be so, no defect in sight. For the meandering fool has been 
trained since his own inception to think in such a way, and to quickly and calmly 
dismiss any notion of something ‘being off as a foolish movement indeed. For he is 
foolish, are not his thoughts? And what scorns has the successful man earned apart 
from ill-disguised pleas of jealousy and envy. He is in the right; he too was trained to 


think so from birth. 
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An Indian man with thin grey hair boarded the train with a look of serenity about 
him. That is, everything seemed to be right by this man. A calm expression 
manifested his wizened face in spite of his dull worker's uniform and ostensible task 
at hand; he held a broom loosely drooping by his side, his squelchy boots seemed an 
off colour and his utility belt bore a plastic disinfectant container with a spraying 
nozzle. Standing by the doors on the opposite side of the train, which were fitted with 
large windows, the Indian man took a deep breath and looked out into the distances 
of surrounding bushland. Perhaps he wished he were there instead. A gleam caught in 
his eye and a temporary apprehension filled him with a silent dread. Where the 
daydream of lavender beauty ended and the reality of violet doom begun, he did not 
know. The moment snapped away in an instant. Suddenly a fat surly man, red with 
frustration boards the train, sweating and panting. He wore the same outfit and 
already had his spray bottle unsheathed. "We have 4 minutes until the train leaves! 
Go on then!" snarled his superior. The old Indian man sighed, took one last hopeful 
look to the beauty so close yet so far and launched into a soul aching prison of 


mundanity. 


It was 15 minutes until the next train-"damn, I just missed it" said the panting man. 
Out of breath he slumped into a seat made of treated pine and quickly beheld a 


spectacle of sorts. 
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3/10/2018 - Chapter 9 
Letter to Mum 


I’m telling you all this here because I'm desperate and I won't tell you in person, I'd 
prefer to just wait and suffer. If I stay here and don't live by myself next year it will 
spiral into a destructive cycle. Call it laziness if you want but I'd actually prefer to 
just get kicked out and be homeless than take any kind of initiative in this situation 
because I feel so helpless. I'd also prefer to be homeless than live with Nonna at this 
point in my life. I don't feel like I can talk to you or really anyone about anything and 


it surprises me that I’m even typing this. 


My pharmacy registration contract expires at the start of November and then I'll have 
to wait another year to redo it. I need it to start an internship but I don't need it to start 
looking for and applying for internships. I just haven't been looking because I haven't 
really come to terms with it yet, even though it's the best thing I can do for myself. I 


don't want it but I'd prefer it if it means I can live on my own. 


The main problem here is that I should be looking for an internship and I’m not. The 
only reason I bring up the registration fee is because I’ve left it until now and it’s due 


in less than a month. 


The registration is a $330 fee and there's no way I can afford it in the next 3 weeks. I 
have too much pride to ask Nonna too. I actually already did at the end of last year 
and she paid something like $200, but it was for the supervised practise application at 
chemist warehouse which is now useless and expired, not this one which I should 


have asked her to pay to begin with. 


Anyway I don't even think I'm going back to painting classes or martial arts for the 


same reason (that I can’t afford it). You say I spend all my money frivolously but in 
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my eyes I couldn't settle for anything less. As it is my growth is severely stunted and 
I'm struggling to not be as depressed as I used to. All I know is I need to be on my 


own or I'll never be happy or creative. 


I can't even use my phone because my bill is overdue and I have no intention of 
paying it. This isn’t nearly so much of a problem. It’s just adding to the problems I 


feel like I can’t solve. 


This all seems so trivial, there are easy solutions, but to me it's burdening and I 
physically can't do anything about it. My worsening relationship with you is just the 
tip on the iceberg. I can’t speak for your side but for mine it reflects that I just 


shouldn’t live with you anymore. 


If I just knew I had an internship (preferably somewhere far away) for next year and 
could rent even a shack I would be infinitely happier than I am now. As the end of the 
year grows nearer I’m becoming overwhelmed with more and more apprehension 
knowing I’m doing nothing to fix my situation and I can’t help but procrastinate. It 
must sound stupid to you but I’m becoming dismissive and frustrated. I feel like I 
can’t do anything and if I try I'll just fail. It isn’t as simple as ‘just do it’. If it were I 


wouldn’t be taking some kind of satisfaction out of my steadily increasing sadness. 


I can’t stop you from showing this to anyone but if I knew you had it would deliver 
yet another blow to my already crushed and mangled self-esteem. I definitely won’t 
want to talk about it in person either and much less with a psychologist. I’d sooner 


live under a bridge than talk with a psychologist. 


But I’m only sending this to you out of pure helplessness and desperation. This all 


might even seem ridiculous and stupid in hindsight and I’Il regret it or it will be used 
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against me. In any case I don’t really care anymore. Take it as you will. I just want to 
move out and I’m letting my opportunity slip out by jeopardising myself and I don’t 


feel like I can do anything about it. 


[Future Oli: I have a great relationship with my Mum now :)] 
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4/10/2018 - Chapter 10 


I started watching a 6 part video series on Eric Koston’s life. It struck me that I 
seemed to only fleetingly feel unconditional joy, and mostly I was perturbed by sharp 
continuous pangs of jealousy and envy, even to the point of spite, eventually 
misdirected for lack of a target at myself through ‘feeling bad’. How utterly 
despicable, I thought, that I’ve become this wretchedly reprehensible. I felt 


unparalleled loathing at my own abhorrent spectre. 


A 25 year old man finds himself overcompensating for all those lost years. He sits in 
sullen silence with a bitterness about him. He is on edge, constantly envying. Nothing 
seems to placate him but a crude cocktail of psychoactive drugs. One of each class to 
be sure. For the synergistic effects, intense euphoria among them. Intense euphoria — 
an emotion potent enough to make one forget about just about anything. Constantly 
not knowing what to do. In a perpetual state of frantic mania. His heart palpitates, 
infusing each of his rigid muscles with freshly oxygenated blood. I need to skate, he 
thinks. And then he has a slightly remembrance of what it’s really about to him, he is 
bitterly reminded of his needless vanities and how they congregate conspiring to 
make his life miserable. But really he is superfluously poking about his own head, 


and he knows it, to a fatal extent. 


A man all of a sudden finds himself intruding upon his friend’s domain. He sees only 
pity in their exchanges. The man takes to the street with but his skateboard. However, 
he feels ill. He falls and injures himself. The beer he held shattered with a thud. He 
lays ignominiously on the ground for some time before becoming acutely aware of 
his position. The man pulls himself to his feet concerned for nothing but the sharp 
physical pain penetrating his left shoulder. He begins to limp and scurry from the 


scene. 
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Mary sheep 
Weeps and seeps 
But in her sleep, 


She is a rainbow lorikeet 


A beautiful bird whose colours 
Our vision simply does no justice 
Whose glittering coat subverts status 


And indisputably asserts majesty. 


Be it Trevor 
Stern as ever 
Free as he deems 


As steam teems 


I want to write 
To fill partial black into this vapid white 
Of what I don t know 
At least I think so. 
Of poetry I know little 
Four lines with rhymes and diddles 
It matters not what blacks pervade this white 
It’s the creativity, that’: all, 
With free expression, 


Boring white becomes just right 
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Why, when Iam sad, can I only come to do 
What is easy, straightforward, not requiring full presence of mind, unproductive, 
lame, boring 
Instead of taking that extra step — into the interesting 


Yet I only find myself writing — however much — in this state. 
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5/11/2018 - Chapter 11 
Notes 


We very deliberately pretend everything fine and dandy is as we watch each other 
insidiously wither away into old age and beyond; in vain we feign carelessness and 
joy (all the same we can barely contain our much-practised loathing and complaints 
in envy, we despise and meet these virtues with contempt where we see them and 
treat those whom actually practise such virtues with shamefully concealed spite) as if 
tireless ages had passed in bountiful fruition — yet ‘twas a tiresome menial tedious 
ceremony in pitifully insignificant brevity. Such was life and we saw it not, to our last 
breath exhibiting an ambivalence comprised of living out one’s life in one’s own head 
in the utmost pettiness — relentlessly and shamelessly scorning anyone in sight for 
any manner of trivialities, concerned only with the frivolous endeavours and seldom 
illuminated, rather vacant, languidness of our pathetic lives. In all our imagination we 
fail to see the value of nothing but hard work and the half-alive mental state that 
encompasses our ubiquitous self-imposed, ever-validated misery. In our mind’s eye 
we see nothing but the archetypes of spite and the objects of pity, constantly inflating 
ourselves to some immeasurable degree in this or that department, only to trip over 


oneself. 


Angry beavers 

Ren and stimpey 

D — curb your enthusiasm, bojack horseman, new south park 
Chalk, skittles and tramadol 

Chalk tramadols and diazepam 


Visualise a tramadol made of chalk 
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With a tinge of excitement and expectation I sat as the train lumbered onward to a 
land of infinite bliss (skateboard, friends, city). I look down and on my pants was a 
small faded pink semi-circle lump of chalk-however it first appeared to be half a 
tablet of tramadol. Resisting the urge to ravenously wolf down this rare delicacy, I 
clutched the chalk with sweaty fingers and rolled it around languidly across my 


fingers with my thumb. 


Carefree 
Not a care to have 
Not a care to be for 
Not caring for care 
Careless 
Where some would say reckless 
Only some are eating the menu and not the food 
They see not the ubiquitous expanse of bliss and contentment 
And will live in boredom seen as excitement 
To be on the safe side. 
Through squinting eyes and withering soul 


I pity they who have no goal 
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Beo sasa 

Your name anime 
Akira 

Ghost in the shell 
Wzza 

Onimusha 


505 Surry hills jazz club 


Skepta - Energy 


Slough of despond 


Faraday described the soap bubble as the most beautiful thing on earth. Dickens 
corresponded with Faraday in Household Words. 

Proprietary 

Interview with a vampire 

Rocky horror picture show 

The dead weather Alex white drums from white stripes 


Architecture in Helsinki - hearts in races 


Gorilla z 
D sides alb 


Modest mouse 


Dare devil Netflix 
The cat empire - the wine song 


First album the cat empire 
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Nothing 

Portished 

Caravan palace 

Pengu 

Round the twist 

Across the universe cartoon 


Black books 


Float tank 

Maniac Netflix 
Diego dot painting 
Oscar Wilde 
Chalk 

Oli diego 4th dec 


Bearings shoe glue 


Tram Lucy Js Tizz 


El aguante- Calle 13 
Jump man - drake 
Sh Khaled 

J cole 


Let me know collie buddy 


7 town hall 


Bruno mars - mirror 
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Matrons 5 


WWHAMM 

Who for, What Sx, How long, Actions taken, medications, medical conditions 
Taking scripts-Generic or brand, had before?, allergies to drugs? 

Revise- 


NSAIDs heart; laxatives-osmotic,stimulant, bulk-forming; cough; diuretics maybe... 


AMH, eTG, eMIMs 


Norwegian wood -huraki murakami 


Tulip Mishima - death poem 


Chalk food 


Roads Fine 
Vodafuck fine 
AHPRA 


Fruit 
Salad, carrots, fish 


Vegetables and rice 
Drs without vanities - Donate now to lessen our smugness 


A great sprawling oak tree shimmers majestically in the light Spring breeze. A 


passing tuft of wind. 
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26/11/18 - Chapter 12 


A shot, a bang, and a thump. Falling down from his pedestal limp and contorted. 
Rigid muscles and a stern gloomy countenance. An unmistakable presence of hurt 
and wound. A sullen raking of the soul. Inciting pity where it may. But to these things 
one is indifferent. Rather to escape from needless melancholy rumination, spitefully 
contrived self-destruction. A certain resoluteness in his frozen stature, shoulders 
hunched, his back is not straight, eyes always averted. Simultaneously in a state of 
panic and deep despair, feeling himself not belonging, deemed a hopeless charlatan 
by his peers, his pride ripped, shredded and mangled indefinitely; any sense of hope 
crushed by a moment's interactions, met with immediate physical paralysis and 
retreat into oneself, represented in the strangest of actions, comically as if one were 
Dostoyevsky in Notes from the Underground. Wounded pride and shot down vanities, 
a careless misadventure, one takes ever so seriously, in spite of all notions of playful 
facetiousness. Shrunk within oneself in a slew of intoxication, one puts up a pitiful 
act, pathetic at best, turns his back to the well-meaning and sits in frozen fear with a 
fixed plastic smile on some others, whom resolutely avert their gaze from the social 
catastrophe unfolding before them.? A look suggesting surrender and pain, 
unconditional irreversible dejection. A tacit unanimous condemnation piercing into 
one's viscera from without, sharp as sabres. Embarrassment and endless shame. And 
all this seen as ridiculous in a comical fashion, just as easily the proceeding act is 
seen through as if the screen were transparent. Pangs of something hidden deep, come 
to face and refuse to acknowledge. Nothing else to do but think. Of nothing in 


particular. But ones own selfish misery and loathsome helplessness. 


Take this terrible feeling of dread and blend it into swirls and spirals of colour. None 
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of this matters. Nothing at all. Stern and rigid as a bird with broken wings, too weak 
to fly but flapping all the same, in ceremonial exhibition, in ambitious intervals. A 
sore disappointment to all who bear witness. And here we go again. Fredo from the 


Godfather, slumped languidly over oneself, sullenly ruminates. A sulking sook. 


Deep sharp stinging pain, mercilessly permeating ones viscera; thousands of tiny 
needles pierce ones stomach, eliciting a sickly sensation in constant monotonous 


drawl. 


The pain and hurt inflicted by justified betrayal. That is all. 


So much for all who roam these city streets by day, for on Sunday they are all gone, 


and seen disproportionally cramped about the skatepark. 


Greta van fleet - black smoke rising 
Skepta- energy 


The verve 


My conscience languidly droops to the floor, fatigued under its burden. Last night as I 
laid in bed reading, to my horror I felt a brush and heard a buzz-a cockroach!? No-a 
rather large stink bug. My courage shrivelled up inside me and I stood frozen at a safe 


distance. The bug crawled and flew as I watched hoping for it to leave through the 
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window of its own accord. Several times it almost did too! But this was in vain, half 
an hour seemed to pass and the bug remained. The lamp which attracted it stood 
glaring attracting more and more insects through the open window. So what did I do? 
Rather than using swift and decisive action to capture and release this poor insect, I 
meandered and poked the insect hoping to fling it out. I soon realised it would not be 
directed in such a way by me. In a pathetic flurry of panic and desperation I closed 
the window. Then I wielded a thong and struck at it several times. It fell to the floor, 
meanwhile the possibility of my having mangled or harmed the innocent creature in 
some way not failing to plague me. Like the coward I am | took a glass and covered 
the bug, concealing it completely. The melee died down in my head and in relief I 
laid down in bed to rest once more, thinking not much of the torturous fate I 
decidedly left to the poor creature beside my bed, only for my own dismal sense of 
well-being. A dream-filled sleep ensued, filled with vivid caricatures of bug 


carcasses, suffocating under immovable glass indefinitely into rot. 


Chapter 17 Jane Austen 

Shoe goo, pen, boost, marker, Adrian book 

"Driving on the highway on this mission. I don't pay attention to these children." - 
Yung Lean 

Slick rick 

Wiz Khalifa - hit tha flow 


yil yauchti- broccoli 


Chillies sanhurst 


Rice, pasta, brocolli 
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26/11/18 - Chapter 13 


Laws, punitive measures, don’t function as they claim... 


Laws, punitive measures, don’t function as they claim — to punish undesirable 
behaviours in order to reform or otherwise disinter the perpetrator. Rather these 
notions force ‘criminals’ into the shadows and make apparently respectable men out 
of the most successful of them. In this way it isn’t immediately obvious from people’s 
behaviour if they are morally base or in some way unscrupulous — as they’ ve 
benefited consistently throughout their lives from having constant checks in place in 
the form of socially acceptable, encouraged forms of behaviour. Also, it does not 
benefit anyone to have negative reinforcements in place when it comes to behaviour. 
As we know from (not) beating our children, negative reinforcement doesn’t serve to 
solidify long-term behaviours, but instead only has a long-term effect regarding the 


victim’s state of mind — neuroses and mental health issues. 
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1/12/18 - Chapter 14 
Biased tale of a 25 year old druggy 


"Oh god" he thought as he woke up in his own bed, coming to the horrid realisation 
that he was alone in this apartment with his brooding mother, whom was presently 


making an apparently useless effort of sweeping the entire floor. 


After confining himself to bed for as long as possible, hoping somewhere in his being 
that she would just go away, he succumbed to hunger and slowly exited his room 


making his way to the kitchen. 


There she was, sweeping all about. She made a show of not noticing him, already 
without effort (and probably without realising it herself) presenting to him a tinge of 


annoyance. 


"Good morning" said he. 


She mumbled something, eyes pointed downwards. 


He dismissed this poor response and quickly began making tea. But she had already 
began. In a sickly sweet tone, unapologetically feeling of false niceness, she started in 


her irritating monologue-about how unfortunate she is financially. 


"I can't make ends meet" she accused, the sleeping cat watching burning incense. "I 
need some help." She continued by telling of the exact figure she wanted, the current 


state of the electricity bill and so on, and became neurotic in manner. 


"This is the first thing you say to me?" He retorted. "You didn't even say good 
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morning." 


"I did! I DID say good morning!" 


"Whatever, I don't want to talk about this right now." He stated dismissively. 


"When then? You're never here." 


He said something along the lines of "I don't know. I don't have that much money. 


Leave me alone." 


Now having been dismissed she spitefully launched into a punitive monologue. 


"You're 25... what are you doing? Get a job if you need more money" 


Registering this successful attempt at hurt, a fiery sensation burned in his head. 


"I don't want to speak to you. Go away." 


Now he stopped speaking almost all together as she released her flimsily contained 
rage, spouting off this and that about bills and how hard off she was, how she'd be 
asking his brother the same thing (but probably not in the same way, I'd venture to 
guess). Now she was herself, in her element. She let loose all manners of insults to 


inflict pain and perhaps provoke a desirable response in him. 


"Why don't you go live with your friends? I will rent out your room and use that to 


pay for bills." 


948 


"You're a DRUG ADDICT!" 


By this stage he had succeeded in cooling the fire in his head, to the point where he 


would not retaliate any more than calling her a bitch. Which he did. 


"No, you're stupid!" She chortled. 


"I didn't say you were stupid. I said she were a BITCH." He slammed the bedroom 
door with a theatrical flair and retired to his bed, not wishing to leave for a long time 


indeed. 


5 minutes later she came in, a dumb puppy dog look in her eyes, holding his tea. In 
another sickly display she pretended to be all nice, saying something like "I'm just 


trying to talk to you, that's all." 
He practically yelled her on out of there and resumed his aimless drowsing, 
sporadically picking up Crime and Punishment to read some more neurotic 


exclamations. 


She came back an hour later. Opening the door without knocking, seeing that I was 


reading, she started to say: 


"I don't mean to fight with you. If you would just help me..." 


As she spoke, I blocked the view between us with my book. I gave her my middle 


finger from behind my book to no effect. 


"Fuck off." I said distinctly. 
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"Excuse me??" Was her irritated response. 


"You heard me." 


She closed the door with a ceremonial slam and walked away, mumbling under her 


breath. 
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4/12/18 - Chapter 15 
Notes and poetry 


Chalk, skittles and tramadol 
Chalk tramadols and diazepam 


Visualise a tramadol made of chalk 


With a tinge of excitement and expectation I sat as the train lumbered onward to a 
land of infinite bliss (skateboard, friends, city). I look down and on my pants was a 
small faded pink semi-circle lump of chalk-however it first appeared to be half a 
tablet of tramadol. Resisting the urge to ravenously wolf down this rare delicacy, I 
clutched the chalk with sweaty fingers and rolled it around languidly across my 


fingers with my thumb. 


Carefree 

Not a care to have 

Not a care to be for 

Not caring for care 
Careless 

Where some would say reckless 
Only some are eating the menu and not the food 
They see not the ubiquitous expanse of bliss and contentment 
And will live in boredom seen as excitement 


To be on the safe side. 
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Through squinting eyes and withering soul 


I pity they who have no goal 


As a culture and even a race we collectively pretend to be honourable and 
benevolent; yet we lie constantly and effortlessly fall to notions of greed. We claim to 
have compassion but are driven wholly by self-interest. Envy does not drive out 


vanity; nor does vanity dismiss envy. 


In self-serving benevolence 
Disguised as altruism 
We dispense of compassion. 
For if we were truly kind 
It could not be 


That we were driven by greed 
To write a haiku 
Codeine shakes, diazepam 
And marijuana 


I only feel good 


It's meant to be so 
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An empty headspace 


Nothing feels the same 


A five hour train 


A barrage of pain 


If I could be sane 


How inflamed 
The thieves of pain 
Waddling about 
An abandoned shed 
If ever did I feel 


And not only reel 


I quickly scurried 
Not really in a hurry 


Ashamed, all the same 


I suddenly fell 
Deliberately in hell 


A crab ina shell 


What is a haiku 


I don't know any better 
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Not five-seven-five? 


Inspiration 
Where there would not have been show 


A creative flow 


Should not I be slow 
If we ever consider 


All the weed I smoke 


Dentist 
Enrol vote 


Internship 


Chalk and tramadol 
Beer, some marijuana 


And diazepam 


Me and my skateboard 
Together for a few years 
Only a few left 


Time is valuable 
Better make the most of it 


To quote the cliche 


No one really cares 
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As if that's meant to be fair 


Listen to me bitch 
Only a few words 


That's enough to make me hurt 


And now I'm dwelling 
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7/12/18 - Chapter 16 
Prose and poetry 


What I stand to gain personally from all this apparently self-imposed heartbreak, the 
constant self-pity, pathetic and unsolicited displays of cowering and convulsing at 


every turn sty, 1s unclear to me. 


However, I've come to believe it supposedly clearer in the minds of those whom 
acquaint me. I suspect this conjecture is unconsciously bound to innate feelings of 
vengeance-spite in retaliation to spite-in perceiving and responding to harm inflicted 
by myself through behaviour sufficed by my mental health e.g. that weird untalking 
state induced by oft-present hypomania and social anxiety (and certain situations- 


environment, people, drugs). 


It is apt to note that when feeling a certain way, it would take a fierce cocktail of 
drugs to rouse me from my selfless stupor, in which I mope in melancholy, daydream 
in gloomy tones, ignoring all before me. My poor hearing capacity invariably solicits 
this end, when I've all but given up on trying to concentrate on what's been said, 
consequently to the loss of whatever grace and dignity I had before almost always 
failing. Verbally glossed over, under my veil of pain and sorrow. Then I begin to take 
a special interest in the machinations of my imagination and I'm promptly swept 
away. As aresult I am a 25 year old man yet I suppose I have the social capacity of a 
14 year old straight-A student (incidentally I couldn't relate-my life took a dire turn 


around this age). 
Now this reciprocal spite that I mention, how do I know of it? Am I not simply 
supposing for my own personal gain, to meet some level of cognitive dissonance at 


which I benefit? It is not so. Judge for yourself. I see their cautious eyes flash with 
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disappointment or even disgust. Those who are 'nearest and dearest', the way they 
slink to spare themselves the shame of association, avoiding my company and 
despising it all the same, the poorly disguised pity and disdain with which I am 
addressed, not before I'm tucked away from mental sight and relief washes them 
over-'oh to return to light, uninterrupted conservation with people likeminded (but 
you wouldn't know it!); how I missed competence! Here's to not being consistently 
irritated!' I digress. My anger has manifested as spite, and so now a second order 
reciprocal response is in question. It seems 'reason is the slave of passion’. 

Oh, all this? Not like I care to wrap it up anyway; not like there was a final point in 
coming! Only to express my despair. One form or another will do. And now I am 


walking from the confession booth; a weight has been lifted-Amen, father! 


Yet I am so incredibly lonely-irretrievably so, it seems. I can't help but fantasise my 
death. My dream last night-my first girlfriend; do I still 'love' her??? After 8 years... 
Or is it that my mind lacks subjects when it comes to that. How pathetic, either way. 
I am wide awake at 4:20am, having crept into bed not less than 12 hours ago. I have 
nothing to attend to, rather I am a very cynical prisoner of sleep. So I lay here, in the 


morning I'll read. 


Wolli creek 
Must I be so meek 
Sydenham 
Act like I don't give a damn 
Redfern 
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Then I burn 
Central 
Feel like some lentils 
Town hall 
We're here. Don't fall! 


Why do most people regard me with such a strange look and subsequently cease 
talking with me for good? Is it my apathetic and solemn attitude? Perhaps the 
attentive and frozen look I give in trying to understand speech (probably frowning 
and squinting my eyes all the same). Maybe it's my countenance, the acne scars, neck 
beard, long hair and all. Rather it is a combination of these characteristics and more- 
my depressing demeanour at every turn, my tendency to easily lose attention... I 
rarely catch people's names, unless they're wholly extroverted. I appreciate loud 
voices but I myself possess a low, soft voice that is inclined to barely audible 
mumbling, grunts and moans. I rarely but readily show my enthusiasm-the symptoms 
of my ever-present anxiety prevents lightheartedness in most cases-I REALLY have 
to try, and this may come off as strange and weird in my tone, interpretation or 
content of my speech. Well, what else is there to say? Must I complain to some end? 
There is none; this is forever. But why care so much? Accepting my conditions is the 
first step. To introduce an unoriginal thought-I still have both my legs and the means 
to dinner every night... what right do I possibly have to complain? And this way 
nothing ever changes or gets done. Only it is a reliable and immediate way of 
disarming and confusing a complainer-nobody likes someone who complains. It is 


highly irritating and sometimes even infuriating, depending on the circumstances. 
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I feel enmity all around me - base uncaring hostility and spite, it seems to me, even if 
it's only apathy and indifference. Maybe even resentment and pity, but no 
magnanimity. Such is the status quo. The triggers of malaise for me are ubiquitous. 
(This seems to make a lot of sense when I consider my current position: breathing in 
poisonous gases directly from the highway and even more than I know (owing to 


invisible odourless gases)). Even an... 
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10/12/18 - Chapter 17 


I propose that the true purpose of the sharp and loud tone of emergency vehicle sirens 
is not just to warn of emergency, but rather acts as a ubiquitous symbol of fear to 
instill apprehension and shriek unsettlement into the heart of the public, lest one slips 
and ends up on the 'wrong side of the law'. I regard that unnecessary whirring siren as 
a shrill banshee who breaths a terrifying chill into my soul; a cold reminder of the 
presence of that evil force which imposingly inhabits this world. This needless 
haughty voice sends shivers down the spine of all who have the misfortune of 
listening; one is invariably struck by a subliminal message reigning supreme; this 
simple yet merciless sound effortlessly siphons power and without fail leaves its 
victims internally shuddering in ignominious despair. You may simply shrug this 
feeling of horror off and swiftly carry on with your day, but its effect is inevitable. 
And suppose you weren't a meek coward and an unthinking clone-if this offends you 
then you certainly are-well at least try to suspend your prejudices for a moment and 
assume some modicum of respect for the criminal, whose mettle is perpetually 
tormented by each and every wailing siren that passes into his vicinity (it doesn't even 
have to be far, either... you can hear the fuckers 10km off!) Well, this man, for all his 
originality, would be punished (by you and all the other clones) harshly under 
unopposed punitive force. So each siren becomes a very real threat, and that is not to 
say it isn't a threat to ordinary people as well... only the situation is much clearer in 
the eyes of those whom you deem unworthy to participate in your dull puerile 
babbling society (‘just lock 'em up! throw ‘im in prison to rot' sayeth thee, self- 
appointed guardian of man. Through years of Pavlovian conditioning by various 
forms of propaganda, you unconsciously protect a society whose rules were 
established (for no particular reason other than personal gain) by bloodshed, and with 
which it preserves itself from change-even by punishing those very same unlawful 
actions which law enforcers themselves regularly commit in the name of duty. 


Faggots. .... 
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17/12/18 - Chapter 18 
The Woman And Her Cat 


My mother is a simple-minded woman. Identifying as a ‘good Christian’, but 
unspeakably who scarcely goes to church and God knows when she last read the 
bible, to her good is clearly good and bad is invariably bad; there is no debating or 
arguing certain points — she is firm set in her beliefs and would never change. Her 
parents, my grandparents, taught her as they ought to this result — one they still saw 
as unquestionably desirable even to this day. Each and every time she arrives home to 
the shabby train track-side apartment (which she procured by herself following her 
divorce and happily called home) the first thing on her mind is not the ever-blaring 
daytime shows on the TV, nor is it the degenerate now-jobless man persistently 
sleeping on her couch, nor is it her lost son mindlessly droning away his time on the 
computer; the first thing on my mother’s mind is to locate the cat Molly, her 
unfortunate prisoner, who spends each day staring from the balcony to bird nests she 
will never reach, who will never yet step upon the grass outside, for fear of being lost, 
from an entirely selfish sense on my mother’s part. So, she enters the room. Without 
saying hello (otherwise inaudibly to satisfy her own conscience) she immediately 
launches into a one-word monologue. As if it is of paramount concern and then some, 
with bewilderment in her face and desperation in her tone she yells and screeches 
‘Molly!’ until she inevitably finds the cat. Now it isn’t only the resemblance of the 
cat’s name to my own (Olly) nor was it the complete lack of foresight in this naming 
that perplexes me and leads me to see her nascent insanity, only this is rather 
annoying. The cue to my mother’s emerging insanity, her resemblance to the crazy 
cat lady, lies in these carelessly pathetic displays of desperation and the 


monotonously shrill tones which accompany it. 


I bare no malicious intent towards her, only I see her life now as a product of her 


work, pathetically dull, here I even see resemblances to my own and this must bother 
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me; her meekness overwhelms her magnanimity and her simple-minded nature leads 
her far astray — in this there is no respect and I have actually began to pity her. No 
matter how much I pity myself or others pity me, this remains unchanged and simply 
an observation — I bear no grudge and have no wish to lay this back on her in any 
shape or form, only I am long since disappointed and even repulsed by my mother’s 
character. I can’t help feel resentment and long to live elsewhere away from this 
madness. I feel trapped and feel I cannot paint or be otherwise creative in this 
environment, I am glued to my computer; perhaps this is all just an excuse and all in 


all I am just as pathetic as I was made to be. 


END 


962 


